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INTRODUCTORY  REMARKS. 


The  Citizen  of  the  World  originally  appeared  in  the  Public  Ledger 
newspaper,  under  tbe  title  of  Chinese  Letters:  these  were  after- 
wards collected,  and,  with  some  alterations  and  additions,  published 
in  1772,  in  two  volumes  octavo.  By  connecting  his  essays  with 
a  personal  narrative,  the  author  secures  the  continuous  attention 
of  his  reader  much  more  effectually  than  if  his  reflections  appeared 
in  detached  pieces  ;  while  the  wit,  learning,  discrimination  of 
character,  acquaintance  with  society,  and  knowledge  of  human 
nature  in  general,  which  it  displays,  entitle  his  work  to  a  very 
high  place  among  tbe  writings  of  our  English  Essayists.  Writing 
under  the  assumed  character  of  an  Asiatic,  Goldsmith  has  skilfully 
availed  himself  of  the  opportunity  afforded  by  his  plan,  of  ridiculing 
some  of  our  national  peculiarities,  by  presenting  them  in  the  light 
in  which  they  must  naturally  appear  to  a  man,  who  contemplates 
them,  for  the  first  time,  without  those  prejudices  of  education 
and  habit  which  are  apt  to  conceal  from  us  their  absurdities. 
The  contrast  between  European  and  Chinese  manners  is  also 
very  happily  introduced,  and  adds  greatly  to  the  interest  with 
which  we  peruse  the  lucubrations  of  the  Discontented  Wanderer. 
These  are  advantages  which  the  author  owes  partly  to  his  plan,  of 
which  the  merit  does  not  properly  belong  to  him,  for  it  had  been 
previously  adopted  by  others,  especially  by  Madame  de  Grafigny 
in  her  Lettres  Peruviennes,  and  by  Montesquieu  in  his  Lettres 
Persannes;  but  the  principal  merit  of  such  a  work  consists  in  its 
execution  —  and  we  may  safely  challenge  for  the  Citizen  of  the 
World,  a  comparison  with  any  other  work  written  on  a  similar  plan. 

The  mask  of  a  native  of  China,  under  which  the  author  wrote, 
though  adopted  merely  for  the  purpose  of  giving  greater  interest 
to  his  work,  necessarily  leads  him  to  make  frequent  allusions  to 
customs  and  manners  which  it  would  interrupt  his  narrative  to 
explain,  but  which,  without  some  previous  knowledge  of  Chinese 
history,  must  be  unintelligible  to  the  reader.  We  shall,  therefore, 
mention  a  few  of  the  more  striking  characteristics  of  that  extra- 
ordinary people,  which  may  serve,  instead  of  foot  notes,  to  explain 
many  of  our  author's  allusions. 

The  Chinese  Empire,  if  we  believe  their  own  historians,  has 
existed,  in  nearly  its  present  form,  for  the  last  four  thousand 
years.  Its  founder  is  said  to  be  Fohi,  whom  the  compilers  of 
the  Universal  History  suppose  to  be  the  same  with  Noah. 
China  has  been  often  overrun  by  tbe  Tartars,  who  still  continue 
to  hold  the  sovereignty ;  but,  unlike  most  conquerors,  they  have 
made  little  alteration  on  the  form  of  government,  religion,  and 
customs  which  they  found  among  the  conquered,  and  have  gradually 
assimilated  themselves  to  the  natives. 
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The  government  is  purely  patriarchal.  The  ennperor  is 
unlimited  in  his  authority ;  the  succession  to  the  throne  is  here- 
ditary in  the  royal  family,  but  the  emperor  has  the  right  of 
choosing  from  it  his  successor.  The  nobility  is  not  hereditfiry, 
but  honorary;  It  is  divided  into  two  classes,  —  the  mandarines 
of  letters  and  those  of  arms :  of  these,  the  former  is  the  more 
honourable,  and  from  it  the  emperor  chooses  his  councillors,  great 
officers  of  state,  and  viceroys  of  provinces.  There  are,  properly, 
only  three  classes  in  China, — men  of  letters,  cultivators  of  the 
ground,  and  mechanics,  including  merchants. 

There  is  no  state  religion  in  China ;  the  emperor  being  of  one 
religion,  the  mandarines  generally  of  another,  and  the  great  body 
of  the  people  of  a  third.  The  creed  of  the  more  intelligent  classes 
is  a  species  of  Deism  ;  and  they  adopt,  as  their  code  of  morals,  the 
precepts  of  Confucius,  or  Con-foo-tze,  a  celebrated  philosopher, 
who  flourished  about  five  hundred  years  before  the  birth  of  Christ. 
Confucius  was  a  native  of  the  kingdom  of  Lu,  now  the  province 
of  Shantong.  He  was,  at  first,  employed  in  a  high  civil  office, 
but,  finding  his  advice  neglected  by  the  king,  he  quitted  the  court, 
and  taught  moral  philosophy.  His  school  was  soon  crowded, 
and  his  doctrines  spread  with  amazing  rapidity  over  China.  But 
though  the  learned,  generally,  still  adhere  to  the  pure  principles 
of  Confucius,  the  great  mass  of  the  people  are,  in  reality,  idolaters. 
They  are  divided  into  innumerable  sects,  each  holding  its  own 
peculiar  tenets  and  superstitions ;  but  the  most  numerous  is  the 
sect  of  Tao-sse,  whose  morality  resembles  that  of  the  ancient 
Epicureans,  and  the  worshippers  of  Fob,  frequently  alluded  to  in 
the  following  Letters.  The  idol  Fob  was  introduced  into  China 
from  India,  about  the  sixty-fifth  year  of  the  Christian  era :  his 
votaries  hold  the  Pythagorean  doctrine  of  the  Metempsychosis,  or 
transmigration  of  souls,  and  are  peculiarly  distinguished  by  the 
grossness  of  their  superstitious  and  idolatrous  ceremonies.  The 
Bonzes,  or  priests,  are  held  in  great  reverence  by  the  people  ;  they 
are  also  allowed  an  honourable  place  in  assemblies,  processions,  &c. 
The  Mahometan  religion  prevails  in  many  parts  of  China.  There 
are  a  few  Jews  in  the  province  of  Honan.  The  Christian  faith,  at 
one  time,  made  considerable  progress,  especially  during  the  reign 
of  Kang-hi,  the  grandson  of  Tsong-te,  the  last  Tartar  conqueror 
of  China,  and  founder  of  the  reigning  dynasty.  This  monarch 
published  a  decree  in  favour  of  the  Christians,  in  1692;  but  this 
decree  was  revoked  in  1716,  in  consequence  of  some  alleged 
mal-practices  of  the  .Jesuits,  who,  in  173-2,  were  finally  expelled 
from  the  country,  and  banished  to  the  island  of  Macao,  a  Portu- 
guese settlement  subject  to  China.  Since  that  period,  Christian 
missionaries  are  prohibited  from  entering  the  empu'e. 

The  manners  of  the  Chinese  bear  little  resemblance  to  those 
of  any  other  nation,  and  they  appear  to  have  undergone  scarcely 
any  change  from    the  earliest  period  of  their  history.       Their 
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excess  of  ceremony,  in  their  intercourse  with  each  other,  appears 
very  ridiculous  to  strangers.  "  It  is  an  undoubted  fact,"  says  M. 
Grosier,  "  that  ceremonies  form,  in  part,  the  base  of  the  Chinese 
government."  Their  Li-pou,  or  court  of  ceremonies,  of  which 
the  Discontented  Wanderer's  conespondent,  the  venerable  Fum 
Hoam,  appears  to  have  been  the  worthy  president,  is  a  tribunal  of 
great  authority,  and  it  is  always  consulted  by  the  emperor  when 
he  intends  to  confer  particular  honours. 

Marriage  is  not  only  accounted  honourable,  but  enjoined  as  a 
religious  duty.  It  is  also,  according  to  Sir  George  Staunton,  a 
measure  of  prudence  among  the  poor,  —  the  sons  being  bound  to 
support  their  parents ;  and,  as  every  facility  is  offered  for  this 
union,  it  generally  takes  place  as  soon  as  there  is  the  least  prospect 
of  procuring  future  subsistence.  The  women  in  China  are  never 
seen  by  their  intended  husbands  before  marriage,  neither  does  the 
wife,  as  in  other  countries,  bring  along  with  her  a  dowry,  or 
marriage  portion  ;  on  the  contrary,  the  husband  pays  a  sum  of 
money  to  his  father-in-law.  The  females,  when  young,  have 
their  feet  confined,  so  as  to  prevent  their  growth,  very  small  feet 
being  esteemed  a  great  beauty :  they  also  pluck  their  eyebrows, 
and  colour  their  teeth  and  nails.  Singing  and  dancing  are  con- 
sidered infamous,  and  these  accomplishments  are  practised  chiefly 
by  the  natives  of  Yang-tcheou  and  Lou-tcheou,  from  which  cities 
the  Chinese  bring  their  concubines. 

Their  religious  sacrifices  and  public  festivals  are  celebrated  with 
extraordinary  magnificence,  especially  the  Feast  of  Lanterns,  so 
often  mentioned  in  the  correspondence  of  Lien  Chi  Altangi. 
This  festival,  which  takes  place  annually,  on  the  thirteenth  day  of 
the  first  month,  and  continues  for  three  days,  is  universal  through- 
out the  whole  empire,  and  all  China  is  illuminated  on  the  same 
day  and  hour.  Every  city  and  village,  the  shores  of  the  sea,  and 
the  banks  of  the  rivers,  are  hung  with  lanterns  of  various  shapes 
and  sizes.  Some  of  them  are  seen  in  courts,  and  in  the  windows 
of  the  poorest  inhabitants.  Rich  people  expend  to  the  value  of 
eight  or  ten  pounds  sterling  for  one  lantern ;  and  those  which 
are  ordered  by  the  emperor,  viceroys,  and  great  mandarines, 
cost  from  one  hundred  to  one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  each. 
These  lanterns  are  very  large,  either  painted  or  neatly  gilt,  and 
filled  up  with  transparent  silk,  upon  which  are  painted  flowers, 
animals,  and  various  other  figures.  Several  lamps,  and  a  great 
number  of  wax  candles,  are  put  into  these  lanterns,  to  the  corners 
of  which  are  fixed  streamers  of  satin  and  silk  of  different  colours, 
and  a  curious  piece  of  carved  work  is  jjlaced  over  the  top. 

The  Chinese  are  particularly  ceremonious  in  their  mourning 
for  dead  relations,  of  which  there  is  a  ludicrous,  but  scarcely 
exaggerated  description  g'ven  in  the  following  letters,  in  Fum 
lloam's  behaviour  on  the  death  of  his  grand-aunt.      The  colour 
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The  schoolmen  had  formerly  a  very  exact  way  of  computing 
the  abilities  of  their  saints  or  authors.  Escobar,  for  instance, 
was  said  to  have  learning  as  five,  genius  as  four,  and  gravity 
as  seven.  Caramuel  was  greater  than  he :  his  learning  was  as 
eight,  his  genius  as  six,  and  his  gravity  as  thirteen.  Were  I 
to  estimate  the  merits  of  our  Chinese  Philosopher  by  the 
same  scale,  I  would  not  hesitate  to  state  his  genius  still 
higher ;  but  as  to  his  learning  and  gravity,  these,  I  think, 
might  safely  be  marked  as  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine, 
within  one  degree  of  absolute  frigidity. 

Yet,  upon  his  first  appearance  here,  many  were  angry  not 
to  find  him  as  ignorant  as  a  Tripoline  ambassador,  or  an  envoy 
from  Mujac.  They  were  surprised  to  find  a  man  born  so  far 
from  London — that  school  of  prudence  and  wisdom  —  endued 
even  with  a  moderate  capacity.  They  expressed  the  same 
surprise  at  his  knowledge,  that  the  Chinese  do  at  ours.  "  How 
comes  it,"  said  they,  "  that  the  Europeans,  so  remote  from 
China,  think  with  so  much  justice  and  precision  ?  They  have 
never  read  our  books,  they  scarcely  know  even  our  letters, 
and  yet  they  talk  and  reason  just  as  we  do."  *  The  truth 
is,  the  Chinese  and  we  are   pretty  much  alike.     Different 

*   Le  Comte,  vol.  i.  p.  210 
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degrees  of  refinement,  and  not  of  distance,  mark  the  distinctions 
among  mankind.  Savages  of  the  most  opposite  climates  have 
all  but  one  character  of  improvidence  and  rapacity;  and 
tutored  nations,  however  separate,  make  use  of  the  very  same 
methods  to  procure  refined  enjoyment. 

The  distinctions  of  polite  nations  are  few ;  but  such  as  are 
peculiar  to  the  Chinese,  appear  in  every  page  of  the  following 
correspondence.  The  metaphors  and  allusions  are  all  drawn 
from  the  East.  Their  formality  our  author  carefully  preserves. 
Many  of  their  favourite  tenets  in  morals  are  illustrated.  The 
Chinese  are  always  concise,  so  is  he  :  simple,  so  is  he.  The 
Chinese  are  grave  and  sententious,  so  is  he.  But  in  one 
particular  the  resemblance  is  peculiarly  striking  :  the  Chinese 
are  often  dull,  and  so  is  he.  Nor  has  my  assistance  been 
wanting.  We  are  told  in  an  old  romance,  of  a  certain  knight 
errant  and  his  horse  who  contracted  an  intimate  friendship. 
The  horse  most  usually  bore  the  knight ;  but  in  cases  of 
extraordinary-  despatch,  the  knight  returned  the  favour,  and 
carried  his  horse.  Thus,  in  the  intimacy  between  my  authoi- 
and  me,  he  has  usually  given  me  a  lift  of  his  Eastern  sublimity, 
and  I  have  sometimes  given  him  a  return  of  my  coUoquiEd  ease. 

Yet  it  appears  strange  in  this  season  of  paneygric,  when 
scarce  an  author  passes  unpraised,  either  by  his  friends  or 
himself,  that  such  merit  as  our  Philosopher's  should  be 
forgotten.  While  the  epithets  of  ingenious,  copious,  elaborate, 
and  refined,  are  lavished  among  the  mob,  like  medals  at  a 
coronation,  the  lucky  prizes  fall  on  every  side,  but  not  one  on 
him.  I  could,  on  this  occasion,  make  myself  melancholy,  by 
considering  the  capriciousness  of  public  taste,  or  the  mutability 
of  fortune  :  but,  during  this  fit  of  morality,  lest  my  reader 
should  sleep,  I  '11  take  a  nap  myself,  and  when  I  awake,  tell 
him  my  dream. 

I  imagijied  the  Thames  was  frozen  over,  and  I  stood  by 
its  side.  Several  booths  were  erected  upon  tlie  ice,  and  I  was 
told  by  one  of  the  spectators,  that  Fashion  Fair  was  going 
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to  begin.  He  added,  that  every  author  who  would  carry  his 
works  there,  might  probably  find  a  very  good  reception.  I 
was  resolved,  however,  to  observe  the  humours  of  the  place 
in  safety  from  the  shore ;  sensible  that  ice  was  at  best 
precarious,  and  having  been  always  a  little  cowardly  in  my 
sleep. 

Several  of  my  acquaintance  seemed  much  more  hardy  than 
I,  and  went  over  the  ice  with  intrepidity.  Some  carried  their 
works  to  the  fair  on  sledges,  some  on  carts,  and  those  which 
were  more  voluminous,  were  conveyed  in  wagons.  Their 
temerity  astonished  me.  I  knew  their  cargoes  were  heavy, 
and  expected  every  moment  they  would  have  gone  to  the 
bottom.  They  all  entered  the  fair,  however,  in  safety,  and 
each  soon  after  returned,  to  my  great  surprise,  highly  satisfied 
with  his  entertainment,  and  the  bargains  he  had  brought 
away. 

The  success  of  such  numbers  at  last  began  to  operate  upon 
me.  If  these,  cried  I,  meet  with  favour  and  safety,  some  luck 
may,  perhaps,  for  once,  attend  the  unfortunate.  I  am  resolved 
to  make  a  new  adventure.  The  furniture,  frippery,  and  fire- 
works of  China,  have  long  been  fashionably  bought  up.  I  'II 
try  the  fair  with  a  small  cargo  of  Chinese  morality.  If  the 
Chinese  have  contributed  to  vitiate  our  taste,  I  '11  try  how 
far  they  can  help  to  improve  our  understanding  ;  but  as  others 
have  driven  into  the  market  in  wagons,  I  '11  cautiously  begin, 
by  venturing  with  a  wheelbarrow.  Thus  resolved,  I  baled  up 
my  goods,  and  fairly  ventured,  when,  upon  just  entering  the 
fair,  I  fancied  the  ice  that  had  supported  a  hundred  wagons 
before,  cracked  under  me,  and  wheelbarrow  and  all  went  to 
the  bottom. 

Upon  awaking  from  my  reverie  with  the  fright,  I  cannot 
help  wishing  that  the  pains  taken  in  giving  this  correspondence 
an  English  dress,  had  been  employed  in  contriving  new  political 
systems,  or  new  plots  for  farces.  I  might  then  have  taken  my 
station  in  the  world,  either  as  a  poet  or  a  philosopher,  and 
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made  one  in  those  little  societies  where  men  club  to  raise 
each  other's  reputation.  But  at  present  I  belong  to  no 
particular  class.  I  resemble  one  of  those  solitary  animals  that 
has  been  forced  from  its  forest  to  gratify  human  curiosity.  My 
earliest  wish  was  to  escape  unheeded  through  life  ;  but  I 
have  been  set  up  for  halfpence,  to  fret  and  scamper  at  the  end 
of  my  chain.  Though  none  are  injured  by  my  rage,  I  am 
naturally  too  savage  to  court  any  friends  by  fawning  —  too 
obstinate  to  be  taught  new  tricks,  and  too  improvident  to  mind 
what  may  happen.  I  am  appeased,  though  not  contented  : 
too  indolent  for  intrigue,  and  too  timid  to  push  for  favour,  I 
am — but  what  signifies  what  I  am? 

Fortune  and  Hope,  adieu  !  I  see  my  port : 

Too  long  your  dupe  —  be  otters  now  your  sport. 


THE 
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ftlost  of  these  admirable  essays  were  contributed  in  1759-60,  under  the 
title  of  Chinese  Letters,  to  the  Public  Ledger,  a  newspaper,  of  which 
Mr  Hugh  Kelly,  the  dramatist,  was  then  editor.  They  were  after- 
wards collected  (1772)  and  published  under  their  present  title,  in  2  vol*. 
8vo.  —  B. 


LETTER  I. 
TO  MR  ,  MERCHANT  IN  LONDON. 

Amsterdam. 

Sir, —  Yours  of  the  13th  instant,  covering  two  bills,  one  on 
Messrs  R.  and  D.  value  £478, 10s.  and  the  other  on  Mr****, 
value  iG285,  duly  came  to  hand,  the  former  of  which  met  with 
honour,  but  the  other  has  been  trifled  with,  and  I  am  afraid 
will  be  returned  protested. 

The  bearer  of  this  is  my  friend,  therefore  let  him  be  yours. 
He  is  a  native  of  Honan  in  China,  and  one  who  did  me  signal 
services,  when  he  was  a  mandarine,  and  I  a  factor,  at  Canton. 
By  frequently  conversing  with  the  English  there,  he  has  learned 
the  language,  though  he  is  entirely  a  stranger  to  their  manners 
and  customs.  I  am  told  he  is  a  philosopher — I  am  sure  he 
is  an  honest  man  :  that  to  you  will  be  his  best  recommenda- 
tion, next  to  the  consideration  of  his  being  the  friend  of,  sir, 
yours,  &c. 
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LETTER  II. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  ,  MERCHAXT  IX  A3ISTERDAM 

LOKDON. 

Friexd  of  my  heart, —  May  the  wings  of  peace  rest  upon 
th}'  dwelling,  and  the  shield  of  conscience  preserve  thee  from  vice 
and  miser}' !  For  all  thy  favours  accept  my  gratitude  and  esteem, 
the  only  tribute  a  poor  philosophic  wanderer  can  return.  Sure, 
fortune  is  resolved  to  make  me  unhappy,  when  she  gives  others 
a  power  of  testifying  their  friendship  by  actions,  and  leaves  me 
only  words  to  express  the  sincerity  of  mine. 

I  am  perfectly  sensible  of  the  delicacy  by  which  you 
endeavour  to  lessen  your  own  merit  and  my  obligations.  By 
calling  your  late  instances  of  friendship  only  a  return  for  former 
favours,  you  would  induce  me  to  impute  to  your  justice,  what 
I  owe  to  your  generosity. 

The  services  I  did  you  at  Canton,  justice,  humanity,  and 
my  office,  bade  me  perform  ;  those  you  have  done  me  since 
my  arrival  at  Amsterdam,  no  laws  obliged  you  to,  no  justice 
required.  Even  half  your  favours  would  have  been  greater 
than  my  most  sanguine  expectations. 

The  sum  of  money,  therefore,  which  you  privately  conveyed 
into  my  baggage,  when  I  was  leaving  Holland,  and  which  I 
was  ignorant  of  till  my  arrival  in  London,  I  must  beg  leave  to 
return.  You  have  been  bred  a  merchant,  and  I  a  scholar; 
you  consequently  love  money  better  than  I.  You  can  find 
pleasure  in  superfluity  ;  I  am  perfectly  content  with  what  is 
sufficient.  Take  therefore  what  is  yours  ;  it  may  give  you 
some  pleasure,  even  though  you  have  no  occasion  to  use  it ; 
my  happiness  it  cannot  improve,  for  I  have  already  all  that  I 
want. 

My  passage  by  sea  from  Rotterdam  to  England  was  more 
painful  to  me  than  all  the  journeys  I  ever  made  on  land.  I 
have  traversed  the  immeasurable  wilds  of  Mogul  Tartary  ; 
felt  all  the  rigours  of  Siberian  skies  :  I  have  had  my  repose 
an  hundred  times  disturbed  by  invading  savages,  and  have 
seen,  without  shrinking,  the  desert  sands  rise  like  a  troubled 
ocean  all  around  me.  Against  these  calamities  I  was  armed 
with  resolution  ;  but  in  my  passage  to  England,  though  nothing 
occurred  that  gave  the  mariners  any  uneasiness,  to  one  who 
was  never  at  sea  before,  all  was  a  subject  of  astonishment  and 
terror.  To  find  the  land  disappear — to  see  our  ship  mount  the 
waves,  swift  as  an  arrow  from  the  Tartar  bow — to  hear  the 
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wind  howling  through  the  cordage  —  to  feel  a  sickness  which 
depresses  even  the  spirits  of  the  brave, — these  were  unexpected 
distresses,  and  consequently  assaulted  me,  unprepared  to  receive 
them. 

You  men  of  Europe  think  nothing  of  a  voyage  by  sea.  With 
us  of  China,  a  man  who  has  been  from  sight  of  land  is  regarded 
upon  his  return  with  admiration.  I  have  known  some  pro- 
vinces where  there  is  not  even  a  name  for  the  ocean.  What  a 
strange  people,  therefore,  am  I  got  amongst,  who  have  founded 
an  empire  on  this  unstable  element,  who  build  cities  upon 
billows  that  rise  higher  than  the  mountains  of  Tipertala,  and 
make  the  deep  more  formidable  than  the  wildest  tempest  I 

Such  accounts  as  these,  I  must  confess,  were  my  first  motives 
for  seeing  England.  These  induced  me  to  undertake  a  journey 
of  seven  hundred  painful  days,  in  order  to  examine  its  opulence, 
buildings,  sciences,  arts,  and  manufactures,  on  the  spot.  Judge, 
then,  how  great  is  my  disappointment  on  entermg  London, 
to  see  no  signs  of  that  opulence  so  much  talked  of  abroad  : 
wherever  I  turn,  I  am  presented  with  a  gloomy  solemnity  in 
the  houses,  the  streets,  and  the  inhabitants  ;  none  of  that 
beautiful  gilding  which  makes  a  principal  ornament  in  Chinese 
architecture.  The  streets  of  Nankin  are  sometimes  strewed 
with  gold  leaf ;  very  different  are  those  of  London  :  in  the 
midst  of  their  pavement,  a  great  lazy  puddle  moves  muddily 
along  ;  heavy  laden  machines,  with  wheels  of  unwieldy  thick- 
ness, crowd  up  every  passage  :  so  that  a  stranger,  instead  of 
finding  time  for  observation,  is  often  happy  if  he  has  time  to 
escape  from  being  crushed  to  pieces. 

The  houses  borrow  ven,'  few  ornaments  firom  architecture  ; 
their  chief  decoration  seems  to  be  a  padtrj'  piece  of  painting 
hung  out  at  their  doors  or  windows,  at  once  a  proof  of  their 
indigence  and  vanity :  their  vanity,  in  each  having  one  of 
those  pictures  exposed  to  public  view ;  and  their  indigence, 
in  being  unable  to  get  them  better  painted.  In  this  respect, 
the  fancy  of  their  painters  is  also  deplorable.  Could  you 
believe  it  ?  I  have  seen  five  black  lions  and  three  blue  boars 
in  less  than  the  circuit  of  half  a  mile ;  and  yet  you  know  that 
animals  of  these  colours  are  nowhere  to  be  found  except  in 
the  wild  imaginations  of  Europe. 

From  these  circumstances  in  their  buildings,  and  from  the 
dismal  looks  of  the  inhabitants,  I  am  induced  to  conclude  that 
the  nation  is  actually  poor  ;  and  that,  like  the  Persians,  they 
make  a  splendid  figure  every  where  but  at  home.  The  proverb 
of  Xixofou  is,  that  a  man's  riches  may  be  seen  in  his  eyes  :  if 
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we  judge  of  the  English  by  this  rule,  there  is  not  a  poorei 
nation  under  the  sun. 

I  have  been  here  but  two  days,  so  will  not  be  hasty  in  my 
decisions.  Such  letters  as  I  shall  write  to  Fipsihi  in  Moscow, 
I  beg  you  'H  endeavour  to  forward  with  all  diligence  ;  I  shall 
Bend  them  open,  in  order  that  you  may  take  copies  or  transla- 
tions, as  you  are  equally  versed  in  the  Dutch  and  Chinese 
languages.  Dear  friend,  think  of  my  absence  with  regret,  as  I 
sincerely  regret  yours  ;  even  while  I  write,  1  lament  our  sepa- 
ration.    Farewell. 


LETTER  III. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGT,  TO  THE  CARE  OF  FIPSIHI,  RESIDENT 
IN  MOSCOW,  TO  BE  FORWARDED  BT  THE  RUSSIAN  CARAVAN 
TO  FUM  HOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT  OF  THE  CEREMONIAL  ACA- 
DEMY AT  PEKIN  IN  CHINA. 

Think  not,  O  thou  guide  of  my  youth!  that  absence  can 
impair  my  respect,  or  interposing  trackless  deserts  blot  your 
reverend  figure  from  my  memory.  The  farther  I  travel,  I  feel 
the  pain  of  separation  with  stronger  force  ;  those  ties  that 
bind  me  to  ray  native  country'  and  you,  are  still  unbroken. 
By  every  remove,  I  only  drag  a  greater  length  of  chain.  * 

Could  I  find  ought  worth  transmitting  from  so  remote  a 
region  as  this  to  which  I  have  wandered,  I  should  gladly  send 
it ;  but,  instead  of  this,  you  must  be  content  with  a  renewal 
of  my  former  professions,  and  an  imperfect  account  of  a  people 
with  whom  I  am  as  yet  but  superficially  acquainted.  The 
remarks  of  a  man  who  has  been  but  three  days  in  the  countrj-, 
can  only  be  those  obvious  circumstances  which  force  them- 
selves upon  the  imagination.  I  consider  myself  here  as  a 
newly  created  being  introduced  into  a  new  world.  Every  object 
strikes  with  wonder  and  surprise.  The  imagination,  still  unsated, 
seems  the  only  active  principle  of  the  mind.  The  most  trifling 
occurrences  give  pleasure,  till  the  gloss  of  novelty  is  worn 
away.  When  I  have  ceased  to  wonder,  I  may  possibly  grow 
wise ;  I  may  then  call  the  reasoning  principle  to  my  aid,  and 
compare  those  objects  with  each  other,  which  were  before 
examined  without  reflection. 

Behold  me,  then,  in  London,  gazing  at  the  strangers,  and 

•  We  find  a  repetition  of  this  beautiful  and  affecting  image  in  the 
Traveller,  — "  And  drags  at  each  remove  a  lengthening  chain." 
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they  at  me.  It  seems  they  find  somewhat  absurd  in  my  figure  ; 
and  had  I  never  been  from  home,  it  is  possible  1  might  find 
an  infinite  fund  of  ridicule  in  theirs  :  but  by  long  travelling,  I 
am  taught  to  laugh  at  folly  alone,  and  to  find  nothing  truly 
ridiculous  but  villainy  and  vice. 

When  I  had  just  quitted  my  native  country,  and  crossed  the 
Chinese  wall,  1  fancied  every  deviation  from  the  customs  and 
manners  of  China  was  a  departing  from  nature.  I  smiled  at 
the  blue  lips  and  red  foreheads  of  the  Tonguese  ;  *  and  could 
hardly  contain  when  I  saw  the  Daures*  dress  their  heads 
with  horns  :  the  Ostiacs*  powdered  with  red  earth  ;  and 
the  Calmuck  *  beauties  tricked  out  in  all  the  finery  of  sheep- 
skin, appeared  highly  ridiculous.  But  I  soon  perceived  that 
the  ridicule  lay  not  in  them,  but  in  me  ;  that  I  falsely  con- 
demned others  for  absurdity,  because  they  happened  to  differ 
from  a  standard  originally  founded  in  prejudice  or  partiality. 

I  find  no  pleasure,  therefore,  in  taxing  the  English  with 
departing  from  nature  in  their  external  appearance,  which  is 
all  I  yet  know  of  their  character  :  it  is  possible  they  only 
endeavour  to  improve  her  simple  plan,  since  every  extrava- 
gance in  dress  proceeds  from  a  desire  of  becoming  more 
beautiful  than  nature  made  us  ;  and  this  is  so  harmless  a 
vanity,  that  1  not  only  pardon,  but  approve  it.  A  desire  to  be 
more  excellent  than  others  is  what  actually  makes  us  so  ;  and 
as  thousands  find  a  livelihood  in  society  by  such  appetites, 
none  but  the  ignorant  inveigh  against  them. 

You  are  not  insensible,  most  reverend  Fum  Hoam,  what 
numberless  trades,  even  among  the  Chinese,  subsist  by  the 
harmless  pride  of  each  other.  Your  nose-borers,  feet-swathers, 
teeth-stainers,  eyebrow-pluckers,  would  all  want  bread,  should 
their  neighbours  want  vanity.  These  vanities,  however,  employ 
much  fewer  hands  in  China  than  in  England  ;  and  a  fine 
gentleman  or  a  fine  lady  here,  dressed  up  to  the  fashion,  seems 
scarcely  to  have  a  single  limb  that  does  not  suffer  some 
distortions  from  art. 

To  make  a  fine  gentleman,  several  trades  are  required,  but 
chiefly  a  barber.  You  have  undoubtedly  heard  of  the  Jewish 
champion,  whose  strength  lay  in  his  hair.  One  would  think 
the  English  were  for  placing  all  wisdom  there.  To  appear 
wise,  nothing  more  is  requisite  here  than  for  a  man  to  borrow 
hair  from  the  heads  of  all  his  neighbours,  and  clap  it  like  a 

*  Tartar  tribes,  inhabiting  Chinese  Tartary,  and  the  Russian  govern- 
ment of  Tobolsk  and  Irkoutsk. — B. 
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bush  on  his  owti.  The  distributors  of  law  and  physic  stick  on 
such  quantities,  that  it  is  almost  impossible,  even  in  idea,  to 
distinguish  between  the  head  and  the  hair. 

Those  whom  I  have  been  now  describing  affect  the  gravity 
of  the  lion  ;  those  I  am  going  to  describe  more  resemble  the 
pert  vivacity  of  smaller  animals.  The  barber,  who  is  still 
master  of  the  ceremonies,  cuts  their  hair  close  to  the  crown  ; 
and  then,  with  a  composition  of  meal  and  hog's-lard,  plasters 
the  whole  in  such  a  manner  as  to  make  it  impossible  to  dis- 
tinguish whether  the  patient  wears  a  cap  or  a  plaster :  but,  to 
make  the  picture  more  perfectly  striking,  conceive  the  tail  of 
some  beast,  a  grayhound's  tail,  or  a  pig's  tail,  for  instance, 
appended  to  the  back  of  the  head,  and  reaching  down  to  the 
place  where  tails  in  other  animals  are  generally  seen  to  begin  : 
thus  betailed  and  bepowdered,  the  man  of  taste  fancies  he 
improves  in  beauty,  dresses  up  his  hard-featured  face  in  smiles, 
and  attempts  to  look  hideously  tender.  Thus  equipped,  he  is 
qualified  to  make  love,  and  hopes  for  success  more  from  the 
powder  on  the  outside  of  his  head,  than  the  sentiments  within. 

Yet  when  I  consider  what  sort  of  a  creature  the  fine  lady  is 
to  whom  he  is  supposed  to  pay  his  addresses,  it  is  not  strange 
to  find  him  thus  equipped  in  order  to  please.  She  is  herself 
every  whit  as  fond  of  powder,  and  tails,  and  hog's-lard,  as  he. 
To  speak  my  secret  sentiments,  most  reverend  Fum,  the  ladies 
here  are  horribly  ugly  ;  I  can  hardly  endure  the  sight  of  them  ; 
they  no  way  resemble  the  beauties  of  China  :  the  Europeans 
have  a  quite  different  idea  of  beauty  from  us.  When  I  reflect 
on  the  small-footed  perfections  of  an  Eastern  beauty,  how  is  it 
possible  I  should  have  eyes  for  a  woman  whose  feet  are  ten 
inches  long  ?  I  shall  never  forget  the  beauties  of  my  native 
city  of  Nangfou.  How  very  broad  their  faces  !  how  very  short 
their  noses !  how  very  little  their  eyes  I  how  very  thin  their 
lips !  how  very  black  their  teeth  !  the  snow  on  the  tops  of  Loa 
is  not  fairer  than  their  cheeks  ;  and  their  eyebrows  are  small 
as  the  line  by  the  pencil  of  Quamsi.  Here  a  lady  with  such 
perfections  would  be  frightful.  Dutch  and  Chinese  beauties, 
indeed,  have  some  resemblance,  but  English  women  are 
entirely  different :  red  cheeks,  big  eyes,  and  teeth  of  a  most 
odious  whiteness,  are  not  only  seen  here,  but  wished  for;  and 
then  they  have  such  masculine  feet,  as  actually  serve  some  for 
walking ! 

Yet  uncivil  as  Nature  has  been,  they  seem  resolved  to  outdo 
her  in  unkindness :  they  use  white  powder,  blue  powder,  and 
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black  powder,  for  their  hair,  and  a  red  powder  for  the  face  on 
some  particular  occasions. 

They  like  to  have  the  face  of  various  colours,  as  among  the 
Tartars  of  Koreki,  frequently  sticking  on,  with  spittle,  little 
black  patches  on  every  part  of  it,  except  on  the  tip  of  the  nose, 
which  I  have  never  seen  with  a  patch.  You  '11  have  a  better 
idea  of  their  manner  of  placing  these  spots,  when  I  have 
finished  a  map  of  an  English  face  patched  up  to  the  fashion, 
which  shall  shortly  be  sent  to  increase  your  curious  collection 
of  paintings,  medals,  and  monsters. 

But  what  surprises  more  than  all  the  rest  is  what  I  have  just 
now  been  credibly  informed  of  by  one  of  this  country.  "  Most 
ladies  here,"  says  he,  "  have  two  faces  ;  one  face  to  sleep  in, 
and  another  to  shew  in  company.  The  first  is  generally 
reserved  for  the  husband  and  family  at  home  ;  the  other  put 
on  to  please  strangers  abroad  :  the  family  face  is  often  indif- 
ferent enough,  but  the  out-door  one  looks  something  better ; 
this  is  always  made  at  the  toilet,  where  the  looking-glass  and 
toad-eater  sit  in  council,  and  settle  the  complexion  of  the  day." 

I  cannot  ascertain  the  truth  of  this  remark  :  however,  it  is 
actually  certain,  that  they  wear  more  clothes  within  doors  than 
without ;  and  I  have  ^een  a  lady,  who  seemed  to  shudder  at  a 
breeze  in  her  own  apartment,  appear  half  naked  in  the  streets. 
Farewell. 


LETTER  IV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  English  seem  as  silent  as  the  Japanese,  yet  vainer  than 
the  inhabitants  of  Siam.  Upon  my  arrival,  I  attributed  that 
reserve  to  modesty,  which,  I  now  find,  has  its  origin  in  pride. 
Condescend  to  address  them  first,  and  you  are  sure  of  their 
acquaintance  ;  stoop  to  flattery,  and  you  conciliate  their 
friendship  and  esteem."  They  bear  hunger,  cold,  fatigue, 
and  all  the  miseries  of  life,  without  shrinking;  danger  only 
calls  forth  their  fortitude  ;  they  even  exult  in  calamity  ;  but 
contempt  is  what  they  cannot  bear.  An  Englishman  fears 
contempt  more  than  death ;  he  often  flies  to  death  as  a  refuge 
from  its  pressure  ;  and  dies  when  he  fancies  the  world  has 
ceased  to  esteem  him. 

Pride  seems  the  source  not  onlj'^  of  their  national  vices,  but 
of  their  national  virtues  also.  An  Englishman  is  taught  to 
love  his  king  as  Lis  friend,  but  to  acknowledge   no   other 
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master  than  the  laws  which  himself  has  contributed  to  enact. 
He  despises  those  nations  who,  that  one  may  be  free,  are  all 
content  to  be  slaves ;  who  first  lift  a  tyrant  into  terror,  and 
then  shrink  under  his  power  as  if  delegated  from  Heaven. 
Liberty  is  echoed  in  all  their  assembhes ;  and  thousands 
might  be  found  ready  to  offer  up  their  lives  for  the  sound, 
though  perhaps  not  one  of  all  the  number  understands  its 
meaning.  The  lowest  mechanic,  however,  looks  upon  it  as  his 
duty  to  be  a  watchful  guardian  of  his  country's  freedom,  and 
often  uses  a  language  that  might  seem  haughty,  even  in  the 
mouth  of  the  great  emperor,  who  traces  his  ancestry  to  the 
moon. 

A  few  days  ago,  passing  by  one  of  their  prisons,  I  could  not 
avoid  stopping,  in  order  to  listen  to  a  dialogue  which  I  thought 
might  afford  me  some  entertainment.  The  conversation  was 
carried  on  between  a  debtor  through  the  grate  of  his  prison, 
a  porter,  who  had  stopped  to  rest  his  burden,  and  a  soldier  at 
the  window.  The  subject  was  upon  a  threatened  invasion 
from  France,  and  each  seemed  extremely  anxious  to  rescue 
his  country  from  the  impending  danger.  "  For  my  part,"  cries 
the  prisoner,  "  the  greatest  of  my  apprehensions  is  for  our 
freedom  ;  if  the  French  shoula  conquer,  what  would  become  of 
English  liberty  ?  My  dear  friends,  liberty  is  the  Englishman's 
prerogative  ;  we  must  preserve  that  at  the  expense  of  our  lives  ; 
of  that  the  French  shall  never  deprive  us.  It  is  not  to  be  expected 
that  men  who  are  slaves  themselves  would  preserve  our  freedom 
should  they  happen  to  conquer."  — "  Ay,  slaves,"  cries  the 
porter,  "  they  are  all  slaves,  fit  only  to  carry  burdens,  every 
one  of  them.  Before  I  would  stoop  to  slavery,  may  this  be 
my  poison,  (and  he  held  the  goblet  in  his  hand,)  may  this  be 
my  poison  —  but  I  would  sooner  list  for  a  soldier." 

The  soldier,  taking  the  goblet  from  his  friend,  with  much 
awe,  fervently  cried  out,  "  It  is  not  so  much  our  liberties,  as  our 
religion,  that  would  suffer  by  such  a  change  :  ay,  our  religion,  my 
lads.  May  the  devil  sink  me  into  flames,  (such  was  the  solem- 
nity of  his  adjuration,)  if  the  French  should  come  over,  but  our 
religion  would  be  utterly  undone  I "  *  —  So  saying,  instead  of  a 

•  This  ludicrous  dialogue  also  occurs  in  Byrom's  Tom  the  Porter.  We 
quote  the  following  lines  :  — 

The  Soldier,  touch'd  a  little  with  surprise 
Tu  see  his  friend's  indifftTene£.  replies, 
•*  Wliat  Viiu  sa^-,  Tom,  1  own  is  verj-  good  ; 
But  —  our  rfOiglOD  !  "  (and  he  d  —  d  Ilis  blood,) 
*•  What  will  become  of  our  religion  ?" — "  True,*' 
Says  the  jail  bird,  "  and  our  freedom  too  ? 
ir  the  Pretender,"  rapt  he  out,  "  comes  on. 
Our  liberties  and  properties  are  gone  '.  " B. 
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libation,  he  applied  the  goblet  to  his  lips,  and  confirmed  his 
sentiments  with  a  ceremony  of  the  most  persevering  devotion. 

In  short,  every  man  here  pretends  to  be  a  pohtician ;  even 
the  fair  sex  are  sometimes  found  to  mix  the  severity  of  national 
altercation  with  the  blandishments  of  love,  and  often  become 
conquerors,  by  more  weapons  of  destruction  than  their  eyes. 

This  universal  passion  for  politics  is  gratified  by  daily 
gazettes,  as  with  us  in  China.  But  as  in  ours  the  emperor 
endeavours  to  instruct  his  people,  in  theirs  the  people 
endeavour  to  instruct  the  administration.  You  must  not, 
however,  imagine,  that  they  who  compile  these  papers  have 
any  actual  knowledge  of  the  politics,  or  the  government,  of  a 
state  ;  they  only  collect  their  materials  from  the  oracle  of  some 
coffeehouse,  which  oracle  has  himself  gathered  them  the 
night  before  from  a  beau  at  a  gaming-table,  who  has  pillaged 
his  knowledge  from  a  great  man's  porter,  who  has  had  his 
information  from  the  great  man's  gentleman,  who  has  invented 
the  whole  story  for  his  own  amusement  the  night  preceding. 

The  English,  in  general,  seem  fonder  of  gaining  the  esteem 
than  the  love  of  those  they  converse  with.  This  gives  a 
formality  to  their  amusements  :  their  gayest  conversations 
have  something  too  wise  for  innocent  relaxation  :  though  in 
company  you  are  seldom  disgusted  with  the  absurdity  of  a 
fool,  you  are  seldom  lifted  into  rapture  by  those  strokes  of 
vivacity,  which  give  instant,  though  not  permanent,  pleasure. 

What  they  want,  however,  in  gaiety,  they  make  up  in  polite- 
ness. You  smile  at  hearing  me  praise  the  English  for  their 
politeness  ;  you  who  have  heard  very  different  accounts  from 
the  missionaries  at  Pekin,  who  have  seen  such  a  different 
behaviour  in  their  merchants  and  seamen  at  home.  But  I 
must  still  repeat  it,  the  English  seem  more  polite  than  any  of 
their  neighbours  :  their  great  art  in  this  respect  lies  in  endea- 
vouring, while  they  oblige,  to  lessen  the  force  of  the  favour. 
Other  countries  are  fond  of  obliging  a  stranger  ;  but  seem 
desirous  that  he  should  be  sensible  of  the  obligation.  The 
English  confer  their  kindness  with  an  appearance  of  indiffer- 
ence, and  gire  away  benefits  with  an  air  as  if  they  despised 
them. 

Walking,  a  few  days  ago,  between  an  English  and  a  French- 
man, in  the  suburbs  of  the  city,  we  were  overtaken  by  a 
heavy  shower  of  rain.  I  was  unprepared  ;  but  they  had  each 
large  coats,  which  defended  them  from  what  seemed  to  me  a 
perfect  inundation.  The  Englishman,  seeing  me  shrink  from 
the  weather,  accosted  me  thus  :  "  Psha,  man,  what  dost  shrink 
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at  ?  here,  take  this  coat ;  I  don't  want  it ;  I  find  it  no  way  useful 
to  me ;  I  had  as  lief  be  without  it."  The  Frenchman  began 
to  shew  his  politeness  in  turn.  "  My  dear  friend,"  cries  he, 
"  why  wont  you  oblige  me  by  making  use  of  my  coat  ?  you 
see  how  well'it  defends  me  from  the  rain  ;  I  should  not  choose 
to  part  with  it  to  others,  but  to  such  a  friend  as  you  I  could 
even  part  with  my  skin  to  do  him  service." 

From  such  minute  instances  as  these,  most  reverend  Fum 
Hoam,  I  am  sensible  your  sagacity  will  collect  instruction. 
The  volume  of  nature  is  the  book  of  knowledge ;  and  he 
becomes  most  wise,  who  makes  the  most  judicious  selection. 
Farewell. 


LETTER  V. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  HAVE  already  informed  you  of  the  singular  passion  of  this 
nation  for  politics.  An  Englishman,  not  satisfied  with  finding, 
by  his  own  prosperity,  the  contending  powers  of  Europe  pro- 
perly balanced,  desires  also  to  know  the  precise  value  of  every 
weight  in  either  scale.  To  gratify  this  curiosity,  a  leaf  of 
political  instruction  is  served  up  every  morning  with  tea : 
when  our  politician  has  feasted  upon  this,  he  repairs  to  a 
coffeehouse,  in  order  to  ruminate  upon  what  he  has  read,  and 
increase  his  collection  ;  from  thence  he  proceeds  to  the  ordinary, 
inquires  what  news,  and,  treasuring  up  every  acquisition  there, 
hunts  about  all  the  evening  in  quest  of  more,  and  carehilly 
adds  it  to  the  rest.  Thus  at  night  he  retires  home,  full  of  the 
important  advices  of  the  day  :  when  lo !  awaking  next  morning, 
he  finds  the  instructions  of  j'esterday  a  collection  of  absurdity 
or  palpable  falsehood.  This  one  would  think  a  mortifying 
repulse  in  the  pursuit  of  wisdom ;  yet  our  politician,  no  way 
discouraged,  hunts  on,  in  order  to  collect  fresh  materials,  and 
in  order  to  be  again  disappointed. 

I  have  often  admired  the  commercial  spirit  which  prevails 
over  Europe  ;  have  been  surprised  to  see  them  carry  on  a 
traffic  M'ith  productions  that  an  Asiatic  stranger  would  deem 
entirely  useless.  It  is  a  proverb  in  China  that  a  European 
suffers  not  even  his  spittle  to  be  lost ;  the  maxim,  however,  is 
not  sufficiently  strong,  since  they  sell  even  their  lies  to  great 
advantage.  Every  nation  drives  a  considerable  trade  in  this 
commodity  with  their  neighbours. 

An  English  dealer  in  tliis  \\ay,  for  instance,  has  only  to 
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ascend  to  his  workhouse,  and  manufacture  a  turbulent  speech, 
averred  to  be  spoken  in  the  senate ;  or  a  report  supposed  to 
be  dropt  at  court ;  a  piece  of  scandal  that  strikes  at  a  popular 
mandarine;  or  a  secret  treaty  between  two  neighbouring  powers. 
When  finished,  these  goods  are  baled  up,  and  consigned  to  a 
factor  abroad,  who  sends  in  return  two  battles,  three  sieges, 

and  a  shrewd  letter  filled  v.iih  dashes blanks  and 

stars  *  *  *  of  great  importance. 

Thus  you  perceive,  that  a  single  gazette  is  the  joint 
manufacture  of  Europe ;  and  he  who  would  peruse  it  with  a 
philosophical  eye,  might  perceive  in  every  paragraph  some- 
thing characteristic  of  the  nation  to  which  it  belongs.  A  map 
does  not  exhibit  a  more  distinct  view  of  the  boundaries  and 
situation  of  every  country,  than  its  news  does  a  picture  of  the 
genius  and  the  morals  of  its  inhabitants.  The  superstition  and 
erroneous  delicacy  of  Italy,  the  formality  of  Spain,  the  cruelty 
of  Portugal,  the  fears  of  Austria,  the  confidence  of  Prussia, 
the  levity  of  France,  the  avarice  of  Holland,  the  pride  of  Eng- 
land, the  absurdity  of  Ireland,  and  the  national  partiality  of 
Scotland,  are  all  conspicuous  in  every  page. 

But,  perhaps,  you  may  find  more  satisfaction  in  a  real 
newspaper,  than  in  my  description  of  one;  I  therefore  send  a 
specimen,  which  may  serve  to  exhibit  the  manner  of  their 
being-  written,  and  distinguish  the  characters  of  the  various 
nations  which  are  united  in  its  composition. 

Naples. —  We  have  lately  dug  up  here  a  curious  Etruscan 
monument,  broke  in  two  in  the  raising.  The  characters  are 
scarce  visible  ;  but  Lugosi,  the  learned  antiquary,  supposes  it 
to  have  been  erected  in  honour  of  Picus,  a  Latin  king,  as  one 
of  the  lines  may  be  plainly  distinguished  to  begin  with  a  P. 
It  is  hoped  this  discovery  will  produce  something  valuable,  as 
the  literati  of  our  twelve  academies  are  deeply  engaged  in  the 
disquisition. 

Pis  A. — Since  Father  Fudgi,  prior  of  St  Gilbert's,  has  gone 
to  reside  at  Rome,  no  miracles  have  been  performed  at  the 
shrine  of  St  Gilbert :  the  devout  begin  to  grow  uneasy,  and 
some  begin  actually  to  fear  that  St  Gilbert  has  forsaken  them 
with  the  reverend  father. 

Lucca.  —  The  administrators  of  our  serene  republic  have 
frequent  conferences  upon  the  part  they  shall  take  in  the 
present  commotions  of  Europe.  Some  are  for  sending  a 
body  of  their  troops,  consisting  of  one  company  of  foot  and 
six  horsemen,  tt)  make  a  diversion  in  favour  of  the  empress- 
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queen;*  others  are  as  strenuous  assertors  of  the  Prussian 
interest :  what  turn  these  debates  may  take,  time  only  can 
discover.  However,  certain  it  is,  we  shall  be  able  to  bring 
into  the  field,  at  the  opening  of  the  next  campaign,  seventy- 
five  armed  men,  a  commander-in-chief,  and  two  drummers 
of  great  experience. 

Spain.  —  Yesterday  the  new  king  shewed  himself  to  his 
subjects,  and,  after  having  stayed  half  an  hour  in  his  balcony, 
retired  to  the  royal  apartment.  The  night  concluded,  on  this 
extraordinary  occasion,  with  illuminations  and  other  demon- 
strations  of  joy. 

The  queen  is  more  beautiful  than  the  rising  sun,  and  reckoned 
one  of  the  first  wits  in  Europe.  She  had  a  glorious  opportunity 
of  displaying  the  readiness  of  her  invention  and  her  skill  in 
repartee,  lately  at  court.  The  Duke  of  Lerma  coming  up  to 
her  \\ith  a  low  bow  and  a  smile,  and  presenting  a  nosegay  set 
with  diamonds,  "  Madam,"  cries  he,  "  I  am  your  most  obedient 
humble  servant."  "  O  sir,  replies  the  queen,  without  any 
prompter,  or  the  least  hesitation,  I'm  very  proud  of  the  very 
great  honour  you  do  me."  Upon  which  she  made  a  low  curtsy 
and  all  the  courtiers  fell  a-laughing  at  the  readiness  and  the 
smartness  of  her  reply. 

Lisbon.  —  Yesterday  we  had  an  auto  dafe,  at  which  were 
burned  three  young  women,  accused  of  heresy,  one  of  them  of 
exquisite  beauty ;  two  Jews,  and  an  old  woman,  convicted  of 
being  a  witch  :  one  of  the  friars  who  attended  this  last,  reports, 
that  he  saw  the  devil  fly  out  of  her  at  the  stake  in  the  shape 
of  a  flame  of  fire.  The  populace  behaved  on  this  occasion 
with  great  good-humour,  joy,  and  sincere  devotion. 

Our  merciful  sovereign  has  been  for  some  time  past  recovered 
of  his  fright :  though  so  atrocious  an  attempt  deserved  to  exter- 
minate half  the  nation,  yet  he  has  been  graciously  pleased  to 
spare  the  lives  of  his  subjects,  and  not  above  five  hundred  have 
been  broke  upon  the  wheel,  or  otherwise  executed,  upon  this 
horrid  occasion. 

Vienna.  —  We  have  received  certain  advices  that  a  party  of 
twenty  thousand  Austrians,  having  attacked  a  much  superior 
body  of  Prussians,  put  them  all  to  flight,  and  took  the  rest 
prisoners  of  war. 

Berlin.  —  We  have  received  certain  advices  that  a  party  of 

*  Maria-Theresa,  Queen  of  Hungary.  She  married  Francis  of  Lor- 
raine, Grand  Duke  of  Tuscanv,  who  was  elected  Emperor  of  Germany 
iul74^.— B. 
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twenty  thousand  Prussians,  having  attacked  a  much  superior 
body  of  Austrian*,  put  them  to  flight,  and  took  a  great  number 
of  prisoners,  with  their  military  chest,  cannon,  and  baggage. 

Though  we  have  not  succeeded  this  campaign  to  our  wishes, 
yet,  when  we  think  of  him  who  commands  us,  we  rest  in 
security :  while  we  sleep,  our  king  is  watchful  for  our  safety. 

Paris.  —  We  shall  soon  strike  a  signal  blow.  We  have 
seventeen  flat-bottomed  boats  at  Havre.  The  people  are  in 
excellent  spirits,  and  our  ministers  make  no  diflaculty  in  raising 
the  supplies. 

We  are  all  undone ;  the  people  are  discontented  to  the  last 
degree ;  the  ministers  are  obliged  to  have  recourse  to  the  most 
rigorous  methods  to  raise  the  expenses  of  the  war. 

Our  distresses  are  great;  but  Madame  Pompadour  continues 
to  supply  our  king,  w  ho  is  now  growing  old,  with  a  fresh  lady 
every  night.  His  health,  thank  Heaven,  is  still  pretty  well"; 
nor  is  he  in  the  least  unfit,  as  was  reported,  for  any  kind  of 
royal  exercitation.  He  was  so  frightened  at  the  affair  of 
Damien,*  that  his  physicians  were  apprehensive  lest  his  reason 
should  suffer ;  but  that  wretch's  tortures  soon  composed  the 
kingly  terrors  of  his  breast. 

England. —  Wanted  an  usher  to  an  academy.  —  N.  B. — 
He  must  be  able  to  read,  dress  hair,  and  must  have  had  the 
small-pox. 

Dublin.  —  We  hear  that  there  is  a  benevolent  subscription 
on  foot  among  the  nobility  and  gentry  of  this  kingdom,  who 
are  great  patrons  of  merit,  in  order  to  assist  Black  and  All 
Black,  in  his  contest  with  the  Padderen  mare. 

We  hear  from  Germany  that  Prince  Ferdinand  has  gained  a 
complete  victory,  and  taken  twelve  kettle-drums,  five  standards, 
and  four  wagons  of  ammunition,  prisoners  of  war. 

Edinburgh.  —  We  are  positive  when  we  say  that  Saunders 
M'Gregor,  who  was  lately  executed  for  horse-stealing,  is  not  a 
Scotsman,  but  born  in  Carrickfergus. —  Farewell. 

*  See  note  to  the  Traveller,  Vol.  I.  p.  93.—  B. 
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LETTER  VI. 

FUM  HOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT  OF  THE  CERESIONIAL  ACADEMIT 
AT  PEKIN,  TO  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  THE  DISCONTENTED 
WANDERER  ;  BY  THE  WAY  OF  MOSCOW. 

Whether  sporting  on  the  flowery  banks  of  the  river  Irtis, 
or  scaling  the  steepy  mountains  of  Douchenour ;  whether 
traversing  the  black  deserts  of  Kobi,  or  giving  lessons  of 
politeness  to  the  savage  inhabitants  of  Europe ;  in  whatever 
country,  whatever  climate,  and  whatever  circumstances,  all  hail ! 
May  Tien,  the  Universal  Soul,  take  you  under  his  protection, 
and  inspire  you  with  a  superior  portion  of  himself ! 

How  long,  ray  friend,  shall  an  enthusiasm  for  knowledge 
continue  to  obstruct  your  happiness,  and  tear  you  from  all  the 
connections  that  make  life  pleasing?  How  long  will  you 
continue  to  rove  from  climate  to  climate,  circled  by  thousands, 
and  yet  without  a  friend,  feeling  all  the  inconveniences  of  a 
crowd,  and  all  the  anxiety  of  being  alone  ? 

I  know  you  reply,  that  the  refined  pleasure  of  growing  every 
day  wiser,  is  a  sufficient  recompense  for  every  inconvenience. 
I  know  you  will  talk  of  the  vulgar  satisfaction  of  soliciting 
happiness  from  sensual  enjoyment  onl}'  ;  and  probably  enlarge 
upon  the  exquisite  raptures  of  sentimental  bliss.  Yet,  believe 
me,  friend,  you  are  deceived  ;  all  our  pleasures,  though  seem- 
ingly never  so  remote  from  sense,  derive  their  origin  from 
some  one  of  the  senses.  The  most  exquisite  demonstration 
in  mathematics,  or  the  most  pleasing  disquisition  in  meta- 
physics, if  it  does  not  ultimately  tend  to  increase  some  sensual 
satisfaction,  is  delightful  only  to  fools,  or  to  men  who  have  by 
long  habit  contracted  a  false  idea  of  pleasure  ;  and  he  who 
separates  sensual  and  sentimental  enjoyments,  seeking  happi- 
ness from  mind  alone,  is  in  fact  as  wretched  as  the  naked 
inhabitant  of  the  forest,  who  places  all  happiness  in  the  first, 
regardless  of  the  latter.  There  are  two  extremes  in  this 
respect :  the  savage,  who  swallows  down  the  draught  of 
pleasure  without  staying  to  reflect  on  his  happiness  ;  and  the 
sage,  who  passeth  the  cup  while  he  reflects  on  the  conveniences 
of  drinking. 

It  is  with  a  heart  full  of  sorrow,  my  dear  Altangi,  that  I 
must  inform  you,  that  what  the  world  calls  happiness  must 
now  be  yours  no  longer.  Our  great  emperor's  displeasure  at 
your  leaving  China,  contrary  to  the  rules  of  our  government 
and  the  immemorial  custom  of  the  empire,  has  produced  the 
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most  terrible  effects.  Your  •wife,  daughter,  and  the  rest  of 
your  family,  have  been  seized  by  his  order,  and  appropriated 
to  his  use ;  all,  except  your  son,  are  now  the  peculiar  property 
of  him  who  possesses  all  :  him  I  have  hidden  from  the  officers 
employed  for  this  purpose  ;  and  even  at  the  hazard  of  my  life 
I  have  concealed  him.  The  youth  seems  obstinately  bent  on 
finding  you  out,  wherever  you  are  ;  he  is  determined  to  face 
every  danger  that  opposes  his  pursuit.  Though  yet  but  fifteen, 
all  his  father's  virtues  and  obstinacy  sparkle  in  his  eyes,  and 
mark  him  as  one  destined  to  no  mediocritj'  of  fortune. 

You  see,  my  dearest  friend,  what  imprudence  has  brought 
thee  to  :  from  opulence,  a  tender  family,  surrounding  friends, 
and  your  master's  esteem,  it  has  reduced  thee  to  want,  perse- 
cution, and,  still  worse,  to  our  mighty  monarch's  displeasure. 
Want  of  prudence  is  too  frequently  the  want  of  virtue  ;  nor  is 
there  on  earth  a  more  powerful  advocate  for  vice  than  poverty. 
As  I  shall  endeavour  to  guard  thee  from  the  one,  so  guard 
thyself  from  the  other ;  and  still  think  of  me  with  affection 
and  esteem.  —  Farewell. 

LETTER  VII. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI  TO  FUM  HOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT  OF 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN,  IN  CHINA. 

The  Editor  thinks  proper  to  acquaint  the  reader,  that  the  greatest 
part  of  the  following  letter  seems  to  him  to  be  little  more  than 
a  rhapsody  of  sentences  borrowed  from  Confucius,  the  Chinese 
philosopher. 

A  WIFE,  a  daughter,  carried  into  captivity  to  expiate  my 
offence  —  a  son,  scarce  yet  arrived  at  maturity,  resolving  to 
encounter  every  danger  in  the  pious  pursuit  of  one  who  has 
undone  him, — these  indeed  are  circumstances  of  distress: 
though  my  tears  were  more  precious  than  the  gem  of  Golconda, 
yet  would  they  fall  upon  such  an  occasion. 

But  I  submit  to  the  stroke  of  Heaven  :  I  hold  the  volume 
of  Confucius  in  my  hand,  and,  as  I  read,  grow  humble,  and 
patient,  and  wise.  We  should  feel  sorrow,  says  he,  but  not 
sink  under  its  oppression.  The  heart  of  a  wise  man  should 
resemble  a  mirror,  which  reflects  every  object  without  being 
sullied  by  any.  The  wheel  of  fortune  turns  incessantly  round  ; 
and  who  can  say  within  himself,  I  shall  to-day  be  uppermost  ? 
We  should  hold  the  immutable  mean  that  lies  between  insen- 
sibility and  anguish  ;  our  attempts  should  not  be  to  extinguish 


22  CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD 

nature,  but  to  repress  it  ;  not  to  stand  unmoved  at  distress, 
but  endeavour  to  turn  every  disaster  to  our  own  advantage. 
Our  greatest  glory  is,  not  in  never  falling,  but  in  rising  every 
time  we  fall. 

I  fancy  myself  at  present,  O  thou  reverend  disciple  of  Tao, 
more  than  a  match  for  all  that  can  happen.  The  chief 
business  of  my  life  has  been  to  procure  wisdom,  and  the  chief 
object  of  that  wisdom  was  to  be  happy.  My  attendance  on 
your  lectures,  my  conferences  with  the  missionaries  of  Europe, 
and  all  my  subsequent  adventures  upon  quitting  China,  were 
calculated  to  increase  the  sphere  of  my  happiness,  not  my 
curiosity.  Let  European  travellers  cross  seas  and  deserts 
merely  to  measure  the  height  of  a  mountain,  to  describe  the 
cataract  of  a  river,  or  tell  the  commodities  which  every  country 
may  produce  :  merchants  or  geographers,  perhaps,  may  find 
profit  by  such  discoveries ;  but  what  advantage  can  accrue  to 
a  philosopher  from  such  accounts,  who  is  desirous  of  under- 
standing the  human  heart,  who  seeks  to  know  the  men  of  every 
country,  who  desires  to  discover  those  differences  which  result 
from  climate,  religion,  education,  prejudice,  and  partiality. 

I  should  think  my  time  very  ill  bestowed,  were  the  only 
fruits  of  my  adventures  to  consist  in  being  able  to  tell,  that  a 
tradesman  of  London  lives  in  a  house  three  times  as  high  as 
that  of  our  great  Emperor  ;  that  the  ladies  wear  longer  clothes 
than  the  men  ;  that  the  priests  are  dressed  in  colours  which 
we  are  taught  to  detest ;  and  that  their  soldiers  wear  scarlet, 
which  is  with  us  the  symbol  of  peace  and  innocence.  How 
many  travellers  are  there  who  confine  their  relations  to  such 
minute  and  useless  particulars !  For  one  who  enters  into  the 
genius  of  those  nations  with  whom  he  has  conversed, — who 
discloses  their  morals,  their  opinions,  the  ideas  which  they 
entertain  of  religious  worship,  the  intrigues  of  their  ministers, 
and  their  skill  in  sciences, — there  are  twenty  who  only  mention 
some  idle  particulars,  which  can  be  of  no  real  use  to  a  true 
philosopher.  All  their  remarks  tend  neither  to  make  them- 
selves nor  others  more  happy  ;  they  no  way  contribute  to 
control  their  passions,  to  bear  adversity,  to  inspire  true  virtue, 
or  raise  a  detestation  of  vice. 

Men  may  be  very  learned,  and  yet  very  miserable ;  it  is 
easy  to  be  a  deep  geometrician,  or  a  sublime  astronomer,  but 
Ycry  diflScult  to  be  a  good  man.  I  esteem,  therefore,  the 
traveller  who  instructs  the  heart,  but  despise  him  who  only 
indulges  the  imagination.  A  man  who  leaves  home  to  mend 
himself  and  others,  is  a  philosopher  ;  but  he  who  goes  from 
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country  to  country,  guided  by  the  blind  impulse  of  curiosity, 
is  only  a  vagabond.  From  Zerdusht*  down  to  him  of 
Tyanea,  f  I  honour  all  those  great  names  who  endeavour  to 
unite  the  world  by  their  travels  :  such  men  grew  wiser  as  well 
as  better,  the  farther  they  departed  from  home,  and  seemed 
like  rivers,  whose  streams  are  not  only  increased,  but  refined, 
as  they  travel  from  their  source. 

For  my  own  part,  my  greatest  glory  is,  that  travelling  has 
not  more  steeled  my  constitution  against  all  the  vicissitudes  of 
climate,  and  all  the  depressions  of  fatigue,  than  it  has  my 
mind  against  the  accidents  of  fortune,  or  the  accesses  of 
despair.     Farewell. 


LETTER  VIII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

How  insupportable,  O  thou  possessor  of  heavenly  wisdom, 
would  be  this  separation,  this  immeasurable  distance  from  my 
friend,  were  I  not  able  thus  to  delineate  my  heart  upon  paper, 
and  to  send  thee  daily  a  map  of  my  mind ! 

I  am  every  day  better  reconciled  to  the  people  among 
whom  I  reside,  and  begin  to  fancy,  that  in  time  I  shall  find 
them  more  opulent,  more  charitable,  and  more  hospitable,  than 
I  at  first  imagined.  I  begin  to  learn  somewhat  of  their  manners 
and  customs,  and  to  see  reasons  for  several  deviations  which 
they  make  from  us,  from  whom  all  other  nations  derive  their 
politeness,  as  well  as  their  original. 

In  spite  of  taste,  in  spite  of  prejudice,  I  now  begin  to  think 
their  women  tolerable.  I  can  now  look  on  a  languishing  blue 
eye  without  disgust,  and  pardon  a  set  of  teeth,  even  though 
whiter  than  ivory.  I  now  begin  to  fancy  there  is  no  universal 
standard  for  beauty.  The  truth  is,  the  manners  of  the  ladies 
in  this  city  are  so  very  open,  and  so  vastly  engaging,  that  I 
am  inclined  to  pass  over  the  more  glaring  defects  of  their 

Eersons,  since   compensated  by  the   more  solid,   yet  latent 
eauties  of  the  mind.     What  though  they  want  black  teeth, 

•  Zerdusht,  the  same  with  Zoroaster,  an  ancient  Persian  philosopher, 
the  supposed  author  of  the  Zendavesta,  and  founder  of  the  religion  of 
the  Magi —  B. 

f  Apollonius  of  Tyanea,  or  rather  Tyana,  a  Pythagorean  philosopher 
who  pretended  to  skill  in  magic.  He  travelled  into  the  East,  and  obtained 
some  reputation  by  his  pretended  miracles,  which  Hierocles  compare* 
with  the  miracles  of  our  Saviour.  He  was  contemporary  with  the 
Emperor  Domitian B. 
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or  are  deprived  of  the  allurements  of  feet  no  bigger  than  their 
thumbs,  yet  still  they  have  souls,  my  friend  ;  such  souls  —  so 
free,  so  pressing,  so  hospitable,  and  so  engaging!  I  have 
received  more  invitations  in  the  streets  of  London  from  the 
sex  in  one  night,  than  I  have  met  with  at  Pekin  in  twelve 
revolutions  of  the  moon. 

Every  evening,  as  I  return  home  from  my  usual  solitary 
excursions,  I  am  met  by  several  of  thoie  well-disposed 
daughters  of  hospitality,  at  different  times,  and  in  different 
streets,  richly  dressed,  and  with  minds  not  less  noble  than 
their  appearance.  You  know  that  nature  has  indulged  me 
with  a  person  bj^  no  means  agreeable  ;  yet  are  they  too 
generous  to  object  to  my  homely  appearance  ;  they  feel  no 
repugnance  at  my  broad  face  and  flat  nose  ;  they  perceive  me 
to  be  a  stranger,  and  that  alone  is  a  sufficient  recommendation. 
They  even  seem  to  think  it  their  duty  to  do  the  honours  of 
the  country  by  every  act  of  complaisance  in  their  power.  One 
takes  me  under  the  arm,  and  in  a  manner  forces  me  along  ; 
another  catches  me  round  the  neck,  and  desires  to  partake 
in  this  office  of  hospitality'  ;  while  a  third,  kinder  still,  invites 
me  to  refresh  my  spirits  with  wine.  Wine  is,  in  England, 
reserved  only  for  the  rich ;  yet  here  even  wine  is  given  away 
to  the  stranger  I 

A  few  nights  ago,  one  of  these  generous  creatures,  dressed 
all  in  white,  and  flaunting  like  a  meteor  by  my  side,  forcibly 
attended  me  home  to  m^^  own  apartment.  She  seemed 
charmed  with  the  elegance  of  the  furniture,  and  the  con- 
venience of  my  situation  ;  and  well  indeed  she  might,  for  I 
have  hired  an  apartment  for  not  less  than  two  shillings  of 
their  money  every  week.  But  her  civility  did  not  rest  here ; 
for,  at  parting,  being  desirous  to  know  the  hour,  and  }>erceiving 
my  watch  out  of  order,  she  kindly  took  it  to  be  repaired  by  a 
relation  of  her  own,  which,  you  may  imagine,  will  save  some 
expense  ;  and  she  assures  me,  that  it  will  cost  her  nothing. 
I  shall  have  it  back  in  a  few  days,  when  mended,  and  am 
preparing  a  proper  speech,  expressive  of  my  gratitude  on  the 
occasion  :  "  Celestial  excellence  !  "  I  intend  to  say,  "  happy  I 
am  in  having  found  out,  after  many  painful  adventures,  a  land 
of  innocence,  and  a  people  of  humanity  :  I  may  rove  into 
other  climes,  and  converse  with  nations  yet  unknown,  but 
where  shall  I  meet  a  soul  of  such  purity  as  that  which  resides 
in  thy  breast !  Sure  thou  hast  been  nurtured  by  the  bill  of 
the  Shin  Shin,  or  sucked  the  breasts  of  the  provident  Gin 
Hiung.     The  melody  of  thy  voice  could  rob  the  Chong  Fou 
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of  her  whelps,  or  inveigle  the  Boh  that  lives  in  the  midst  of 
the  waters.  Thy  servant  shall  ever  retain  a  sense  of  thy 
favours  ;  and  one  day  boast  of  thy  virtue,  sincerity,  and 
truth,  among  the  daughters  of  China."     Adieu. 


LETTER  IX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  HAVE  been  deceived !  She  whom  I  fancied  a  daughter 
of  paradise,  has  proved  to  be  one  of  the  infamous  disciples  of 
Han  !  I  have  lost  a  trifle  ;  I  have  gained  the  consolation  of 
having  discovered  a  deceiver.  I  once  more,  therefore,  relax 
into  my  former  indifference  with  regard  to  the  English  ladies  ; 
they  once  more  begin  to  appear  disagreeable  in  my  eyes. 
Thus  is  my  whole  time  passed  in  forming  conclusions  which 
the  next  minute's  experience  may  probably  destroy  ;  the 
present  moment  becomes  a  comment  on  the  past,  and  I 
improve  rather  in  humility  than  wisdom. 

Their  laws  and  religion  forbid  the  English  to  keep  more 
than  one  woman  ;  I  therefore  concluded,  that  prostitutes  were 
banished  from  society.  I  was  deceived  ;  every  man  here 
keeps  as  many  wives  as  he  can  maintain  :  the  laws  are  cemented 
with  blood,  praised  and  disregarded.  The  verv'  Chinese,  whose 
religion  allows  him  two  wives,  takes  not  half  the  liberties  of 
the  English  in  this  particular.  Their  laws  may  be  compared 
to  the  books  of  the  Sibyls,  —  they  are  held  in  great  veneration, 
but  seldom  read,  or  seldomer  understood  ;  even  those  who 
pretend  to  be  their  guardians,  dispute  about  the  meaning  of 
many  of  them,  and  confess  their  ignorance  of  others.  The 
law,  therefore,  which  commands  them  to  have  but  one  wife,  is 
strictly  observed  only  by  those  for  whom  one  is  more  than 
sufficient,  or  by  such  as  have  not  money  to  buy  two.  As  for 
the  rest,  they  violate  it  publicly,  and  some  glory  in  its  viola- 
tion. They  seem  to  think,  like  the  Persians,  that  they  give 
evident  marks  of  manhood  by  increasing  their  seraglio.  A 
mandarine,  therefore,  here  generally  keeps  four  wives,  a 
gentleman  three,  and  a  stage-player  two.  As  for  magistrates, 
the  country  justices  and  squires,  they  are  employed  first  in 
debauching  young  virgins,  and  then  punishing  the  trans- 
gression. 

From  such  a  picture  you  will  be  apt  to  conclude,  that  he 
who  employs  four  ladies  for  his  amusement,  has  four  times  as 
much  constitution  to  spare  as  he  who  is  contented  with  one  ; 
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that  a  mandarine  is  much  cleverer  than  a  gentleman,  and  a 
gentleman  than  a  player  ;  and  j'et  it  is  quite  the  reverse  :  a 
mandarine  is  frequently  supported  on  spindle  shanks,  appears 
emaciated  by  luxury,  and  is  obliged  to  have. recourse  to  variety, 
merely  from  the  weakness,  not  the  vigour,  of  his  constitution, 
the  number  of  his  wives  being  the  most  equivocal  symptom  of 
his  virility. 

Besides  the  country  squire,  there  is  also  another  set  of  men, 
whose  whole  employment  consists  in  corrupting  beauty  :  these 
the  silly  part  of  the  fair  sex  call  amiable  ;  the  more  sensible 
part  of  them,  however,  give  them  the  title  of  abominable. 
You  will  probably  demand,  what  are  the  talents  of  a  man  thus 
caressed  by  the  majority  of  the  opposite  sex?  what  talents,  or 
what  beauty  is  he  possessed  of,  superior  to  the  rest  of  his 
fellows  ?  To  answer  you  directly,  he  has  neither  talents  nor 
beauty  ;  but  then  he  is  possessed  of  impudence  and  assiduity. 
With  assiduity  and  impudence,  men  of  all  ages,  and  all  figures, 
may  commence  admirers.  I  have  even  been  told  of  some  who 
made  professions  of  expiring  for  love,  when  all  the  world 
could  perceive  they  were  going  to  die  of  old  age  :  and,  what 
is  more  surprising  still,  such  battered  beaux  are  generally  most 
infamously  successful. 

A  fellow  of  this  kind  employs  three  hours  every  morning  in 
dressing  his  head,  by  which  is  understood  only  his  hair. 

He  is  a  professed  admirer,  not  of  any  particular  lady,  but  of 
the  whole  sex. 

He  is  to  suppose  every  lady  has  caught  cold  every  night, 
which  gives  him  an  opportunity  of  calling  to  see  how  she  does 
the  next  morning. 

He  is,  upon  all  occasions,  to  shew  himself  in  very  great  pain 
for  the  ladies  :  if  a  lady  drops  even  a  pin,  he  is  to  fly  in  order 
to  present  it. 

He  never  speaks  to  a  lady  without  advancing  his  mouth  to 
her  ear,  by  which  he  frequently  addresses  more  senses  than 
one. 

Upon  proper  occasions,  he  looks  excessively  tender.  This 
is  performed  by  laying  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  shutting  his 
eyes,  and  shewing  his  teeth. 

He  is  excessively  fond  of  dancing  a  minuet  with  the  ladies, 
by  which  is  only  meant  walking  round  the  floor  eight  or  ten 
times  with  his  hat  on,  affecting  great  gravity,  and  sometimes 
looking  tenderly  on  his  partner. 

He  never  afironts  any  man  himself,  and  never  resents  an 
affront  from  another. 
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He  has  an  infinite  variety  of  small  talk  upon  all  occasions, 
and  laughs  when  he  has  nothing  more  to  say. 

Such  is  the  killing  creature  who  prostrates  himself  to  the 
sex  till  he  has  undone  them  ;  all  whose  submissions  are  the 
eiFects  of  design,  and  who,  to  please  the  ladies,  almost  becomes 
himself  a  lady. 


LETTER  X. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  HAVE  hitherto  given  you  no  account  of  my  journey  from 
China  to  Europe — of  my  travels  through  countries  where 
nature  sports  in  primeval  rudeness,  where  she  pours  forth  her 
wonders  in  solitude  —  countries,  from  whence  the  rigorous 
climate,  the  sweeping  inundation,  the  drifted  desert,  the 
howling  forest,  and  mountains  of  immeasurable  height,  banish' 
the  husbandman  and  spread  extensive  desolation  —  countries, 
where  the  brown  Tartar  w.inders  for  a  precarious  subsistence, 
with  a  heart  that  never  felt  pity,  himself  more  hideous  than 
the  wilderness  he  makes. 

You  will  easily  conceive  the  fatigue  of  crossing  vast  tracts 
of  land,  either  desolate,  or  still  more  dangerous  by  its  inhabi- 
tants,— the  retreat  of  men,  who  seem  driven  from  society,  in 
order  to  make  war  upon  all  the  human  race  ;  nominally  pro- 
fessing a  subjection  to  Muscovy  or  China,  but  without  any 
resemblance  to  the  countries  on  which  they  depend. 

After  I  had  crossed  the  great  wall,  the  first  objects  that 
presented  themselves  were  the  remains  of  desolated  cities,  and 
all  the  magnificence  of  venerable  ruin.  There  were  to  be 
seen  temples  of  beautiful  structure,  statues  wrought  by  the 
band  of  a  meister,  and  around,  a  country  of  luxuriant  plenty ; 
but  not  one  single  inhabitant  to  reap  the  bounties  of  nature. 
These  were  prospects  that  might  humble  the  pride  of  kings, 
and  repress  human  vanity.  I  asked  my  guide  the  cause  of 
such  desolation.  These  countries,  says  he,  were  once  the 
dominions  of  a  Tartar  prince  ;  and  these  ruins,  the  seat  of 
arts,  elegance,  and  ease.  This  prince  waged  an  unsuccessful 
war  with  one  of  the  emperors  of  China  ;  he  was  conquered, 
his  cities  plundered,  and  all  his  subjects  carried  into  captivity. 
Such  are  the  effects  of  the  ambition  of  kings  !  Ten  dervises, 
says  the  Indian  proverb,  shall  sleep  in  peace  upon  a  single 
carpet,  while  two  kings  shall  quarrel,  though  they  have  king- 
doms to  divide  them.     Sure,  my  friend,  the  cruelty  and  the 
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pride  of  man  have  made  more  deserts  than  Nature  ever  made : 
she  is  kind,  but  man  is  ungrateful ! 

Proceeding  in  my  journey  through  this  pensive  scene  of 
desolated  beauty,  in  a  few  days  I  arrived  among  the  Daures, 
a  nation  still  dependent  on  China.  Xaizigar  is  their  principal 
city,  which,  compared  with  those  of  Europe,  scarcely  deserves 
the  name.  The  governors,  and  other  officers,  who  are  sent 
yearly  from  Pekin,  abuse  their  authority,  and  often  take  the 
wives  and  daughters  of  the  inhabitants  to  themselves.  The 
Daures,  accustomed  to  base  submission,  feel  no  resent- 
ment at  those  injuries,  or  stifle  what  they  feel.  Custom  and 
necessity  teach  even  barbarians  the  same  art  of  dissimulation, 
that  ambition  and  intrigue  inspire  in  the  breasts  of  the  polite. 
Upon  beholding  such  unlicensed  stretches  of  power,  alas ! 
thought  I,  how  little  does  our  vnse  and  good  emperor  know  of 
these  intolerable  exactions !  These  provinces  are  too  distant 
for  complaint,  and  too  insignificant  to  expect  redress.  The 
more  distant  the  government,  the  honester  should  be  the 
governor  to  whom  it  is  intrusted  ;  for  hope  of  impunity  is  a 
strong  inducement  to  violation. 

The  religion  of  the  Daures  is  more  absurd  than  even  that 
of  the  sectaries  of  Fohi.  *  How  would  you  be  surprised,  O 
sage  disciple  and  follower  of  Confucius  !  you  who  believe  one 
eternal  intelligent  cause  of  all,  should  you  be  present  at  the 
barbarous  ceremonies  of  this  infatuated  people!  How  would 
you  deplore  the  blindness  and  folly  of  mankind !  His  boasted 
reason  seems  only  to  light  him  astray,  and  brutal  instinct 
more  regularly  points  out  the  path  to  happiness.  Could  you 
think  it  ?  they  adore  a  wicked  divinity  ;  they  fear  him  and 
they  worship  him  ;  they  imagine  him  a  malicious  Being, 
ready  to  injure  and  ready  to  be  appeased.  The  men  and 
women  assemble  at  midnight  in  a  hut,  which  serves  for  a 
temple.  A  priest  stretches  himself  on  the  ground,  and  all  the 
people  pour  forth  the  most  horrid  cries,  while  drums  and 
timbrels  swell  the  infernal  concert.  After  this  dissonance, 
miscalled  music,  has  continued  about  two  hours,  the  priest 
rises  from  the  ground,  assumes  an  air  of  inspiration,  grows 
big  with  the  inspiring  demon,  and  pretends  to  a  skill  in 
futurity. 

In  every  countrj*,  my  friend,  the  bonzes,  the  brahmins,  and 
the  priests,  deceive  the  people  :  all  reformations  begin  from 

"  Fohi,  or  Foh,  an  idol  of  iDflian  origin,  was  introduced  into  China 
abo\it  the  65th  year  of  tlie  Christian  era.  His  disciples  held  the  doctriae 
of  the  metempsychosis.  —  B. 
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the  laity  ;  the  priests  point  us  out  the  way  to  heaven  with 
their  fingers,  but  stand  still  themselves,  nor  seem  to  travel 
towards  the  country  in  view. 

The  customs  of  this  people  correspond  to  their  religion  ; 
they  keep  their  dead  for  three  days  on  the  same  bed  where  the 
person  died  ;  after  which  they  bury  him  in  a  grave  moderately 
deep,  but  with  the  head  still  uncovered.  Here  for  several  days 
they  present  him  diflferent  sorts  of  meats  ;  which,  when  they 
perceive  he  does  not  consume,  they  fill  up  the  grave,  and 
desist  from  desiring  him  to  eat  for  the  future.  How,  how 
can  mankind  be  guilty  of  such  strange  absurdity  ?  to  entreat 
a  dead  body,  already  putrid,  to  partake  of  the  banquet  I  Where, 
I  again  repeat  it,  is  human  reason  ?  not  only  some  men,  but 
whole  nations,  seem  divested  of  its  illumination.  Here  we 
observe  a  whole  country  adoring  a  divinity  through  fear,  and 
attempting  to  feed  the  dead.  These  are  their  most  serious 
and  most  religious  occupations :  are  these  men  rational,  or  are 
not  the  apes  of  Borneo  mor^  mse  ? 

CertEiin  I  am,  O  thou  insiructor  of  my  youth !  that  without 
philosophers — without  some  few  virtuous  men,  who  seem  to  be 
of  a  different  nature  from  the  rest  of  mankind — without  such  as 
these,  the  worship  of  a  wicked  divinity  would  surely  be  esta- 
blished over  every  part  of  the  earth.  Fear  guides  more  to 
their  duty  than  gratitude  :  for  one  man  who  is  virtuous  from 
the  love  of  virtue,  from  the  obligation  that  he  thinks  he  lies 
under  to  the  Giver  of  all,  there  are  ten  thousand  who  are  good 
only  from  the  apprehensions  of  punishment.  Could  these  last 
be  persuaded,  as  the  Epicureans  were,  that  heaven  had  no 
thunders  in  store  for  the  villain,  they  would  no  longer  continue 
to  acknowledge  subordination,  or  thank  that  Being  who  gave 
them  existence.     Adieu. 

LETTER  XI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

From  such  a  picture  of  nature  in  primeval  simplicity,  tell 
me,  my  much  respected  friend,  are  you  in  love  with  fatigue 
and  solitude  ?  Do  you  sigh  for  the  severe  frugality  of  the 
wandering  Tartar,  or  regret  being  born  amidst  the  luxury  and 
dissimulation  of  the  polite  ?  Rather  tell  me,  has  not  every 
kind  of  life  vices  peculiarly  its  own  ?  Is  it  not  a  truth,  that 
refined  countries  have  more  vices,  but  those  not  so  terrible  ; 
barbarous  nations  few,  and  they  of  the  most  hideous  com- 
plexion V  Perfidy  and  fraud  are  the  vices  of  civilized  nations, 
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credulity  and  violence  those  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  desert. 
Does  the  luxury  of  the  one  produce  half  the  evils  of  the 
inhumanity  of  the  other  ?  Certainly,  those  philosophers  who 
declaim  against  luxury,  have  but  little  understood  its  benefits  ; 
they  seem  insensible,  that  to  luxury  we  owe  not  only  the 
greatest  part  of  our  knowledge,  but  even  of  our  virtues. 

It  may  sound  fine  in  the  mouth  of  a  declaimer,  when  he 
talks  of  subduing  our  appetites,  of  teaching  every  sense  to  be 
content  with  a  bare  sufl[iciency,  and  of  supplving  only  the 
wants  of  nature  ;  but  is  there  not  more  satisfaction  in  indulging 
those  appetites,  if  with  innocence  and  safety,  than  in  restrain- 
ing them  ■?  Am  not  I  better  pleased  in  enjoyment,  than  in  the 
Bullensatisfaction  of  thinking  that  lean  live  without  enjoyment? 
The  more  various  our  artificial  necessities,  the  wider  is  our 
circle  of  pleasure  ;  for  all  pleasures  consist  in  obviating  neces- 
sities as  the\'  rise  :  luxury,  therefore,  as  it  increases  our  wants, 
increases  our  capacity  for  happiness.* 

Examine  the  history  of  any  countrj'  remarkable  for  opulence 
and  wisdom,  you  will  find  they  would  never  have  been  wise 
had  they  not  been  first  luxurious  ;  you  will  find  poets,  philo- 
sophers, and  even  patriots,  marching  in  luxury's  train.  The 
reason  is  obvious  :  we  then  only  are  curious  after  knowledge, 
when  we  find  it  connected  with  sensual  happiness.  The 
senses  ever  point  out  the  way,  and  reflection  comments  upon 
the  discovery.  Inform  a  native  of  the  desert  of  Kobi,  of  the 
exact  measure  of  the  parallax  of  the  moon,-|-  he  finds  no 
satisfaction  at  all  in  the  information  ;  he  wonders  how  any 
could  take  such  pains,  and  lay  out  such  treasures,  in  order  to 
solve  so  useless  a  diflSculty:  but  connect  it  -with  his  happiness, 
by  shewing  that  it  improves  navigation — that  by  such  an 
investigation  he  may  have  a  warmer  coat,  a  better  gun,  or  a 
finer  knife,  —  and  he  is  instantly  in  raptures  at  so  great  an 
improvement.  In  short,  we  only  desire  to  know  what  we 
desire  to  possess  ;  and  whatever  we  may  talk  against  it,  luxurj' 
adds  the  spur  to  curiosity,  and  gives  us  a  desire  of  becoming 
more  wise. 

But  not  our  knowledge  only,  but  our  virtues  are  improved 
by  luxury.  Observe  the  brown  savage  of  Thibet,  to  whom 
the  fruits  of  the  spreading  pomegranate  supply  food,  and  its 

*  This  sentiment,  a  favourite  one  with  Goldsmith,  is  well  expressed 
in  the  Traveller  : 

Even'  want  that  stimulates  the  breast 

BcconioB  a  source  of  pleasure  when  redresa'd  —  B. 

■f   That  is,  the  distaiici-  1  etwcen  its  true  and  apparent  place.  —  IJ. 
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branches  an  habitation.  Such  a  character  has  few  vices,  I 
grant,  but  those  he  has  are  of  the  most  hideous  nature  : 
rapine  and  cruelty  are  scarcely  crimes  in  his  eye ;  neither 
pity  nor  tenderness,  which  ennoble  every  virtue,  have  any 
place  in  his  heart ;  he  hates  his  enemies,  and  kills  those  he 
subdues.  On  the  other  hand,  the  polite  Chinese  and  civilized 
European,  seem  even  to  love  their  enemies.  I  have  just 
now  seen  an  instance,  where  the  English  have  succoured 
those  enemies,  whom  their  own  countrymen  actually  refused 
to  relieve. 

The  greater  the  luxuries  of  every  country,  the  more  closely, 
politically  speaking,  is  that  country  united.  Luxury  is  the 
child  of  society  alone  ;  the  luxurious  man  stands  in  need  of  a 
thousand  different  artists  to  furnish  out  his  happiness  :  it  is 
more  likely,  therefore,  that  he  should  be  a  good  citizen  who 
is  connected  by  motives  of  self-interest  with  so  many,  than  the 
abstemious  man  who  is  united  to  none. 

In  whatsoever  light,  therefore,  we  consider  luxury,  whether 
as  employing  a  number  of  hands,  naturally  too  feeble  for  more 
laborious  employment ;  as  finding  a  variety  of  occupation  for 
others  who  might  be  totally  idle  ;  or  as  furnishing  out  new 
inlets  to  happiness,  without  encroaching  on  mutual  property ; 
in  whatever  light  we  regard  it,  we  shall  have  reason  to  stand 
up  in  its  defence,  and  the  sentiment  of  Confucius  still  remains 
unshaken,  "  That  we  should  enjoy  as  many  of  the  luxuries  of 
life  as  are  consistent  with  our  own  safety,  and  the  prosperity 
of  others  ;  and  that  he  who  finds  out  a  new  pleasure,  is  one 
of  the  most  useful  members  of  society. 


LETTER  XII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

From  the  funeral  solemnities  of  the  Daures,  who  think 
themselves  the  politest  people  in  the  world,  I  must  make  a 
transition  to  the  funeral  solemnities  of  the  English,  who  think 
themselves  as  polite  as  they.  The  numberless  ceremonies 
which  are  used  here  when  a  person  is  sick  appear  to  me  so 
many  evident  marks  of  fear  and  apprehension.  Ask  an 
Englishman,  however,  whether  he  is  afraid  of  death,  and  he 
boldly  answers  in  the  negative  ;  but  observe  his  behaviour  in 
circumstances  of  approaching  sickness,  and  you  will  find  his 
actions  give  his  assertions  the  lie. 
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The  Chinese  are  very  sincere  in  this  respect ;  they  hate  to 
die,  and  they  confess  their  terrors  :  a  great  part  of  their  life  is 
spent  in  preparing  things  proper  for  their  funeral.  A  poor 
artisan  shall  spend  half  his  income  in  providing  himself  a 
tomb  twenty  years  before  he  wants  it ;  and  denies  himself  the 
necessaries  of  life,  that  he  may  be  amply  provided  for  when 
he  shall  want  them  no  more. 

But  people  of  distinction  in  England  really  deserve  pity, 
for  they  die  in  circumstances  of  the  most  extreme  distress. 
It  is  an  established  rule,  never  to  let  a  man  know  that  he  is 
dying :  physicians  are  sent  for,  the  clergy  are  called,  and 
every  thing  passes  In  silent  solemnity  round  the  sick-bed. 
The  patient  is  in  agonies,  looks  round  for  pity,  yet  not  a 
single  creature  will  say  that  he  is  dying.  If  he  is  possessed 
of  fortune,  his  relations  entreat  him  to  make  his  will,  as  it 
may  restore  the  tranquillity  of  his  mind.  He  is  desired  to 
undergo  the  rites  of  the  church,  for  decency  re(^  hes  it.  His 
friends  take  their  leave  only  because  they  do  not  care  to  see 
him  in  pain.  In  short,  an  hundred  stratagems  are  used  to 
make  him  do  what  he  might  have  been  induced  to  perform 
only  by  being  told,  "  Sir  you  are  past  all  hopes,  and  had  as 
good  think  decently  of  dying." 

Besides  all  this,  the  chamber  is  darkened,  the  whole  house 
echoes  to  the  cries  of  the  wife,  the  lamentations  of  the 
children,  the  grief  of  the  servants,  and  the  sighs  of  friends. 
The  bed  is  surrounded  M-ith  priests  and  doctors  in  black,  and 
only  flansbeaux  emit  a  yellow  gloom.  Where  is  the  man, 
how  intrepid  soever,  that  would  not  shrink  at  such  a  hideous 
solemnity  ?  For  fear  of  affrighting  their  expiring  friends,  the 
English  practise  all  that  can  fill  them  with  terror.  Strange 
effect  of  human  prejudice,  thus  to  torture,  merely  from  mistaken 
tenderness ! 

You  see,  my  friend,  what  contradictions  there  are  in  the 
tempers  of  those  islanders  :  when  prompted  by  ambition, 
revenge,  or  disappointment,  they  meet  death  with  the  utmost 
resolution  :  the  very  man  who  in  his  bed  would  have  tren^bled 
at  the  aspect  of  a  doctor,  shall  go  with  intrepidity  to  attack 
a  bastion,  or  deliberately  noose  himself  up  in  his  garters. 

The  passion  of  the  Europeans  for  magnificent  interments,  is 
equally  strong  with  that  of  the  Chinese.  When  a  tradesman 
dies,  his  frightful  face  is  painted  up  bj'  an  undertaker,  and 
placed  in  a  proj)er  situation  to  receive  company  :  this  is  called 
lying  in  state.  To  this  disagreeable  spectacle  all  the  idlers 
in  town  flock,  and  learn  to  loath  the  wretch  dead  whoai  they 
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despised  when  living.  In  this  manner,  you  see  some  who 
would  have  refused  a  shilling  to  save  the  life  of  their  dearest 
fHend,  bestow  thousands  on  adorning  their  putrid  corpse.  I 
have  been  told  of  :•  fellow,  who,  grown  rich  by  the  price  of 
blood,  left  it  in  his  ^ill  that  he  should  lie  in  state  ;  and  thus 
unknowingly  gibbeted  himself  into  infamy,  when  he  might  have 
otherwise  quietly  retired  into  oblivion. 

When  the  person  is  buried,  the  next  care  is  to  make  his 
epitaph  :  they  are  generally  reckoned  best  which  flatter  most ; 
such  relations,'  therefore,  as  have  received  most  benefits  from 
the  defunct,  discharge  this  friendly  office,  and  generally  flatter 
in  proportion  to  their  joy.  When  vj  read  those  monumental 
histories  of  the  dead,  it  may  be  justly  said,  that  all  men  are 
equal  in  the  dust ;  for,  they  all  appear  equally  remarkable  for 
being  the  most  sincere  Christians,  the  most  benevolent  neigh- 
bours, and  the  honestest  men  of  their  time.  To  go  through  a 
European  cemeterj-,  one  would  be  apt  to  wonder  how  mankind 
could  have  so  basely  degenerated  from  such  excellent  ancestors. 
Every  tomb  pretends  to  claim  your  reverence  and  regret  • 
some  are  praised  for  piety  in  those  inscriptions,  who  never 
entered  the  temple  until  they  were  dead ;  some  are  praised  for 
being  excellent  poets,  who  were  never  mentioned,  except  for 
their  dullness  when  living  ;  others  for  sublime  orators,  who 
were  never  noted  except  for  their  impudence  ;  and  others  still, 
for'  military  achievements,  who  were  never  in  any  other  skir- 
mishes but  with  the  watch.  Some  even  make  epitaphs  for 
themselves,  and  bespeak  the  reader's  good-will.  It  were 
indeed  to  be  wished,  that  every  man  would  early  learn  in  this 
manner  to  make  his  own  ;  that  he  would  draw  it  up  in  terms 
as  flattering  as  possible,  and  that  he  would  make  it  the 
employment  of  his  whole  life  to  deserve  it. 

I  have  not  yet  been  in  a  place  called  Westminster  Abbey, 
but  soon  intend  to  visit  it.  There,  I  am  told,  I  shall  see 
justice  done  to  deceased  merit :  none,  I  am  told,  are  permitted 
to  be  buried  there,  but  such  as  have  adorned  as  well  as 
improved  mankind.  There,  no  intruders,  by  the  influence  of 
friends  or  fortune,  presume  to  mix  their  unhallowed  ashes  with 
philosophers,  heroes,  and  poets.  Nothing  but  true  merit  has 
a  place  in  that  awful  sanctuary.  The  guardianship  of  the 
tombs  is  committed  to  several  reverend  priests,  who  are  never 
guilty,  for  a  superior  reward,  of  taking  do\sTi  the  names  of 
good  men,  to  make  room  for  others  of  equivocal  character,  nor 
ever  profane  the  sacred  walls  with  pageants  that  posterity 
cannot  knew,  or  shall  blush  to  own. 
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I  always  was  of  opinion,  that  sepulchral  honours  of  this 
kind  should  be  considered  as  a  national  concern,  and  not 
trusted  to  the  care  of  the  priests  of  any  country,  how  respect- 
able soever  :  but  from  the  conduct  of  the  reverend  personages, 
whose  disinterested  patriotism  I  shall  shortly  be  able  to  disco- 
ver, I  am  taught  to  retract  my  former  sentiments.  It  is  true, 
the  Spartans  and  the  Persians  made  a  fine  political  use  of 
sepulchral  vanity  :  they  permitted  none  to  be  thus  interred, 
who  had  not  fallen  in  the  vindication  of  their  country.  A 
monument  thus  became  a  real  mark  of  distinction  ;  it  nerved 
the  hero's  arm  with  tenfold  vigour,  and  he  fought  without  fear, 
who  only  fought  for  a  grave.  —  Farewell. 


LETTER  XIII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  AM  just  returned  from  Westminster  Abbey,  the  place  of 
sepulture  for  the  philosophers,  heroes,  and  kings  of  England. 
What  a  gloom  do  monumental  inscriptions,  and  all  the  vene- 
rable remains  of  deceased  merit  inspire?  Imagine  a  temple 
marked  with  the  hand  of  antiquity,  solemn  as  religious  awe, 
adorned  with  all  the  magnificence  of  barbarous  profusion,  dim 
windows,  fretted  pillars,  long  collonades,  and  dark  ceilings. 
Think,  then,  what  were  my  sensations  at  being  introduced  to 
such  a  scene.  I  stood  in  the  midst  of  the  temple,  and  threw 
mv  eyes  round  on  the  walls,  filled  with  the  statues,  the  in- 
scriptions, and  the  monuments  of  the  dead, 

Alas!  I  said  to  myself,  how  does  pride  attend  the  puny 
child  of  dust  even  to  the  grave  !  Even  humble  as  I  am,  I 
possess  more  consequence  in  the  present  scene  than  the 
greatest  hero  of  them  all :  they  have  toiled  for  an  hour  to  gain 
a  transient  immortality,  and  are  at  length  retired  to  the  grave, 
where  they  have  no  attendant  but  the  worm,  none  to  Batter 
but  the  epitaph. 

As  I  was  indulging  such  reflections,  a  gentleman  dressed 
in  black,*  perceiving  me  to  be  a  stranger,  came  up,  entered 
into  conversation,  and  politely  offered  to  be  my  instructor  and 
guide  through  the  temple.  "  If  any  monument,"  said  he, 
"  should  particularly  excite  your  curiosity,  I  shall  endeavour 
to  satisfy  your  demands."  I  accepted,  with  tlianks,  the  gen- 
tleman's offer,  adding,  that  "  I  was  come  to  observe  the  policy, 

*  Sec  Letter  XXVL  note. 
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the  wisdom,  and  the  justice  of  the  English,  in  conferring 
rewards  upon  deceased  merit.  If  adulation  like  this,"  con- 
tinued I,  "  be  properly  conducted,  as  it  can  no  ways  injure 
those  who  are  flattered,  so  it  may  be  a  glorious  incentive  to 
those  who  are  now  capable  of  enjoying  it.  It  is  the  duty  of 
every  good  government  to  turn  this  monumental  pride  to  its 
own  advantage  ;  to  become  strong  in  the  aggregate  from  the 
weakness  of  the  individual.  If  none  but  the  truly  great  have 
a  place  in  this  awful  repository,  a  temple  like  this  will  give  the 
finest  lessons  of  morality,  and  be  a  strong  incentive  to  true 
ambition.  I  am  told,  that  none  have  a  place  here  but  cha- 
racters of  the  most  distinguished  merit."  The  Man  in  Black 
seemed  impatient  at  my  observations,  so  I  discontinued  my 
remarks,  and  we  walked  on  together  to  take  a  view  of  every 
particular  monument  in  order  as  it  lay. 

As  the  eye  is  naturally  caught  by  the  finest  objects,  I  could 
not  avoid  being  particularly  curious  about  one  monument, 
which  appeared  more  beautiful  than  the  rest :  "  That,"  said  I 
to  my  guide,  "  I  take  to  be  the  tomb  of  some  very  great  man. 
By  the  peculiar  excellence  of  the  workmanship,  and  the  mag- 
nificence of  the  design,  this  must  be  a  trophy  raised  to  the 
memory  of  some  king,  who  has  saved  his  country  from  ruin, 
or  lawgiver,  who  has  reduced  his  fellow-citizens  from  anarchy 
into  just  subjection." — "  It  is  not  requisite,"  replied  my  com- 
panion, smiling,  "  to  have  such  qualifications  in  order  to  have  a 
very  fine  monument  here :  more  humble  abilities  will  suffice."  — 
"  What!  I  suppose,  then,  the  gaining  two  or  three  battles,  or 
the  taking  half  a  score  of  towns,  is  thought  a  sufficient  qualifi- 
cation ?"  — "  Gaining  battles,  or  taking  towns,"  replied  the  Man 
in  Black,  "  may  be  of  service ;  but  a  gentleman  may  have  a 
very  fine  monument  here  without  ever  seeing  a  battle  or  a 
siege."  — "  This,  then,  is  the  monument  of  some  poet,  I 
presume — of  one  whose  wit  has  gained  him  immortality  ?"  — 
"  No,  sir,"  replied  my  guide,  "  the  gentleman  who  lies  here 
never  made  verses  ;  and  as  for  wit,  he  despised  it  in  others, 
because  he  had  none  himself." — "  Pray  tell  me,  then,  in  a 
word,"  said  I,  peevishly,  "  what  is  the  great  man  who  lies  here 
particularly  remarkable  for?"  — "  Remarkable,  sir?"  said  my 
companion ;  "why,  sir,  the  gentleman  that  lieshere  is  remarkable, 
very  remarkable  —  for  a  tomb  in  Westminster  Abbey."  — 
"  But,  head  of  my  ancestors  I  how  has  he  got  here  ?  I  fancy 
he  could  never  bribe  the  guardians  of  the  temple  to  give  him 
a  place.  Should  he  not  be  ashamed  to  be  seen  among  com- 
pany, where  even  moderate  merit  would  look  like  infamy  ?"  — 
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"  I  suppose,"  replied  the  Man  in  Black,  "  the  gontleraan  was 
rich,  and  his  friends,  as  is  usual  in  such  a  case,  told  him  he  was 
great.  He  readily  believed  them  ;  the  guardians  of  the 
temple,  as  they  got  by  the  self-delusion,  were  ready  to  believe 
him  too  J  so  he  paid  his  money  for  a  fine  monument ;  and  the 
workman,  as  you  see,  has  made  him  one  the  most  beautiful. 
Think  not,  however,  that  this  gentleman  is  singular  in  his  desire 
of  being  buried  among  the  great ;  there  are  several  others  in 
the  temple,  who,  hated  and  shunned  by  the  great  while  alive, 
have  come  here,  fully  resolved  to  keep  them  company  now  they 
are  dead." 

As  we  walked  along  to  a  particular  part  of  the  temple, "  There," 
says  the  gentleman,  pointing  with  his  finger,  "  that  is  the  Poet's 
Corner  ;  there  you  see  the  monuments  of  Shakespeare,  and 
Jlilton,  and  Prior,  and  Drayton."—"  Drayton!"  I  replied; 
"  I  never  heard  of  him  before  ;  but  I  have  been  told  of  one 
Pope  —  is  he  there?"  —  "  It  is  time  enough,"  replied  my  guide, 
"  these  hundred  years  ;  he  is  not  long  dead  ;  people  have  not 
done  hating  him  yet."  —  "  Strange,"  cried  I;  "  can  any  be 
found  to  hate  a  man  whose  life  was  wholly  spent  in  entertain- 
ing and  instructing  his  fellow-creatures?"  — "  Yes,"  says  my 
guide,  "  they  hate  liiui  for  that  very  reason.  There  are  a  set 
of  men  called  answerers  of  books,  who  take  upon  them  to 
watch  the  republic  of  letters,  and  distribute  reputation  by  the 
sheet  ;  they  somewhat  resemble  the  eunuchs  in  a  seraglio,  who 
are  incapable  of  giving  pleasure  themselves,  and  hinder  those 
that  would.  These  answerers  have  no  other  employment  but 
to  cry  out  Dunce  and  Scribbler  ;  to  praise  the  dead,  and  revile 
the  living  ;  to  grant  a  man  of  confessed  abilities  some  small 
share  of  merit  ;  to  applaud  twenty  blockheads  in  order  to  gain 
the  reputation  of  candour  ;  and  to  revile  the  moral  character 
of  the  man  whose  writings  they  cannot  injure.  Such  wTCtches 
are  kept  in  pay  by  some  mercenary  bookseller,  or  more 
frequently  the  bookseller  himself  takes  this  dirty  work  off  their 
hands,  as  all  that  is  required  is  to  be  very  abusive  and  very 
<iu!l.  Every  poet  of  any  genius  is  sure  to  find  such  enemies  ; 
he  feels,  though  he  seems  to  despise,  their  malice  ;  they  make 
him  miserable  here,  and  in  the  pursuit  of  empty  fame,  at  last 
he  gains  solid  anxiety." 

"  Has  this  been  the  case  with  every  poet  I  see  here?" 
cried  I.  "  Yes,  with  every  mother's  son  of  them,"  replied  he, 
"  except  he  happened  to  be  born  a  mandarine.  If  he  has 
much  money,  he  may  buy  reputation  from  your  book- 
answerers,  as  well  as  a  monument  from  the  guardians  of  the 
temple." 
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«  But  are  there  not  some  men  of  distinguished  taste,  as  in 
China,  who  are  wilhng  to  patronize  men  of  merit,  and  soften 
the  rancour  of  malevolent  dulness  ?  " 

"  I  own  there  are  many,"  replied  the  Man  in  Black  ;  "  but, 
alas  !  sir,  the  book-answerers  crowd  about  them,  and  call 
themselves  the  writers  of  books  ;  and  the  patron  is  too  indolent 
to  distinguish  :  thus  poets  are  kept  at  a  distance,  while  their 
enemies  eat  up  all  their  rewards  at  the  mandarine's  table." 

Leaving  this  part  of  the  temple,  we  made  up  to  an  iron 

gate,  through  which  my  companion  told  me  we  were  to  pass, 

in  order  to  see  the  monuments  of  the  kings.     Accordingly,  I 

marched  up  without  farther  ceremony,  and' was  going  to  enter, 

when  a  person,  who  held  the  gate  in  his  hand,  told  me  I  must 

pay  first,     I  was  surprised  at  such  a  demand  ;  and  asked  the 

man,  whether  the  people  of  England  kept  a  show?  —  whether 

the  paltry  sum  he  demanded  was  not  a  national  reproach  ?  — 

whether  it  was  not  more  to  the  honour  of  the  country  to  let 

their  magnificence  or  their  antiquities  be  openly  seen,  than  thus 

meanly  to  tax  a  curiosity  which  tended  to  their  own  honour  ? 

"As  for  your  questions,"  replied  the  gate-keeper,  "  to  be  sure 

they  may  be  very  right,  because  I  don't  understand  them ; 

but,  as  for  that  there  threepence,  I  farm  it  from  one  — who 

rents   it   from   another  —  who   hires   it  from   a   third  —  who 

leases  it  from  the  guardians  of  the  temple, — and  we  all  must 

live."       I   expected,   upon   paying   here,   to   see   something 

extraordinary,  since  what  I  had  seen  for  nothing  filled  me 

with  so  much  surprise  :  but  in  this  I  was  disappointed  ;  there 

was   little   more   within   than   black   coffins,    rusty    armour, 

tattered  standards,  and  some  few  slovenly  figures  in  wax.     I 

was  sorry  I  had  paid,  but  I  comforted  myself  by  considering 

it  would  be  my  last  payment.     A  person  attended  us,  who, 

without  once  blushing,  told  an  hundred  lies  :   he  talked  of 

a  lady  who  died  by  pricking  her  finger  ;  of  a  king  with  a 

golden  head,  and  twenty  such  pieces  of  absurdity.     "  Look 

ye  there,  gentlemen,"  says  he,  pointing  to  an  old  oak  chair, 

"  there 's  a  curiosity  for  ye  ;  in  that  chair  the  kings  of  England 

were  crowned  :  you  see  also  a  stone  undenieath,  and  that 

Btone  is  Jacob's  pillow."     I  could  see  no  curiosity  either  in 

the  oak  chair  or  the  stone  :  could  I,  indeed,  behold  one  of  the 

old  kings  of  England  seated  in  this,  or  Jacob's  head  laid  upon 

the  other,  there  might  be  something  curious  in  the  sight ;  but 

in  the  present  case,  there  was  no  more  reason  for  my  surprise, 

than  if  I  should  pick  a  stone  from  their  streets,  and  call  it  a 

curiosity,  merely  because  one  of  the  kings  happened  to  tread 

upon  it  as  he  passed  in  a  procession. 


38  CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD. 

From  hence  our  conductor  led  us  through  several  dark 
walks  and  winding  ways,  uttering  lies,  talking  to  himself,  and 
flourishing  a  wand  which  he  held  in  his  hand.  He  reminded 
me  of  the  black  magicians  of  Kobi.  After  we  had  been  almost 
fatigued  with  a  varietj'  of  objects,  he  at  last  desired  me  to 
consider  attentively  a  certain  suit  of  armour,  which  seemed  to 
shew  nothing  reniarkal)le.  "  This  armour,"  said  he,  "belonged 
to  General  Monk."  — "  Very  surprising  that  a  general  should 
wear  armour!" — "  And  pray,"  added  he,  "  observe  this  cap; 
this  is  General  Monk's  cap."  — "  Very  strange,  indeed,  very 
strange,  that  a  general  should  have  a  cap  also  !  Pray,  friend, 
what  might  this  cap  have  cost  originally?" — "That,  sir," 
says  he,  "  I  don't  know  ;  but  this  cap  is  all  the  wages  I  have 
for  my  trouble." — '•  A  very  small  recompense,  truly,"  said  I. 
"  Not  so  very  small,"  replied  he,  "  for  every  gentleman  puts 
some  money  into  it,  and  I  spend  the  money."  — "  What — 
more  money — still  more  money."  —  "  Every  gentleman  gives 
something,  sir."  — "  I'll  give  thee  nothing,"  returned  I  ;  "the 
guardians  of  the  temple  should  pay  you  your  wages,  friend,  and 
not  permit  you  to  squeeze  thus  from  every  spectator.  When 
we  pay  our  money  at  the  door  to  see  a  show,  we  never  give 
more  as  we  are  going  out.  Sure,  the  guardians  of  the 
temple  can  never  think  they  get  enough.  Shew  me  the  gate ; 
if  I  stay  longer,  I  may  probably  meet  with  more  of  those 
ecclesiastical  beggars." 

Thus  leaving  the  temple  precipitately,  I  returned  to  my 
lodgings,  in  order  to  ruminate  over  what  was  great,  and  to 
despise  what  was  mean,  in  the  occurrences  of  the  day. 


LETTER  XIV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  WAS  some  days  ago  agreeably  surprised  by  a  message 
from  a  lady  of  distinction,  who  sent  me  word,  that  she  most 
passionately  desired  the  pleasure  of  my  acquaintance ;  and, 
with  the  utmost  impatience,  expected  an  interview.  I  will 
not  deny,  my  dear  Fum  Hoam,  but  that  my  vanity  was  raised 
at  such  an  invitation  :  I  flattered  myself  that  she  had  seen  me 
in  some  public  place,  and  had  conceived  an  afl'ection  for  my 
person,  which  thus  induced  her  to  deviate  from  the  usual 
decorums  of  the  sex.  My  imagination  ])ainted  her  in  all  the 
bloom  of  youth  and  beauty.  I  fancied  her  attended  by  the 
Loves  and  Graces  ;  and  I  set  out  with  the  most  pleasing 
expectations  of  seeing  the  conquest  I  had  made. 
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When  I  was  introduced  into  her  apartment,  my  expecta- 
tions were  quickly  at  an  end  ;  I  perceived  a  little  shrivelled 
figure  indolently  reclined  on  a  sofa,  who  nodded,  by  way  of 
approbation,  at  my  approach.  This,  as  I  \vas  afterwards 
informed,  was  the  lady  herself,  a  woman  equally  distinguished 
for  rank,  politeness,  taste,  and  understanding.  As  I  was 
dressed  after  the  fashion  of  Europe,  she  had  taken  me  for  an 
Englishman,  and  consequently  saluted  me  in  her  ordinary 
manner  :  but  when  the  footman  informed  her  grace  that  I 
was  the  gentleman  from  China,  she  instantly  lifted  herself 
from  the  couch,  while  her  eyes  sparkled  with  unusual  vivacity. 
"  Bless  me !  can  this  be  the  gentleman  that  was  born  so  far 
from  home  ?  What  an  unusual  share  of  somethingness  in  his 
whole  appearance !  Lord,  how  I  am  charmed  with  the 
outlandish  cut  of  his  face  !  how  bewitching  the  exotic  breadth 
of  his  forehead!  I  would  give  the  world  to  see  him  in  his 
own  country  dress.  Pray,  turn  about  sir,  and  let  me  see  you 
behind.  There,  there  's  a  travelled  air  for  you  !  You  that 
attend  there,  bring  up  a  plate  of  beef  cut  into  small  pieces  ; 
I  have  a  violent  passion  to  see  him  eat.  Pray,  sir,  have  you 
got  your  chop-sticks  about  you  ?  It  will  be  so  pretty  to  see 
the  meat  carried  to  the  mouth  with  a  jerk.  Pray,  speak  a 
little  Chinese  :  I  have  learned  some  of  the  language  myself. 
Lord !  have  you  nothing  pretty  from  China  about  you  ; 
something  that  one  does  not  know  what  to  do  with  ?  I 
have  got  twenty  things  from  China  that  are  of  no  use  in 
the  world.  Look  at  those  jars  ;  they  are  of  the  right 
pea-green  :  these  are  the  furniture  !"  — "  Dear  madam,"  said 
I,  "  these,  though  they  may  appear  fine  in  your  eyes,  are 
but  paltry  to  a  Chinese  ;  but,  as  they  are  useful  utensils, 
it  is  proper  they  should  have  a  place  in  every  apartment." 
— "  Useful,  sir!"  replied  the  lady;  "  sure  you  mistake; 
they  are  of  no  use  in  the  world"  — "  What!  are  they  not 
filled  with  an  infusion  of  tea,  as  in  China  ?"  replied  L  "  Quite 
empty  and  useless,  upon  my  honour,  sir."  — "  Then  they  are 
the  most  cumbrous  and  clumsy  furniture  in  the  world,  as 
nothing  is  truly  elegant  but  what  unites  use  with  beauty."  — 
"  I  protest,"  says  the  lady,  "  I  shall  begin  to  suspect  thee  of 
being  an  actual  barbarian.  I  suppose  you  hold  my  two 
beautiful  pagods  in  contempt." — "  What!"  cried  I,  "  has 
Fohi  spread  his  gross  superstitions  here  also  !  Pagods  of  all 
kinds  are  my  aversion." — "  A  Chinese,  a  traveller,  and  want 
taste  !  it  surprises  me.  Pray,  sir,  examine  the  beauties  of 
that  Chinese  temple  which  you  see  at  the  end  of  the  garden. 
li  there  anything  in  China  more  beautiful?" — «  Where  I 
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stand,  I  see  nothing,  madam,  at  the  end  of  the  garden,  that 
may  not  as  well  be  called  an  Egyptian  pyramid  as  a  Chinese 
temple  ;  for  that  little  building  in  view  is  as  like  the  one  as 
t'other."  — "  What,  sir!  is  not  that  a  Chinese  temple?  you 
must  surely  be  mistaken.  Mr  Freeze,  who  designed  it,  calls 
it  one,  and  nobody  disputes  his  pretensions  to  taste."  I  now 
found  it  vain  to  contradict  the  lady  in  any  thing  she  thought 
fit  to  advance  ;  so  was  resolved  rather  to  act  the  disciple  than 
the  instructor.  She  took  me  through  several  rooms,  all 
furnished,  as  she  told  me,  in  the  Chinese  manner ;  sprawling 
dragons,  squatting  pagods,  and  clumsy  mandarines,  were  stuck 
upon  every  shelf:  in  turning  round,  one  must  have  used 
caution  not  to  demolish  a  part  of  the  precarious  furniture. 

In  a  house  like  this,  thought  I,  one  must  live  continually 
upon  the  watch ;  the  inhabitant  must  resemble  a  knight  in  an 
enchanted  castle,  who  expects  to  meet  an  adventure  at  every 
turning.  "  But,  madam,"  said  I,  "  do  not  accidents  ever 
happen  to  all  this  finer}'?" — "  Man,  sir,"  replied  the  lady, 
"  is  born  to  misfortunes,  and  it  is  but  fit  I  should  have  a  share- 
Three  weeks  ago,  a  careless  servant  snapped  off  the  head  of 
a  favourite  mandarine :  I  had  scarce  done  grieving  for  that, 
when  a  monkey  broke  a  beautiful  jar  ;  this  I  took  the  more  to 
heart,  as  the  injury  was  done  me  bj'  a  friend  !  However,  I 
survived  the  calamity  ;  when  yesterday  crash  went  half  a 
dozen  dragons  upon  the  marble  hearth-stone  :  and  yet  I  live  ; 
I  survive  it  all  :  you  can't  conceive  what  comfort  I  find  under 
afflictions  from  philosophy.  There  is  Seneca,  and  Boling- 
broke,  and  some  others,  who  guide  me  through  life,  and  teach 
me  to  support  its  calamities."  I  could  not  but  smile  at  a 
woman  who  makes  her  own  misfortunes,  and  then  deplores 
the  miseries  of  her  situation.  Wherefore,  tired  of  acting  with 
dissimulation,  and  willing  to  indulge  my  meditations  in 
solitude,  I  took  leave  just  as  the  servant  was  bringing  in  a 
plate  of  beef,  pursuant  to  the  directions  of  his  mistress. 
Adieu. 

LETTER  XV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  better  sort  here  pretend  to  the  utmost  compassion  for 
animals  of  every  kind  :  to  hear  them  speak,  a  stranger  would 
be  apt  to  imagine  ihey  could  hardly  hurt  the  gnat  that  stung 
them  ;  they  seem  so  tender,  and  so  full  of  pity,  that  one 
would  take  them  for  the  harmless  friends  of  the  whole  crea- 
tion ;  the  protectors  of  the  meanest  insect  or  reptile  that  was 
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frivileged  with  existence.  And  jet  (would  you  believe  it  ?) 
have  seen  the  very  men  who  have  thus  boasted  of  their 
tenderness,  at  the  same  time  devouring  the  flesh  of  six  different 
animals  tossed  up  in  a  fricassee.  Strange  contrariety  of 
conduct  I  they  pity,  and  they  eat  the  objects  of  their  com- 
passion I  The  lioD  roars  with  terror  over  its  captive ;  the 
tiger  sends  forth  its  hideous  shriek  to  intimidate  its  prey  ;  no 
creature  shews  any  fondness  for  its  short-lived  prisoner, 
except  a  man  and  a  cat. 

Man  was  bom  to  live  with  innocence  and  simplicity,  but  he 
has  deviated  from  nature ;  he  was  born  to  share  the  bounties 
of  Heaven,  but  he  has  monopolized  them  ;  he  was  born  to 
govern  the  brute  creation,  but  he  is  become  their  tyrant.  If 
an  epicure  now  shall  happen  to  surfeit  on  his  last  night's 
feast,  twenty  animals  the  next  day  are  to  undergo  the  most 
exquisite  tortures,  in  order  to  provoke  his  appetite  to  another 
guilty  meal.  Hail,  O  ye  simple,  honest  brahmins  of  the  East! 
ye  inoffensive  friends  of  all  that  were  born  to  happiness  as 
well  as  you!  You  never  sought  a  short-lived  pleasure  from  the 
miseries  of  other  creatures  !  You  never  studied  the  torment- 
ing arts  of  ingenious  refinement  ;  you  never  surfeited  upon  a 
guilty  mead  !  How  much  more  purified  and  refined  are  all 
your  sensations  than  ours !  you  distinguish  every  element 
with  the  utmost  precision  :  a  stream  untasted  before  is  new 
luxury — a  change  of  air  is  a  new  banquet,  too  refined  for 
Western  imaginations  to  conceive. 

Though  the  Europeans  do  not  hold  the  transmigration  of 
iouls,  yet  one  of  their  doctors  has,  with  great  force  of  argu- 
ment, and  great  plausibility  of  reasoning,  endeavoured  to 
prove  that  the  bodies  of  animals  are  the  habitations  of  demons 
and  wicked  spirits,  which  are  obliged  to  reside  in  these  prisons 
till  the  resurrection  pronounces  their  everlasting  punishment ; 
but  are  previously  condemned  to  suft'er  all  the  pains  and 
hardships  inflicted  upon  them  by  man,  or  by  each  other,  here. 
If  this  be  the  case,  it  may  frequently  happen,  that  while  we 
whip  pigs  to  death,  or  boil  live  lobsters,  we  are  putting  some 
old  acquaintance,  some  near  relation,  to  excruciating  tortures, 
and  are  serving  him  up  to  the  very  same  table  where  he  was 
once  the  most  welcome  companion. 

"  Kabul,"  says  the  Zendavesta,*  "  was  bom  on  the  rushy 

*  Zendavesta,  or  Zend,  a  book  ascribed  to  Zoroaster,  is  the  bible  of 
tbe  Magians,  or  fire-worshippers,  of  Persia.  It  contains  numerous  pas- 
sages which  are  evidently  taken  from  tlie  Jewbh  >criptures,  particularly 
from  the  books  of  Moses  and  the  Psalms  of  David.  —  B. 
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banks  of  the  river  Mawra  ;  his  possessions  were  great,  and 
his  luxuries  kept  pace  with  the  affluence  of  his  fortune;  he 
hated  the  harmless  brahmins,  and  despised  their  holy  religion ; 
every  day  his  table  was  decked  out  with  the  flesh  of  a 
hundred  different  animals,  and  his  cooks  had  a  hundred 
different  ways  of  dressing  it,  to  solicit  e.ven  satiety. 

"  Notwithstanding  all  his  eating,  he  did  not  arrive  at  old 
age  J  he  died  of  a  surfeit  caused  by  intemperance  :  upon  this 
his  soul  was  carried  off,  in  order  to  take  its  trial  before  a 
select  assembly  of  the  souls  of  those  animals  which  his 
gluttony  had  caused  to  be  slain,  and  who  were  now  appointed 
his  judges. 

"  He  trembled  before  a  tribunal,  to  every  member  of  which  he 
had  formerly  acted  as  an  unmerciful  tyrant  :  he  sought  for  pity, 
but  found  none  disposed  to  grant  it.  '  Does  he  not  remember,' 
cries  the  angry  boar, '  to  what  agonies  I  was  put,  not  to  satisfy 
his  hunger,  but  his  vanity  ?  I  was  first  hunted  to  death,  and 
my  flesh  scarce  thought  worthy  of  coming  once  to  his  table. 
Were  my  advice  followed,  he  should  do  penance  in  the  shape 
of  a  hog,  which  in  life  he  most  resembled.' 

"'I  am  rather,'  cries  a  sheep  upon  the  bench,  'for  having 
him  suffer  under  the  appearance  of  a  lamb  ;  we  may  then  send 
him  through  four  or  five  transmigrations  in  the  space  of  a 
month.' — '  Were  my  voice  of  any  weight  in  the  assembly,'  cries 
a  calf,  'he  should  rather  assume  such  a  form  as  mine  ;  I  was 
bled  every  day,  in  order  to  make  my  flesh  white,  and  at  last 
killed  without  mercy.' — '  Would  it  not  be  wiser,'  cries  a  hen, '  to 
cram  him  in  the  shape  of  a  fowl,  and  then  smother  him  in  his 
own  blood,  as  I  was  served  ?'  The  majority  of  the  assembly 
were  pleased  with  this  punishment,  and  were  going  to  con- 
demn him  without  farther  delay,  when  the  ox  rose  up  to  give 
his  opinion,  —  'I  am  informed,'  says  this  counsellor,  'that  the 
prisoner  at  the  bar  has  left  a  wife  with  child  behind  him.  By 
my  knowledge  in  divination,  I  foresee  that  this  child  \in\\  be 
a  son,  decrepit,  feeble,  sickly,  a  plague  to  himself  and  all 
about  him.  What  say  you,  then,  my  companions,  if  we 
condemn  the  father  to  animate  the  body  of  his  own  son  ;  and 
by  this  means  make  him  feel  in  himself  those  miseries  his 
intemperance  must  otherwise  have  entailed  upon  his  posterity?* 
The  whole  court  applauded  the  ingenuity  of  his  torture  :  they 
thanked  him  for  his  advice.  Kabul  was  driven  once  more  to 
revisit  the  earth  ;  and  his  soul,  in  the  body  of  his  own  son, 
passed  a  period  of  thirty  years,  loaded  with  misery,  anxiety, 
and  disease." 
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LETTER  XVI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  KNOW  not  whether  I  am  more  obliged  to  the  Chinese 
missionaries  for  the  instruction  I  have  received  from  them,  or 
prejudiced  by  the  falsehoods  they  have  made  me  believe.  By 
them  I  was  told  that  the  Pope  was  universally  allowed  to  be  a 
man,  and  placed  at  the  head  of  the  church  ;  in  England,  how- 
ever, they  plainly  prove  him  to  be  a  whore  in  man's  clothes, 
and  often  burn  him  in  effigy  as  an  impostor.  A  thousand 
books  have  been  written  on  either  side  of  the  question  :  priests 
are  eternally  disputing  against  each  other ;  and  those  mouths 
that  want  argument  are  filled  with  abuse.  Which  party 
must  I  believe  ?  or,  shall  I  give  credit  to  neither  ?  When  1 
survey  the  absurdities  and  falsehoods  with  which  the  books  of 
the  Europeans  are  filled,  I  thank  Heaven  for  having  been 
born  in  China,  and  that  I  have  sagacity  enough  to  detect 
imposture. 

The  Europeans  reproach  us  with  false  history  and  fabulous 
chronology  :  how  should  they  blush  to  see  their  own  books, 
many  of  which  are  written  by  the  doctors  of  their  religion, 
filled  with  the  most  monstrous  fables,  and  attested  with  the 
utmost  solemnity  !  The  bounds  of  a  letter  do  not  permit  me 
to  mention  all  the  absurdities  of  this  kind,  which,  in  ray 
reading,  I  have  met  with.  I  shall  confine  myself  to  the 
accounts  which  some  of  their  lettered  men  give  of  the  persons 
of  some  of  the  inhabitants  on  our  globe  :  and,  not  satisfied 
with  the  most  solemn  asseverations,  they  sometimes  pretend 
to  have  been  eye-witnesses  of  what  they  describe. 

A  Christian  doctor,  in  one  of  his  principal  performances,* 
says,  that  it  was  not  impossible  for  a  whole  nation  to  have  but 
one  eye  in  the  middle  of  the  forehead.  He  is  not  satisfied  with 
leaving  it  in  doubt ;  but,  in  another  work,-]-  assures  us,  that 
the  fact  was  certain,  and  that  he  himself  was  an  eye-witness 
of  it.  "  When,"  says  he,  "  I  took  a  journey  into  Ethiopia, 
in  company  with  several  other  servants  of  Christ,  in  order  to 
preach  the  Gospel,  there  I  beheld,  in  the  southern  provinces  of 
that  country,  a  nation  which  had  only  one  eye  in  the  midst  of 
their  foreheads." 

You  will  no  doubt  be  surprised,  reverend  Fum,  with  this 
author's  effrontery ;  but,  alas !  he  is  not  alone  in  this  story  ; 

•  Augustin.  t\e  Civit.  Dei,  lib.  xvi.  p.  422. 

f  Augustin.  ad  fratres  in  Eicrao.  Scrm.  xxxvii. 
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he  has  only  borrowed  it  from  several  others  who  wTOte  before 
him.  Solinus  creates  another  nation  of  Cyclops,  the  Arimas- 
pians,*  who  inhabit  those  countries  that  border  on  the  Caspian 
Sea.  This  author  goes  on  to  tell  us  of  a  people  of  India, 
who  have  but  one  leg  and  one  eye,  and  yet  are  extremely 
active,  run  with  great  swiftness,  and  live  by  hunting.  These 
people  we  scarcely  know  how  to  pity  or  admire  :  but  the  men 
whom  Pliny  calls  Cynamolci,  who  have  got  the  heads  of  dogs, 
really  deserve  our  compassion :  instead  of  language,  they 
express  their  sentiments  by  barking.  Solinus  confirms  what 
Pliny  mentions  ;  and  Simon  Mayole,  a  French  bishop,  talks 
of  them  as  of  particular  and  familiar  acquaintances.  "  After 
passing  the  deserts  of  Egypt,"  says  he,  "  w'e  met  with  the 
Kunokephaloi,  who  inhabit  those  regions  that  border  on 
Ethiopia :  they  live  by  hunting ;  they  cannot  speak,  but 
whistle,  their  chins  resemble  a  serpent's  head  ;  their  hands 
are  armed  with  long  sharp  claws  ;  their  breast  resembles  that 
of  a  greyhound  ;  and  they  excel  in  swiftness  and  agility." 
Would  you  think  it,  my  friend,  that  these  odd  kind  of  people 
are,  notwithstanding  their  figure,  excessively  delicate ;  not 
even  an  alderman's  wife,  or  Chinese  mandarine,  can  excel 
them  in  this  particular.  "  These  people,"  continues  our 
faithful  bishop,  "  never  refuse  wine  ;  love  roast  and  boiled 
meat :  they  are  particularly  curious  in  having  their  meat  well 
dressed,  and  spurn  at  it  if  in  the  least  tainted."  "  When  the 
Ptolemies  reigned  in  Egypt,"  says  he,  a  little  farther  on,  "  those 
men  with  dogs'  heads  taught  grammar  and  music."  For  men 
who  had  no  voices  to  teach  music,  and  who  could  not  speak, 
to  teach  grammar,  is,  I  confess,  a  little  extraordinary.  Did 
ever  the  discijjles  of  Fohi  broach  any  thing  more  ridiculous  ? 
Hitherto  we  have  seen  men  with  heads  strangely  deformed, 
and  with  dogs'  heads  ;  but  what  would  you  say  if  you  heard 
of  men  without  any  heads  at  all  ?  Pomponius  Mela,  Solinus, 
and  Aulus  Gellius,  describe  them  to  our  hand  :  "  The  Blemiae 
have  a  nose,  eyes,  and  mouth  on  their  breast ;  or,  as  others 
will  have  it,  placed  on  their  shoulders." 

*  Solinus  has  not  the  merit  of  creating  ttis  nation,  for  Lucan  has  given 
a  similar  description  of  the  Arimaspians.  Herodotus  and  Pliny  also 
mention  them,  and  their  incessant  wranglings  with  the  fabulous  pri/^n« 
about  gold  mines,  which  they  discovered  by  their  powers  of  divination. 
Alijton  alludes  to  this,  in  his  sublime  description  of  Satan's  flight: 

Ai  wh'  n  a  Gryphon  through  the  wildemrss 
With  winged  course,  o'er  hill  or  moory  dale, 
riirsur.  the  Arimospian.  who,  by  stealth, 
llnd  I'roin  lii§  wakerul  custody  purloia'd 
TtiL-  guarded  gold,  &c. 

B. 
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One  would  think  that  these  authors  had  an  antipathy  to  the 
human  form,  and  were  resolved  to  make  a  new  figure  of  their 
own  ;  but  let  us  do  them  justice.  Though  they  sometimes 
deprive  us  of  a  leg,  an  arm,  a  head,  or  some  such  trifling  part 
of  the  body,  they  often  as  liberally  bestow  upon  us  something 
that  we  wanted  before.  Simon  Mayole  seems  our  particular 
friend  in  this  respect ;  if  he  has  denied  heads  to  one  part  of 
mankind,  he  has  given  tails  to  another.  He  describes  many 
of  the  English  of  his  time,  which  is  not  more  than  an  hundred 
years  ago,  as  having  tails.  His  own  words  are  as  follows  : 
"  In  England  there  are  some  families  which  have  tails,  as  a 
punishment  for  deriding  an  Augustin  frieu:  sent  by  St  Gregory, 
and  who  preached  in  Dorsetshire.  They  sewed  the  tails  of 
different  animals  to  his  clothes  ;  but  soon  they  found  those 
tails  entailed  upon  them  and  their  posterity  for  ever."  It  is 
certain  that  the  author  had  some  ground  for  this  description. 
Many  of  the  English  wear  tails  to  their  wigs  to  this  very  day, 
as  a  mark,  I  suppose,  of  the  antiquity  of  their  families,  and 
perhaps  as  a  symbol  of  those  tails  with  which  they  were 
lormerly  distinguished  by  nature. 

You  see,  my  friend,  there  is  nothing  so  ridiculous  that  has 
not  at  some  time  been  said  by  some  philosopher.  The  wTiters 
of  books  in  Europe  seem  to  think  themselves  authorized  to 
say  what  they  please ;  and  an  ingenious  philosopher  among 
them*  has  openly  asserted,  that  he  would  undertake  to  per- 
suade the  whole  republic  of  readers  to  believe,  that  the  sun 
was  neither  the  cause  of  light  nor  heat,  if  he  could  only  get 
six  philosophers  on  his  side.     Farewell. 


LETTER  XVIL 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Were  an  Asiatic  politician  to  read  the  treaties  of  peace 
and  friendship  that  have  been  annually  making  for  more  than 
a  hundred  years  among  the  inhabitants  of  Europe,  he  would 
probably  be  surprised  how  it  should  ever  happen  tnat  Christian 
princes  could  quarrel  among  each  other.  Their  compacts  for 
peace  are  drawn  up  with  the  utmost  precision,  and  ratified 
with  the  greatest  solemnity  :  to  these  each  party  promises  a 
sincere  and  inviolable  obedience,  and  all  wears  the  appearance 
of  open  friendship  and  unreserved  reconciliation. 

•  Fontenelle. 


46  CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD. 

Yet,  notwithstanding  those  treaties,  the  people  of  Europe 
are  almost  continually  at  war.  There  is  nothing  more  easy 
than  to  break  a  treaty  ratified  in  all  the  usual  forms,  and  yet 
neither  party  be  the  aggressor.  One  side,  for  instance,  breaks 
a  trifling  article  by  mistake  ;  the  opposite  party,  upon  this, 
makes  a  small  but  premeditated  reprisal  ;  this  bring's  on  a 
return  of  greater  from  the  other  ;  both  sides  complain  of 
injuries  and  infractions;  war  is  declared;  they  beat  —  are 
beaten  ;  some  two  or  three  hundred  thousand  men  are  killed ; 
they  grow  tired  ;  leave  off  just  where  they  began  ;  and  so  sit 
coolly  down  to  make  new  treaties. 

The  English  and  French  seem  to  place  themselves  foremost 
among  the  champion  states  of  Europe.  Though  parted  by  a 
narrow  sea,  yet  are  they  entirely  of  opposite  characters  ;  and, 
from  their  vicinity,  are  taught  to  fear  and  admire  each  other. 

They  are  at  present  engaged  in  a  very  destructive  war, 
have  already  spilled  much  blood,  are  excessively  irritated,  and 
all  upon  account  of  one  side's  desiring  to  wear  greater  quan- 
tities of  furs  than  the  other. 

The  pretext  of  the  war  is  about  some  lands  a  thousand 
leagues  off, —  a  country  cold,  desolate,  and  hideous  —  a  country 
belonging  to  a  people  who  were  in  possession  for  time  imme- 
morial. The  savages  of  Canada  claim  a  property  in  the 
country  in  dispute  ;  they  have  all  the  pretensions  which  long 
possession  can  confer.  Here  they  had  reigned  for  ages  with- 
out rivals  in  dominion,  and  knew  no  enemies  but  the  prowling 
bear  or  insidious  tiger  ;  their  native  forests  produced  all  the 
necessaries  of  life,  and  they  found  ample  luxury  in  the  enjoy- 
ment. In  this  manner  they  might  have  continued  to  live  to 
eternity,  had  not  the  English  been  informed  that  those 
countries  produced  furs  in  great  abundance.  From  that 
moment  the  country  became  an  object  of  desire  :  it  was  found 
that  furs  were  things  very  much  wanted  in  England ;  the 
ladies  edged  some  of  their  clothes  with  furs,  and  muffs  were 
worn  both  bj'  gentlemen  and  ladies.  In  short,  furs  were 
found  indispensably  necessary  for  the  happiness  of  the  state  ; 
and  the  king  was  consequently  petitioned  to  grant,  not  only 
the  country  of  Canada,  but  all  the  savages  belonging  to  it,  to 
the  subjects  of  England,  in  order  to  have  the  people  supplied 
with  proper  quantities  of  this  necessary  commodity. 

So  very  reasonable  a  request  was  immediately  complied 
with,  and  large  colonies  were  sent  abroad  to  procure  furs,  and 
take  possession.  The  French,  who  were  equally  in  want  of 
furs,  (for  they  were  as  fond  of  muffs   and  tippets  £is  the 
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English,)  made  the  very  same  request  to  their  monarch,  and 
met  with  the  same  gracious  reception  from  their  king,  who 
generously  granted  what  was  not  his  to  give.  Wherever  the 
French  landed,  they  called  the  country  their  own  ;  and  the 
English  took  possession  wherever  they  came,  upon  the  same 
equitable  pretensions.  The  harmless  savages  made  no  opposi- 
tion ;  and,  could  the  intruders  have  agreed  together,  they 
might  peaceably  have  shared  this  desolate  country  between 
them  ;  but  they  quarreled  about  the  boundaries  of  their  settle- 
ments, about  grounds  and  rivers  to  which  neither  side  could 
shew  any  other  right  than  that  of  power,  and  which  neither 
could  occupy  but  by  usurpation.  Such  is  the  contest,  that  no 
honest  man  can  heartily  wish  success  to  either  party. 

The  war  has  continued  for  some  time  with  various  success. 
At  first  the  French  seemed  victorious  ;  but  the  English  have 
of  late  dispossessed  them  of  the  whole  country  in  dispute. 
Think  not,  however,  that  success  on  one  side  is  the  harbinger 
of  peace  ;  on  the  contrarj-,  both  parlies  must  be  heartily  tired, 
to  effect  even  a  temporarj'  reconciliation.  It  should  seem  the 
business  of  the  victorious  party  to  offer  terms  of  peace  :  but 
there  are  many  in  England  who,  encouraged  by  success,  are 
for  still  protracting  the  war. 

The  best  English  politicians,  however,  are  sensible,  that  to 
keep  their  present  conquests  would  be  rather  a  burden  than 
an  advantage  to  them  ;  rather  a  diminution  of  their  strength 
than  an  increase  of  power.  It  is  in  the  politic  as  in  the  human 
constitution  :  if  the  limbs  grow  too  large  for  the  body,  their 
size,  instead  of  improving,  will  diminish  the  vigour  of  the 
whole.  The  colonies  should  always  bear  an  exact  proportion 
to  the  mother  country  when  thev  grow  populous,  they  grow 
powerful,  and,  by  becoming  powerful,  they  become  independent 
also  :  thus  subordination  is  destroyed,  and  a  country  swallowed 
up  in  the  extent  of  its  own  dominions.  The  Turkish  empire 
would  be  more  formidable,  were  it  less  extensive — were  it 
not  for  those  countries  which  it  can  neither  command,  nor 
give  entirely  away — which  it  is  obliged  to  protect,  but  from 
which  it  has  no  power  to  exact  obedience. 

Yet,  obvious  as  these  truths  are,  there  are  many  Englishmen 
who  are  for  transplanting  new  colonies  into  this  late  acquisi- 
tion, for  peopling  the  deserts  of  America  with  the  refuse  of 
their  countrj'men,  and  (as  they  express  it)  with  the  waste  of 
an  exuberant  nation.  But  who  are  those  unhappy  creatures 
who  are  to  be  thus  drained  away  ?  Not  the  sickly,  for  they 
are  unwelcome  guests  abroad  as  well  as  at  home ;  nor  the 
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idle,  for  they  would  starve  as  well  behind  the  Apalachian 
mountains  as  in  the  streets  of  London.  This  refuse  is  com- 
posed of  the  laborious  and  enterprising  —  of  such  men  as  can 
be sersiceable  to  their  country  at  home  —  of  men  who  ought 
to  be  regarded  as  the  sinews  of  the  people,  and  cherished 
with  every  degree  of  political  indulgence.  And  what  are 
the  commodities  which  this  colony,  when  established,  is  to  pro- 
duce in  return  ?  why,  raw  silk,  hemp,  and  tobacco.  England, 
therefore,  must  make  an  exchange  of  her  best  and  bravest 
subjects  for  raw  silk,  hemp,  and  tobacco  ;  her  hardy  veterans 
and  honest  tradesmen  must  be  trucked  for  a  box  of  snuff  or  a 
silk  petticoat.  Strange  absurdity  !  Sure  the  politics  of  the 
Daures  are  not  more  strange,  who  sell  their  religion,  their 
wives,  and  their  liberty,  for  a  glass  bead,  or  a  paltry  peakaife. 
Farewell. 

LETTER  XVIII. 

TO  THE  SA3IE. 

The  English  love  their  wives  with  much  passion,  the 
Hollanders  with  much  prudence  ;  the  English,  when  they 
give  their  hands,  frequently  give  their  hearts  ;  the  Dutch  give 
the  hand,  but  keep  the  heart  wisely  in  their  own  possession. 
The  English  love  with  violence,  and  expect  violent  love  in 
return ;  the  Dutch  are  satisfied  with  the  slightest  acknow- 
ledgment, for  they  give  little  away.  The  English  expend 
many  of  the  matrimonial  comforts  in  the  first  year  ;  the  Dutch 
frugally  husband  out  their  pleasures,  and  are  always  constant, 
because  they  are  always  indifferent. 

There  seems  very  little  difi'erence  between  a  Dutch  bride- 
groom and  a  Dutch  husband.  Both  are  equally  possessed  of 
the  same  cool  unexpecting  serenity;  they  can  see  neither 
Elysium  nor  Paradise  behind  the  curtain  ;  and  Yiff'rotv  is  not 
more  a  goddess  on  the  wedding-night,  than  after  twenty  years 
matrimonial  acquaintance.  On  the  other  hand,  many  of  the 
English  marry  in  order  to  have  one  happy  month  in  their 
lives  ;  they  seem  incapable  of  looking  beyond  that  period  ,' 
the}'  unite  in  hopes  of  finding  rapture,  and,  disappointed  in 
that,  disdain  ever  to  accept  of  ha])piness.  From  hence  we 
see  open  hatred  ensue  ;  or,  what  is  worse,  concealed  disgust 
under  the  aj^pearance  of  fulsome  endearment.  Much  for- 
mality, great  civility,  and  studied  compliments  are  exhibited 
in  public  ;  cross  looks,  sulky  silence,  or  open  recrimination, 
fill  up  their  hours  of  private  entertainment. 
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Hence  I  am  taught,  whenever  I  see  a  new  married  couple 
more  than  ordinarily  fond  before  faces,  to  consider  them  as 
attempting  to  impose  upon  the  '•ompany  or  themselves  ;  either 
hating  each  other  heartily,  or  cunsuming  that  stock  of  love  in 
the  beginning  of  their  course,  which  should  serve  them  through 
their  whole  journey.  Neither  side  should  expect  those 
instances  of  kindness  which  are  inconsistent  with  true  freedom 
or  happiness  to  bestow.  Love,  when  founded  in  the  heart, 
will  shew  itself  in  a  thousand  unpremeditated  sallies  of  fond- 
ness ;  but  every  cool  deliberate  exhibition  of  the  passion,  only 
argues  little  understanding,  or  great  insincerity. 

Choang  was  the  fondest  husband,  and  Hansi  the  most 
endearing  wife,  in  all  the  kingdom  of  Korea  :  they  were  a 
paitem  of  conjugal  bliss  ;  the  inhabitants  of  the  country  around 
saw,  and  envied  their  felicity  :  wherever  Choang  came,  Hansi 
was  sure  to  follow  ;  and  in  all  the  pleasures  of  Hansi,  Choang 
was  admitted  a  partner.  They  walked  hand  in  hand  wherever 
they  appeared,  shewing  every  mark  of  mutual  satisfaction, 
embracing,  kissing  —  their  mouths  were  for  ever  joined ;  and, 
to  speak  in  the  language  of  anatomy,  it  was  with  them  one 
perpetual  anastomosis. 

Their  love  was  so  great,  that  it  was  thought  nothing  could 
interrupt  their  mutual  peace,  when  an  accident  happened, 
which,  in  some  measure,  diminished  the  husband's  assurance 
of  his  wife's  fidelity  ;  for  love  so  refined  as  his  was  subject  to 
a  thousand  little  disquietudes. 

Happening  to  go  one  day  alone  among  the  tombs  that  lay 
at  some  distance  from  his  house,  he  there  perceived  a  lady 
dressed  in  the  deepest  mourning,  (being  clothed  all  over  in 
white,)  fanning  the  wet  clay  that  was  raised  over  one  of  the 
graves  with  a  large  fan  which  she  held  in  her  hand.  Choang, 
who  had  early  been  taugh-t  wisdom  in  the  school  of  Lao,  was 
unable  to  assign  a  cause  for  her  present  employment ;  and 
coming  up,  civilly  demanded  the  reason.  "  Alas,"  replied  the 
lady,  her  eyes  bathed  in  tears,  "  how  is  it  possible  to  survive 
the  loss  of  my  husband,  who  lies  buried  in  this  grave  !  he  was 
the  best  of  men,  the  tenderest  of  husbands  ;  with  his  dying 
breath  he  bid  me  never  marry  again  till  the  earth  over  his 
grave  should  be  dry  ;  and  here  you  see  me  steadily  resolving 
to  obey  his  will,  and  endeavouring  to  dry  it  with  my  fan.  I 
have  employed  two  whole  days  in  liillilling  his  commands,  and 
am  determined  not  to  marry  till  th(;y  are  [)unctually  obeyed, 
even  though  his  grave  should  take  up  four  days  in  drying." 

Choang,  who  was  struck  with  the  widow's  beauty,  could 
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not,  however,  avoid  smiling  at  her  haste  to  be  married  ;  but 
concealing  the  cause  of  his  mirth,  civilly  invited  her  home, 
adding,  that  he  had  a  wife  who  might  be  capable  of  giving  her 
some  consolation.  As  soon  as  he  and  his  guest  were  returned, 
he  imparted  to  Hansi  in  private  what  he  had  seen,  and  could 
not  avoid  expressing  his  uneasiness  that  such  might  be  his  own 
case  if  his  dearest  wife  should  one  day  happen  to  survive  him. 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  Hansi's  resentment  at  so  unkind 
a  suspicion.  As  her  passion  for  him  was  not  only  great,  but 
extremely  delicate,  she  employed  tears,  anger,  frowns,  and 
exclamations,  to  chide  his  suspicions  ;  the  widow  herself  was 
inveighed  against  ;  and  Hansi  declared,  she  was  resolved 
never  to  sleep  under  the  same  roof  with  a  wTctch,  who,  like 
her,  could  be  guilty  of  such  barefaced  inconstancy.  The  night 
was  cold  and  stormy  ;  however,  the  stranger  was  obliged  to 
seek  another  lodging,  for  Choang  was  not  disposed  to  resist, 
and  Hansi  would  have  her  way. 

The  widow  had  scarcely  been  gone  an  hour,  when  an  old 
disciple  of  Choang's,  whom  he  had  not  seen  for  many  years, 
came  to  pay  him  a  visit.  He  was  received  with  the  utmost 
ceremony,  placed  in  the  most  honourable  seat  at  supper,  and 
the  wine  began  to  circulate  with  great  freedom.  Choang  and 
Hansi  exhibited  open  marks  of  mutual  tenderness,  and  unfeigned 
reconciliation  :  nothing  could  equal  their  apparent  happiness ; 
so  fond  a  husband,  so  obedient  a  wife,  few  could  behold  with- 
out regretting  their  own  infelicity  ;  when,  lo  !  their  happiness 
was  at  once  disturbed  by  a  most  fatal  accident.  Choang  fell 
lifeless  in  an  apoplectic  fit  upon  the  floor.  Every  method  was 
used,  but  in  vain,  for  his  recovery.  Hansi  was  at  first  incon- 
solable  for  his  death  :  after  some  hours,  however,  she  found 
spirits  to  read  his  last  will.  The  ensuing  day,  she  began  to 
moralize  and  talk  wisdom  ;  the  next  day,  she  was  able  to  com- 
fort the  young  disciple  ;  and  on  the  third,  to  shorten  a  li;ng 
story,  they  both  agreed  to  be  married. 

There  was  now  no  longer  mourning  in  the  apartments  ;  the 
body  of  Choang  was  now  thrust  into  an  old  coffin,  and  placed 
in  one  of  the  meanest  rooms,  there  to  lie  unattended  until  the 
time  prescribed  by  law  for  his  interment.  In  the  meantime, 
Hansi  and  the  young  disciple  were  arrayed  in  the  most  magni- 
ficent habits  ;  the  bride  wore  in  her  nose  a  jewel  of  immense 
price,  and  her  lover  was  dressed  in  all  the  finery  of  his  former 
master,  together  with  a  pair  of  artificial  whiskers  that  reached 
down  to  his  toes.  The  hour  of  their  nuptials  was  arrived  ;  the 
whole  family  sympathized  with  their  approaching  happiness ; 
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tbe  apartments  were  brightened  up  with  lights  that  diffused 
the  most  exquisite  perfume,  and  a  lustre  more  bright  than 
noon  day.  The  lady  expected  her  youthful  lover  in  an  inner 
apartment  with  impatience  ;  when  his  servant,  approaching 
with  terror  in  his  countenance,  informed  her,  that  his  master 
was  fallen  into  a  fit  which  would  certainly  be  mortal,  unless 
the  heart  of  a  man  lately  dead  could  be  obtained,  and  applied 
to  his  breast.  She  scarcely  waited  to  hear  the  end  of  his 
story,  when  tucking  up  her  clothes,  she  ran  with  a  mattock  in 
her  hand  to  the  coffin  where  Choang  lay,  resolving  to  apply 
the  heart  of  her  dead  husband  as  a  cure  for  the  living.  She 
therefore  struck  the  lid  with  the  utmost  violence.  In  a  few 
blows  the  coffin  flew  open,  when  the  body,  which  to  all  appear- 
ance had  been  dead  began  to  move.  Terrified  at  the  sight, 
Hansi  dropped  the  mattock,  and  Choang  walked  out,  astonished 
at  his  own  situation,  his  wife's  unusual  magnificence,  and  her 
more  amazing  surprise.  He  went  among  the  apartments, 
unable  to  conceive  the  cause  of  so  much  splendour.  He  was  not 
long  in  suspense  before  his  domestics  informed  him  of  every 
transaction  since  he  first  became  insensible.  He  could  scarcely 
believe  what  they  told  him,  and  went  in  pursuit  of  Hansi  herself, 
in  order  to  receive  more  certain  information,  or  to  reproach 
her  infidelity.  But  she  prevented  his  reproaches  :  he  found  her 
weltering  in  blood  ;  for  she  had  stabbed  herself  to  the  heart, 
being  unable  to  survive  her  shame  and  disappointment. 

Choang,  being  a  philosopher,  was  too  ^\ise  to  make  any  loud 
lamentations  :  he  thought  it  best  to  bear  his  loss  with  serenity  ; 
so,  mending  up  the  old  co^  where  he  had  lain  himself,  iic 
placed  his  faithless  spouse  in  his  room  ;  and,  unwilliug  that 
so  many  nuptial  preparations  should  be  expended  in  vain,  he 
the  same  night  married  the  widow  with  the  large  fan. 

As  they  both  were  apprised  of  the  foibles  of  each  other 
beforehand,  they  knew  how  to  excuse  them  after  marriage. 
They  lived  together  for  many  years  in  great  tranquillity,  and 
not  expecting  rapture,  made  a  shift  to  find  contentment.* 
Farewell. 

LETTER  XIX. 

TO  THE  SAME 

The  gentleman  dressed  in  black,  who  was  my  companion 
through  Westminster  abbey,  came  yesterday  to  pay  me  a  visit ; 
and,   after  drinking  tea,  we  both  resolved  to  take  a  walk 

•  Voltaire  tells  the  same  story  in  his  Zadig B. 
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together,  in  order  to  enjoy  the  freshness  of  the  country,  which 
now  begins  to  resume  its  verdure.  Before  we  got  out  of  the 
suburbs,  however,  we  were  stopped  in  one  of  the  streets  by 
a  crowd  of  people,  gathered  in  a  circle  round  a  man  and  his 
wife,  who  seemed  too  loud  and  too  angry  to  be  understood. 
The  people  were  highly  pleased  with  the  dispute,  which,  upon 
inquiry,  we  found  to  be  between  Dr  Cacafogo,  an  apothecary, 
and  his  wife.  The  doctor,  it  seems,  coming  unexpectedly  into 
his  wife's  apartment,  found  a  gentleman  there,  in  circumstances 
not  in  the  least  equivocal. 

The  doctor,  who  was  a  person  of  nice  honour,  resolving  to 
revenge  the  flagrant  insult,  immediately  flew  to  the  chimney- 
piece,  and  taking  down  a  rusty  blunderbuss,  drew  the  trigger 
upon  the  defiler  of  his  bed  :  the  delinquent  would  certainly 
have  been  shot  through  the  head,  but  that  the  piece  had  not 
been  charged  for  many  years.  The  gallant  made  a  shift  to 
escape  through  the  window,  but  the  lady  still  remained  ;  and, 
as  she  well  knew  her  husband's  temper,  undertook  to  manage 
the  quarrel  without  a  second.  He  was  furious,  and  she  loud  ; 
their  noise  had  gathered  all  the  mob,  who  charitably  assembled 
on  the  occasion,  not  to  prevent,  but  to  enjoy  the  quarrel. 

"  Alas ! "  said  I  to  my  companion,  "  what  will  become  of 
this  unhappy  creature  thus  caught  in  adultery  ?  Believe  me, 
I  pity  her  from  mj'  heart  ;  her  husband,  I  suppose.  Mill  shew 
her  no  mercy.  Will  they  burn  her  as  in  India,  or  behead  her 
as  in  Persia  ?  Will  they  load  her  with  stripes  as  in  Turkey, 
or  keep  her  in  perpetual  imprisomnent,  as  with  us  in  China  ? 
Prithee,  what  is  the  wife's  punishment  in  England  for  such 
offences?" — "  When  a  lady  is  thus  caught  tripping,"  replied 
my  companion,  "  they  never  punish  her,  but  the  husband."  — 
"  You  surely  jest,"  interrupted  I ;  "  I  am  a  foreigner,  and 
you  would  abuse  my  ignorance!" — "I  am  really  serious," 
returned  he :  "  Dr  Cacafogo  has  caught  his  wife  in  the  act ; 
but,  as  he  had  no  witnesses,  his  small  testimony  goes  for 
nothing  :  the  consequence,  therefore,  of  his  discovery  will  be, 
that  she  will  be  packed  off  to  live  among  her  relations,  and 
the  doctor  must  be  obliged  to  allow  her  a  separate  main- 
tenance."— "  Amazing!"  cried  I  ;  "  is  it  not  enough  that  she 
is  permitted  to  live  separate  from  the  object  she  detests,  but 
must  he  give  her  money  to  keep  her  in  spirits  too  ?" — "  That 
he  must,"  said  my  guide,  "  and  be  called  a  cuckt)ld  by  all  his 
neighbours  into  the  bargain.  The  men  will  laugh  at  him,  the 
ladies  will  pity  him  ;  and  all  that  his  warmest  friends  can  say 
in  his  favour  will  be  '  that  the  poor  good  soul  has  never  had 
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any  harm  in  him.'"  — "  I  want  patience,"  interrupted  I; 
'*  What!  are  there  no  private  chastisements  for  the  wife  —  no 
schools  of  penitence  to  shew  her  folly  —  no  rods  for  such 
delinquents  i*"  — "  Psha,  man,"  replied  he,  smiling,  "  if  every 
delinquent  among  us  were  to  be  treated  in  your  manner,  one 
half  of  the  kingdom  would  flog  the  other."  I  must  confess, 
my  dear  Fum,  that  if  I  were  an  English  husband,  of  all  things 
I  would  take  care  not  to  be  jealous,  nor  busily  pry  into  those 
secrets  my  wife  was  pleased  to  keep  from  me.  Should  I 
detect  her  infidelity,  what  is  the  consequence  ?  If  I  calmly 
pocket  the  abuse,  I  am  laughed  at  by  her  and  her  gallant  :  if 
I  talk  my  griefs  aloud,  like  a  tragedy  hero,  I  am  laughed  at 
by  the  whole  world.  The  course,  then,  I  would  take  would 
oe,  whenever  Iwent  out,  to  tell  my  wife  where  I  was  going, 
lest  I  should  unexpectedly  meet  her  abroad  in  company  with 
some  dear  deceiver.  Whenever  I  returned,  I  would  use  a 
peculiar  rap  at  the  door,  and  give  four  loud  hems  as  I  walked 
deliberately  up  the  staircase.  I  would  never  inquisitively 
peep  under  her  bed,  or  look  behind  the  curtains.  And  even 
though  I  knew  the  captain  was  there,  I  would  calmly  take 
a  dish  of  my  wife'.s  cool  tea,  and  talk  of  the  army  with 
reverence. 

Of  all  nations,  the  Russians  seem  to  me  to  behave  most 
wisely  in  such  circumstances.  The  wife  promises  her  husband 
never  to  let  him  see  her  transgressions  of  this  nature  ;  and  he  as 

1)unctually  promises,  whenever  she  is  so  detected,  without  the 
east  anger,  to  beat  her  without  mercy  :  so  they  both  know 
what  each  has  to  expect ;  the  lady  transgresses,  is  beaten, 
taken  again  into  favour,  and  all  goes  on  as  before. 

When  a  Russian  young  lady,  therefore,  is  to  be  married, 
her  father,  with  a  cudgel  in  his  hand,  asks  the  bridegroom, 
whether  he  chooses  this  virgin  for  his  bride  ?  to  which  the 
other  replies  in  the  affirmative.  Upon  this,  the  father,  turning 
the  lady  three  times  round,  and  giving  her  three  strokes  with 
his  cudgel  on  the  back, — "  My  dear,"  cries  he,  "these  are  the 
last  blows  you  are  ever  to  receive  from  your  tender  father  :  I 
resign  my  authority,  and  my  cudgel,  to  your  husband ;  he  knows 
better  than  me  the  use  of  either."  The  bridegroom  knows 
decorum  too  well  to  accept  of  the  cudgel  abruptly  ;  he  assures 
the  father  that  the  lady  will  never  want  it,  and  that  he  would 
not,  for  the  world,  make  any  use  of  it :  but  the  father,  who 
knows  what  the  lady  may  want  bettor  than  he,  insists  upon 
his  acceptance  ;  upon  this  there  follows  a  scene  of  Russian 
politeness,  while  one  refuses,  and  the  other  offers,  the  cudgel. 
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The  whole,  however,  ends  with  the  bridegroom's  taking  it  ; 
upon  which  the  lady  drops  a  courtesy  in  token  of  obedience, 
and  the  ceremony  proceeds  as  usual. 

There  is  something  excessively  fair  and  open  in  this  method 
of  courtship  :  by  this  both  sides  are  prepared  for  all  the 
matrimonial  adventures  that  are  to  follow.  Marriage  has  been 
compared  to  a  game  of  skill  for  life  :  it  is  generous  then  in 
both  parties  thus  to  declare  they  are  sharpers  in  the  beginning. 
In  England,  I  am  told,  both  sides  use  every  art  to  conceal 
their  defects  from  each  other  before  marriage,  and  the  rest  of 
their  lives  may  be  regarded  as  doing  penance  for  their  former 
dissimulation.     Farewell. 


LETTER  XX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  Republic  of  Letters  is  a  very  common  expression 
among  the  Europeans  ;  and  yet  when  applied  to  the  learned 
of  Europe,  is  the  most  absurd  that  can  be  imagined  ;  since 
nothing  is  more  unlike  a  republic  than  the  society  which 
goes  by  that  name.  From  this  expression,  one  would  be  apt 
to  imagine  that  the  learned  were  united  into  a  single  body, 
joining  their  interests,  and  concurring  in  the  same  design. 
From  this  one  might  be  apt  to  compare  them  to  our  literary 
societies  in  China,  where  each  acknowledges  a  just  subordina- 
tion, and  all  contribute  to  build  the  temple  of  science,  without 
attempting,  from  ignorance  or  envy,  to  obstruct  each  other. 

But  very  different  is  the  state  of  learning  here  :  every 
member  of  this  fancied  republic  is  desirous  of  governing,  and 
none  willing  to  obey  ;  each  looks  upon  his  fellow  as  a  rival, 
not  an  assistant  in  the  same  pursuit.  They  calumniate,  they 
injure,  they  despise,  they  ridicule  each  other  ;  if  one  man 
writes  a  book  that  pleases,  others  shall  write  books  to  shew 
that  he  might  have  given  still  greater  pleasure,  or  should  not 
have  pleased.  If  one  happens  to  hit  upon  something  new, 
there  are  numbers  ready  to  assure  the  public  that  all  this  was 
no  novelty  to  them  or  the  learned  ;  that  Cardanus,  or  Brunus, 
or  some  other  author  too  dull  to  be  generally  read,  had 
anticipated  the  discovery.  Thus,  instead  of  uniting  like  the 
members  of  a  commonwealth,  they  are  divided  into  almost 
as  many  factions  as  there  are  men  ;  and  their  jarring  constitu- 
tion, instead  of  being  styled  a  republic  of  letters,  should  be 
entitled  an  anarcliv  of  literature. 
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It  is  true,  there  are  some  of  superior  abilities,  who  reverence 
and  esteem  each  other  ;  but  their  mutual  admiration  is  not 
sufficient  to  shield  off  the  contempt  of  the  crowd.  The  wise 
are  but  few,  and  they  praise  with  a  feeble  voice  ;  the  vulgar 
are  many,  and  roar  in  reproaches.  The  truly  great  seldom 
unite  in  societies  ;  have  few  meetings,  no  cabals  ;  the  dunces 
hunt  in  full  cry,  till  they  have  run  down  a  reputation,  and 
then  snarl  and  fight  with  each  other  about  dividing  the  spoil. 
Here  you  may  see  the  compilers  and  the  book-answerers  of 
every  month,  when  they  have  cut  up  some  respectable  name, 
most  frequently  reproaching  each  other  with  stupidity  and 
dulness  ;  resembling  the  wolves  of  the  Russian  forest,  who 
prey  upon  venison,  or  horse-flesh,  w  lien  they  can  get  it ;  but 
in  cases  of  necessity,  lying  in  wait  to  devour  each  other. 
While  they  have  new  books  to  cut  up,  they  make  a  hearty 
meal;  but  if  this  resource  should  unhappily  fail,  then  it  is 
that  critics  eat  up  critics,  and  compilers  rob  from  compilations. 

Confucius  observes,  that  it  is  the  duty  of  the  learned  to 
unite  society  more  closely,  and  to  persuade  men  to  become 
citizens  of  the  world  ;  but  the  authors  I  refer  to  are  not  only 
for  disuniting  society,  but  kingdoms  also  :  if  the  English  are 
at  war  with  France,  the  dunces  of  France  think  it  their  duty 
to  be  at  war  with  those  of  England.  Thus  Freron,  one  of 
their  first-rate  scribblers,  thinks  jiroper  to  characterize  all  the 
English  writers  in  the  gross  :  "  Their  whole  merit,"  says  he, 
"  consists  in  exaggeration,  and  often  in  extravagance  :  correct 
their  pieces  as  you  please,  there  still  remains  a  leaven  which 
corrupts  the  whole.  They  sometimes  discover  genius,  but  not 
the  smallest  share  of  taste  :  England  is  not  a  soil  for  the 
plants  of  genius  to  thrive  in."  This  is  open  enough,  with 
not  the  least  adulation  in  the  picture .  but  hear  what  a 
Frenchman  of  acknowledged  abilities  says  upon  the  same 
subject :  "  I  am  at  a  loss  to  determine  in  what  we  excel  the 
English,  or  where  they  excel  us  ;  when  I  compare  the  merits 
of  both  in  any  one  species  of  literary  composition,  so  many 
reputable  and  pleasing  writers  present  themselves  from  either 
country,  that  my  judgment  rests  in  suspense  :  I  am  pleased 
with  the  disquisition,  without  finding  the  object  of  my 
inquiry."  But  lest  you  should  think  the  French  alone  are 
faulty  in  this  respect,  hear  how  an  English  journalist  delivers 
his  sentiments  of  them  :  "  We  are  amazed,"  says  he,  "  to  find 
so  many  works  translated  from  the  French,  while  we  have 
such  numbers  neglected  of  our  own.  In  our  opinion,  notwith- 
standing their  fame  throughout  the  rest  of  Europe,  the  French 
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are  the  most  contemptible  reasoners  (we  had  almost  said 
writers)  that  can  be  imagined.  However,  nevertheless, 
excepting,"  Ike.  Another  English  writer,  Shaftesbury,  if  I 
remember,  on  the  contrary,  says  that  the  French  authors  are 
pleasing  and  judicious,  more  clear,  more  methodical  and 
entertaining,  than  those  of  his  own  country. 

From  these  opposite  pictures,  you  perceive,  that  the  good 
authors  of  either  country  praise,  and  the  bad  revile,  each 
other  ;  and  yet,  perhaps,  you  will  be  surprised  that  iuditFerent 
writers  should  thus  be  the  most  apt  to  censure,  as  they  have 
the  most  to  apprehend  from  recrimination  :  you  may,  perhaps, 
imagine,  that  such  as  are  possessed  of  fame  themselves,  should 
be  most  ready  to  declai'e  their  opinions,  since  what  they  say 
might  pass  for  decision.  But  the  truth  happens  to  be,  that 
the  great  are  solicitous  only  of  raising  their  own  reputations, 
while  the  opposite  class,  alas  !  are  solicitous  of  bringing  every 
reputation  down  to  a  level  with  their  own. 

But  let  us  acquit  them  of  malice  and  envy.  A  critic  is 
often  guided  by  the  same  motives  that  direct  his  author  :  The 
author  endeavours  to  persuade  us,  that  he  has  written  a  good 
book ;  the  critic  is  equally  solicitous  to  shew  that  he  could 
write  a  better  had  he  thought  proper.  A  critic  is  a  being 
possessed  of  all  the  vanity,  but  not  the  genius,  of  a  scholar  : 
incapable,  from  his  native  weakness,  of  lifting  himself  from  the 
ground,  he  applies  to  contiguous  merit  for  support ;  makes 
the  sportive  sallies  of  another's  imagination  his  serious  employ- 
ment ;  pretends  to  take  our  feelings  under  his  care  ;  teaches 
where  to  condemn,  where  to  lay  the  emphasis  of  praise  ;  and 
may  with  as  much  justice  be  called  a  man  of  taste,  as  the 
Chinese  who  measures  his  wisdom  by  the  length  of  his  nails. 

If,  then,  a  book,  spirited  or  humorous,  happens  to  appear 
in  the  republic  of  letters,  several  critics  are  in  waiting  to  bid 
the  public  not  to  laugh  at  a  single  line  of  it  ;  for  themselves 
had  read  it,  and  they  know  what  is  most  proper  to  excite 
laughter.  Other  critics  contradict  the  fulrainations  of  this 
tribunal,  call  them  all  spiders,  and  assure  the  public,  that  they 
ought  to  laugh  without  restraint.  Another  set  are,  in  the 
meantime,  quietly  emjjloyed  in  writing  notes  to  the  book, 
intended  to  shew  the  particular  passages  to  be  laughed  at : 
when  these  are  out,  others  still  there  are  who  write  notes 
upon  notes  :  Thus  a  single  new  book  employs  not  only  the 
paper-makers,  the  printers,  the  pressmen,  the  bookbinders, 
the  hawkers,  but  twenty  critics,  and  as  many  compilers.  In 
short,  the  body  of  the  learned  may  be  compared  to  a  Persian 
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army,  where  there  are  manj'  pioneers,  several  sutlers,  number- 
less servants,  women  and  children  in  abundance,  and  but  few 
soldiers.     Adieu. 

LETTER  XXI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  English  are  as  fond  of  seeing  plays  acted  as  the  Chinese  ; 
but  there  is  a  vast  difference  in  the  manner  of  conducting  them. 
We  play  our  pieces  in  the  open  air,  the  English  theirs  under 
cover;  we  act  by  daylight,  they  by  the  blaze  of  torches.  One 
of  our  plays  continues  eight  or  ten  days  successively  ;  an 
English  piece  seldom  takes  up  above  four  hours  in  the  repre- 
sentation. 

My  companion  in  black,  with  whom  I  am  now  beginning  to 
contract  an  intimacy,  introduced  me  a  few  nights  ago  to  the 
playhouse,  where  we  placed  ourselves  conveniently  at  the  foot 
of  the  stage.  As  the  curtain  was  not  drawn  before  my  arrival,  I 
had  an  opportunity  of  observing  the  behaviour  of  the  specta- 
tors, and  indulging  those  reflections  which  novelty  generally 
inspires. 

The  rich  in  general  were  placed  in  the  lowest  seats,  and  the 
poor  rose  above  them  in  degrees  proportioned  to  their  poverty. 
The  order  of  precedence  seemed  here  inverted  ;  those  who 
were  undermost  all  the  day,  now  enjoyed  a  temporary  eminence, 
and  became  masters  of  the  ceremonies.  It  was  they  who  called 
for  the  music,  indulging  every  noisy  freedom,  and  testifying 
all  the  insolence  of  beggary  in  exaltation. 

They  who  held  the  middle  region  seemed  not  so  riotous  as 
those  above  them,  nor  yet  so  tame  as  those  below:  to  judge 
by  their  looks,  many  of  them  seemed  strangers  there  as  well 
as  myself;  they  were  chiefly  employed,  during  this  period  of 
expectation,  in  eating  oranges,  reading  the  story  of  the  play, 
or  making  assignations. 

Those  who  sat  in  the  lowest  rows,  which  are  called  the  pit, 
seemed  to  consider  themselves  as  judges  of  the  merit  of  the 
poet  and  the  performers ;  they  were  assembled  partly  to  be 
amused,  and  partly  to  shew  their  taste  ;  appearing  to  labour 
under  that  restraint  which  an  affectation  of  superior  discern- 
ment generally  produces.  My  companion,  however,  informed 
me,  that  not  one  in  a  hundred  of  them  knew  even  the  first 
principles  of  criticism  ;  that  they  assumed  the  right  of  being 
censors  because  there  was  none  to  contradict  their  pretensions ; 
and  that  every  man  who  now  called  himself  a  connoisseiir, 
became  such  to  all  intents  and  purposes. 
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Those  who  sat  in  the  boxes  appeared  in  the  most  unhappy 
situation  of  all.  The  rest  of  the  audience  came  merely  for 
their  own  amusement ;  these,  rather  to  furnish  out  a  part  of 
the  entertainment  themselves.  I  could  not  avoid  considering 
them  as  acting  parts  in  dumb  show — not  a  courtesy  or  nod, 
that  was  not  all  the  result  of  art  ;  not  a  look  nor  a  smile  that 
was  not  designed  for  murder.  Gentlemen  and  ladies  ogled  each 
other  through  spectacles  ;  for  my  companion  observed,  that 
blindness  was  of  late  become  fashionable  ;  all  affected  indif- 
ference and  ease,  while  their  hearts  at  the  same  time  burned 
for  conquest.  Upon  the  whole,  the  lights,  the  music,  the 
ladies  in  their  gayest  dresses,  the  men  with  cheerfulness  and 
expectation  in  their  looks,  all  conspired  to  make  a  most 
agreeable  picture,  and  to  fill  a  heart  that  sympathizes  at  human 
happiness  with  inexpressible  serenity. 

The  expected  time  for  the  play  to  begin  at  last  arrived ;  the 
curtain  was  drawn,  and  the  actors  came  on.  A  woman,  who 
personated  a  queen,  came  in  courtesying  to  the  audience,  who 
clapped  their  hands  upon  her  appearance.  Clapping  of  hands 
is,  it  seems,  the  manner  of  applauding  in  England  ;  the  manner 
is  absurd,  but  every  country,  you  know,  has  its  peculiar 
absurdities.  I  was  equally  surprised,  however,  at  the  submis- 
sion of  the  actress,  who  should  have  considered  herself  as  a 
queen,  as  at  the  little  discernment  of  the  audience  who  gave  her 
such  marks  of  applause  before  she  attempted  to  deserve  them. 
Preliminaries  between  her  and  the  audience  being  thus  adjusted, 
the  dialogue  was  supported  between  her  and  a  most  hopeful 
youth,  who  acted  the  part  of  her  confidant.  They  both 
appeared  in  extreme  distress,  for  it  seems  the  queen  had  lost 
a  child  some  fifteen  years  before,  and  still  keeps  its  dear 
resemblance  next  her  heart,  while  her  kind  companion  bore  a 
part  in  her  sorrows. 

Her  lamentations  grew  loud  ;  comfort  is  offered,  but  she 
detests  the  very  sound  :  she  bids  them  preach  comfort  to  the 
winds.  Upon  this  her  husband  comes  in,  who,  seeing  the 
queen  so  much  afSicted,  can  himself  hardly  refrain  from  tears, 
or  avoid  ])artaking  in  the  soft  distress.  After  thus  grieving 
through  three  scenes,  the  curtain  dropped  for  the  first  act. 

'•  Trulv,"  said  I  to  my  companion,  "these  kings  and  queens 
are  very  much  disturbed  at  no  very  great  misfortune  :  certain 
I  am,  were  people  of  humbler  stations  to  act  in  this  manner, 
thev  would  be  thought  divested  of  common  sense."  I  had 
scarcely  finished  this  observation,  when  the  curtain  rose,  and 
the  king  came  on  in  a  violent  passion.  His  wife  had,  it  seems, 
refused  his  proffered  tenderness,  had  spurned  his  royai  embrace ; 
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and  he  seemed  resolved  not  to  survive  her  fierce  disdain.  After 
he  had  thus  fretted,  and  the  queen  had  fretted  through  the 
second  act,  the  curtain  was  let  down  once  more. 

"  Now,"  says  my  companion,  "  you  perceive  the  king  to  be 
a  man  of  spirit ;  he  feels  at  every  pore :  one  of  your  phlegmatic 
sons  of  clay  would  have  given  the  queen  her  own  way,  and  let 
her  come  to  herself  by  degrees  ;  but  the  king  is  for  immediate 
tenderness,  or  instant  death  :  death  and  tenderness  are  leading 
passions  of  every  modern  buskined  hero  ;  this  moment  they 
embrace,  and  the  next  stab,  mixing  daggers  and  kisses  in  every 
period." 

I  was  going  to  second  his  remarks,  when  my  attention  was 
engrossed  by  a  new  object;  a  man  came  in  balancing  a  straw 
upon  his  nose,  and  the  audience  were  clapping  their  hands  in 
all  the  raptures  of  applause.  "  To  what  purpose,"  cried  I, 
"  does  this  unmeaning  figure  make  his  appearance  ?  is  he  a 
part  of  the  plot?"  — "  Unmeaning  do  you  call  him?  "replied 
my  friend  in  black ;  "  this  is  one  of  the  most  important  cha- 
racters of  the  whole  play  ;  nothing  pleases  the  people  more 
than  seeing  a  straw  balanced  :  theie  is  a  great  deal  of  meaning 
in  the  straw  :  there  is  something  suited  to  every  apprehension 
in  the  sight ;  and  a  fellow  possessed  of  talents  like  these  is  sure 
of  making  his  fortune." 

The  third  act  now  began  with  an  actor  who  came  to 
inform  us  that  he  was  the  villain  of  the  play,  and  intended  to 
shew  strange  things  before  all  was  over.  He  was  joined  by 
another,  who  seemed  as  much  disposed  for  mischief  as  he  ; 
their  intrigues  continued  through  this  whole  division.  "  If 
that  be  a  villain,"  said  I,  *'  he  must  be  a  very  stupid  one  to  tell 
his  secrets  without  being  asked  ;  such  soliloquies  of  late  are 
never  admitted  in  China." 

The  noise  of  clajiping  interrupted  me  once  more ;  a  child 
of  six  years  old  was  learning  to  dance  on  the  stage,  which  gave 
the  ladies  and  mandarines  infinite  satisfaction.  "  I  am  sorry," 
said  I,  "  to  see  the  pretty  creature  so  early  learning  so  bad  a 
trade ;  dancing  being,  I  presume,  as  contemptible  here  as  in 
China."  — "  Quite  the  reverse,"  interrupted  ray  companion  ; 
"  dancing  is  a  very  reputable  and  genteel  employment  here  ; 
men  have  a  greater  chance  for  encouragement  from  the  merit 
of  their  heels  than  their  heads.  One  who  jumps  up  and 
flourishes  his  toes  three  times  before  he  comes  to  the  ground, 
may  have  three  hundred  a-year ;  he  who  flourishes  them 
four  times,  gets  four  hundred  ;  but  he  who  arrives  at  five  is 
inestimable,  and  may  demand  what  salary  be  thinks  proper. 
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The  female  dancers,  too,  are  valued  for  this  sort  of  jumping  and 
crossing  ;  and  it  is  a  cant  word  amongst  them,  that  she  deserves 
most  who  shews  highest.  But  the  fourth  act  is  begun  ;  let  us 
be  attentive." 

In  the  fourth  act  the  queen  finds  her  long  lost  child,  now 
grown  up  into  a  youth  of  smart  parts  and  great  qualifications; 
wherefore  she  wisely  considers  that  the  crown  will  fit  his  head 
better  than  that  of  her  husband,  whom  she  knows  to  be  a 
driveller.  The  king  discovers  her  design,  and  here  comes  on 
the  deep  distress  :  he  loves  the  queen,  and  he  loves  the  king- 
dom ;  he  resolves,  therefore,  in  order  to  possess  both,  that  her 
son  must  die.  The  queen  exclaims  at  his  barbarity,  is  frantic 
with  rage,  and  at  length,  overcome  with  sorrow,  falls  into  a 
fit ;  upon  which  the  curtain  drops,  and  the  act  is  concluded. 

"  Observe  the  art  of  the  poet,"  cries  my  companion.  "  When 
the  queen  can  say  no  more,  she  falls  into  a  fit.  While  thus  her 
eyes  are  shut,  while  she  is  supported  in  the  arms  of  her  Abigail, 
what  horrors  do  we  not  fancy !  We  feel  it  in  every  nerve  : 
take  my  word  for  it,  that  fits  are  the  true  aposiopesis  *  of  modern 
tragedy." 

The  fifth  act  began,  and  a  busy  piece  it  wjis.  Scenes  shift- 
ing, trumpets  sounding,  mobs  haiooing,  carpets  spreading, 
guards  bustling  from  one  door  to  another  ;  gods,  demons, 
daggers,  racks,  and  ratsbane.  But  whether  the  king  was  killed, 
or  the  queen  was  drowned,  or  the  son  was  poisoned,  I  have 
absolutely  forgotten. 

When  the  play  was  over,  I  could  not  avoid  observing,  that 
the  persons  of  the  drama  appeared  in  as  much  distress  in  the 
first  act  as  the  last.     "  How  is  it  possible,"  said  I,  "  to  sym- 

f)athize  with  them  through  five  long  acts !  Pity  is  but  a  short 
ived  passion.  I  hate  to  hear  an  actor  mouthing  trifles  :  neither 
startings,  strainings,  nor  attitudes,  affect  me,  unless  there  be 
cause  .  after  I  have  been  once  or  twice  deceived  by  those 
unmeaning  alarms,  my  heart  sleeps  in  peace,  probably  unaf- 
fected by  the  principal  distress.  There  should  be  one  great 
passion  aimed  at  by  the  actor  as  well  as  the  poet  ;  all  the  rest 
should  be  subordinate,  and  only  contribute  to  make  that  the 
greater  ;  if  the  actor,  therefore,  exclaims  upon  every  occasion, 
in  tones  of  despair,  he  attempts  to  move  us  too  soon  ;  he  an- 
ticipates the  blow,  he  ceases  to  affect,  though  he  gains  our 
applause." 

I  scarcely  perceived  that  the  audience  were   almost  all 

•  A  figure  of  speech  l)y  which  the  mcaoing  is  suppressed,  and  left  to 
be  gathered  from  the  cuiitcxt fi. 
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departed  ;  therefore,  mixing  with  the  crowd,  my  companion 
and  I  got  into  tho  street,  where,  essaying  a  hundred  obstacles 
from  coach-wheels  and  palanquin  pole*,  like  birds  in  their  flight 
through  the  branches  of  a  forest,  after  various  turnings,  we 
both  at  length  got  home  in  safety.     Adieu. 


LETTER  XXIT. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  letter  which  came  by  the  way  of  Smyrna,  and  which 
you  sent  me  unopened,  was  from  my  son.  As  I  have  per- 
mitted you  to  take  copies  of  all  those  I  sent  to  China,  you 
might  have  made  no  ceremony  in  opening  those  directed  to 
me.  Either  in  joy  or  sorrow,  my  friend  should  participate  in 
my  feelings.  It  would  give  pleasure  to  see  a  good  man 
pleased  at  my  success  ;  it  would  give  almost  equal  pleasure  to 
see  him  sympathize  at  my  disappointment. 

Every  account  I  receive  from  the  East,  seems  to  come 
loaded  with  some  new  affliction.  My  wife  and  daughter  were 
taken  from  me,  and  yet  I  sustained  the  loss  with  intrepidity  ; 
my  son  is  made  a  slave  among  the  barbarians,  which  was  the 
only  blow  that  could  have  reached  my  heart  :  yes,  1  will 
indulge  the  transports  of  nature  for  a  little,  in  order  to  shew  I 
can  overcome  them  in  the  end.  True  magnanimity  consists 
not  in  never  falling,  but  in  rising  every  time  we  fall. 

When  our  mighty  emperor  had  published  his  displeasure  at 
my  departure,  and  seized  upon  all  that  was  mine,  my  son  was 
privately  secreted  from  his  resentment.  Under  the  protec- 
tion and  guardianship  of  Fum  Hoam,  the  best  and  the  wisest 
of  all  the  inhabitants  of  China,  he  was  for  some  time  instructed 
in  the  learning  of  the  missionaries,  and  the  wisdom  of  the 
East.  But  hearing  of  my  adventures,  and  incited  by  filial 
piety,  he  was  resolved  to  follow  my  fortunes,  and  share  my 
distress. 

He  passed  the  confines  of  China  in  disguise,  hired  himself 
as  a  camel-driver  to  a  caravan  that  was  crossing  the  deserts  of 
Thibet,  and  was  within  one  day's  journey  of  the  river  Laur, 
which  divides  that  country  from  India,  when  a  body  of 
wandering  Tartars  falling  unexpectedly  upon  th(;  caravan, 
plundered  it,  and  made  those  who  escaped  their  first  fury 
slaves.  By  those  he  was  led  into  the  extensive  and  desolate 
regions  that  border  on  the  shores  of  the  Aral  lake. 

Here  he  lived  by  hunting  ;  and  was  obliged  to  supply  every 


62  CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD. 

day,  a  certain  proportion  of  the  spoil,  to  resfale  his  savage 
masters.  His  learning,  his  virtues,  and  even  his  beauty,  were 
qualifications  that  no  way  served  to  recommend  him  ;  they 
knew  no  merit,  but  that  of  providing  large  quantities  of  milk 
and  raw  flesh  ;  and  were  sensible  of  no  happiness  but  that  of 
rioting  on  the  undressed  meal. 

Some  merchants  from  Mesched,  however,  coming  to  trade 
with  the  Tartars  for  slaves,  he  was  sold  among  the  number, 
and  led  into  the  kingdom  of  Persia,  where  he  is  now  detained. 
He  is  there  obliged  to  watch  the  looks  of  a  voluptuous  and 
cruel  master,  a  man  fond  of  pleasure,  yet  incapable  of  refine- 
ment, whom  many  years'  service  in  war  has  taught  pride,  but 
not  bravery. 

That  treasure  which  I  still  keep  within  my  bosom  —  my 
child,  my  all  that  was  left  to  me  —  is  now  a  slave.  Good 
Heavens !  *  why  was  this  ?  Why  have  I  been  introduced  into 
this  mortal  apartment,  to  be  a  spectator  of  my  own  misfortunes, 
and  the  misfortunes  of  my  fellow-creatures  ?  Wherever  I 
turn,  what  a  labyrinth  of  doubt,  error,  and  disappointment 
appears  !  Why  was  I  brought  into  being  ?  for  what  purposes 
made  ?  from  whence  have  I  come  ?  whither  strayed  ?  or  to 
what  regions  am  I  hastening  ?  Reason  cannot  resolve.  It 
lends  a  ray  to  shew  the  horrors  of  my  prison,  but  not  a  light 
to  guide  me  to  escape  them.  Ye  boasted  revelations  of  the 
earth,  how  little  do  you  aid  the  inquiry ! 

How  am  I  surprised  at  the  inconsistency  of  the  Magi ! 
Their  two  principles  of  good  and  evil  affright  me.  The 
Indian  who  bathes  his  visage  in  urine,  and  calls  it  piety,  strikes 
me  with  astonishment.  The  Christian  who  believes  in  three 
Gods  is  highly  absurd.  The  Jews,  who  pretend  that  Deity  is 
pleased  Avith  tlie  effusion  of  blood,  are  not  less  displeasing.  I 
am  equally  sui-prised,  that  rational  beings  can  come  from  the 
extremities  of  the  earth,  in  order  to  kiss  a  stone,  or  scatter 
pebbles.  How  contrary  to  reason  are  those  I  and  yet  all 
pretend  to  teach  me  to  be  happy. 

Surely  all  men  are  blind  and  ignorant  of  truth.  Mankind 
wanders,  unknowing  his  way,  from  morning  till  evening. 
Where  shall  we  turn  after  happiness  ;  or  is  it  wisest  to  desist 
from  the  pursuit  ?  —  Like  reptiles  in  a  corner  of  some  stupen- 
dous palace,  we  peep  from  our  holes,  look  about  us,  wonder  at 
all  we  see,  but  are  ignorant  of  the  great  architect's  design. 
Oh,  for  a  revelation  of  Himself,  for  a  plan  of  his  universal 

*  This  whole  apostrophe  seems  moit  literally  translated  from  Abul- 
aauhained,  the  Arabian  poet. 
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system  !  Oh,  for  the  reasons  of  our  creation  ;  or  why  were  we 
created  to  be  thus  unhappy  I  If  we  are  to  experience  no 
other  felicity  but  what  this  life  affords,  then  are  we  miserable 
indeed  ;  if  we  are  bom  only  to  look  about  us,  repine  and  die, 
then  has  Heaven  been  guilty  of  injustice.  If  this  life  termi- 
nates my  existence,  I  despise  the  blessings  of  Providence,  and 
the  wisdom  of  the  giver  ;  if  this  life  be  my  all,  let  the  follow- 
ing  epitaph  be  written   on   the   tomb    of  Altangi  :  Bv  my 

father's  crimes  I  RECEIVED  THIS  J  BV  MY  OWN  CRIMES  I 
BEQUEATH  IT  TO  POSTERITY  ! 


LETTER  XXm, 

TO  THE  S.OIE. 

Yet,  while  I  sometimes  lament  the  case  of  humanity,  and 
the  depravity  of  human  nature,  there  now  and  then  appear 
gleams  of  greatness  that  serve  to  relieve  the  eye  oppressed 
with  the  hideous  prospects,  and  resemble  those  cultivated  spots 
that  are  sometimes  found  in  the  midst  of  an  Asiatic  wilderness. 
I  see  many  superior  excellencies  among  the  English,  which  it 
is  not  in  the  power  of  all  their  follies  to  hide  :  I  see  virtues, 
which  in  other  countries  are  known  only  to  a  few,  practised 
here  by  every  rank  of  people. 

I  know  not  whether  it  proceeds  from  their  superior  opulence 
that  the  English  are  more  charitable  than  the  rest  of  mankind  ; 
whether  by  being  possessed  of  all  the  conveniences  of  life 
themselves,  they  have  more  leisure  to  perceive  the  uneasy 
situation  of  the  distressed ;  whatever  be  the  motive,  they  are 
not  only  the  most  charitable  of  any  other  nation,  but  most 
judicious  in  distinguishing  the  properest  objects  of  compassion. 

In  other  countries,  the  giver  is  generally  influenced  by  the 
immediate  impulse  of  pity  ;  his  generosity  is  exerted  as  much 
to  relieve  his  own  uneasy  sensations,  as  to  comfort  the  object 
in  distress.  In  England,  benefactions  are  of  a  more  general 
nature.  Some  men  of  fortune  and  universal  benevolence, 
propose  the  proper  objects;  the  wants  and  the  merits  of  the 
petitioners  are  canvassed  by  the  people  ;  neither  passion  nor 
pity  find  a  place  in  the  cool  discussion ;  and  charity  is  then 
only  exerted  when  it  has  received  the  approbation  of  reason. 

A  late  instance  of  this  finely  directed  benevolence  forces 
itself  so  strongly  on  my  imagination,  that  it  in  a  manner 
reconciles  me  to  pleasure,  and  once  more  makes  me  the 
universal  friend  of  man. 
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The  English  and  French  have  not  only  political  reasons  to 
induce  them  to  mutual  hatred,  but  often  the  more  prevailing 
motive  of  private  interest  to  widen  the  breach.  A  war  between 
other  countries  is  carried  on  collectively  ;  army  fights  against 
army,  and  a  man's  own  private  resentment  is  lost  in  that  of 
the  community  :  but  in  England  and  France,  the  individuals 
of  each  country  plunder  each  other  at  sea  without  redress,  and 
consequently  feel  that  animosity  against  each  other  which 
passengers  do  at  a  robber.  They  have  for  some  time  carried 
on  an  expensive  war  ;  and  several  captives  have  been  taken  on 
both  sides  :  those  made  prisoners  by  the  French  have  been 
used  with  cruelty,  and  guarded  with  unnecessary  caution  : 
those  taken  by  the  English,  being  much  more  numerous,  were 
confined  in  the  ordinary  manner ;  and  not  being  released  by 
their  countrymen,  began  to  feel  all  those  inconveniences  which 
arise  from  want  of  covering  and  long  confinement. 

Their  countrymen  were  informed  of  their  deplorable  situa- 
tion ;  but  they,  more  intent  on  annoying  their  enemies  than 
relieving  their  friends,  refused  the  least  assistance.  The 
English  now  saw  thousands  of  their  fellow-creatures  starving 
in  every  prison,  forsaken  by  those  whose  duty  it  was  to  protect 
them,  labouring  with  disease,  and  without  clothes  to  keep  off 
the  severity  of  the  season.  National  benevolence  prevailed 
over  national  animosity  ;  their  prisoners  were  indeed  enemies, 
but  they  were  enemies  in  distress  ;  they  ceased  to  be  hateful 
when  they  no  longer  continued  to  be  formidable  :  forgetting, 
therefore,  their  national  hatred,  the  men  who  were  brave 
enough  to  conquer,  were  generous  enough  to  forgive  ;  and 
they  whom  all  the  world  seemed  to  have  disclaimed,  at  last 
found  pity  and  redress  from  those  they  attempted  to  subdue. 
A  subscription  was  opened,  ample  charities  collected,  proper 
necessaries  procured,  and  the  poor  gay  sons  of  a  merry  nation 
were  once  more  taught  to  resume  their  former  gayety. 

When  I  cast  my  eve  over  the  list  of  those  who  contributed 
on  this  occasion,  I  find  the  names  almost  entirely  English  ; 
scarcely  one  foreigner  appears  among  the  number.  It  was  for 
Englishmen  alone  to  be  capable  of  such  exalted  virtue.  I  own 
I  cannot  look  over  this  catalogue  of  good  men  and  philoso;- 
phers,  without  thinking  better  of  myself,  because  it  makes  me 
entertain  a  more  favourable  opinion  of  uumkind.  I  am  parti- 
cularly struck  with  one  who  writes  these  wor(i<  upon  the  paper 
that  enclosed  his  benefaction  :  "  The  mite  of  an  Englishman, 
a  citizen  of  the  world,  to  Frenchmen,  prisoners  of  war,  and 
naked."     I  only  wish  that  he  may  iind  as  much  pleasure  from 
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his  virtues,  as  I  have  done  in  reflecting  upon  them  ;  that  alone 
will  amply  reward  him.  Such  an  one,  my  friend,  is  an  honour 
to  human  nature  ;  he  makes  no  private  distinctions  of  party ; 
all  that  are  stamped  with  the  divine  image  of  their  Creator,  are 
friends  to  him  :  he  is  a  native  of  the  world  ;  and  the  Emperor 
of  China  may  be  proud  that  he  has  such  a  countryman. 

To  rejoice  at  the  destruction  of  our  enemies,  is  a  foible 
grafted  upon  human  nature,  and  we  must  be  permitted  to 
indulge  it :  the  true  way  of  atoning  for  such  an  ill-founded 
pleasure,  is  thus  to  turn  our  triumph  into  an  act  of  benevolence, 
and  to  testify  our  own  joy  by  endeavouring  to  banish  anxiety 
from  others. 

Hamti,  the  best  and  wisest  emperor  that  ever  filled  the 
throne,  after  having  gained  three  signal  victories  over  the 
Tartars,  who  had  invaded  his  dominions,  returned  to  Nankin, 
in  order  to  enjoj'  the  glory  of  his  conquest.  After  he  had 
rested  for  some  days,  the  people,  who  are  naturally  fond  of 
processions,  impatiently  expected  the  triumphant  entry,  which 
emperors  upon  such  occasions  were  accustomed  to  make  : 
their  murmurs  came  to  the  emperor's  ear  ;  he  loved  his  people, 
and  was  willing  lo  do  all  in  his  power  to  satisfy  their  just 
desires.  He  therefore  assured  them,  that  he  intended,  upon 
the  next  feast  of  the  Lanthorns,  to  exhibit  one  of  the  most 
glorious  triumphs  that  had  ever  been  seen  in  China. 

The  people  were  in  raptures  at  his  condescension  ;  and,  on 
the  appointed  day,  assembled  at  the  gates  of  the  palace  with 
the  most  eager  expectations.  Here  they  waited  for  some  lime, 
without  seeing  any  of  those  preparations  which  usually  precede 
a  pageant.  The  lantliorn,  with  ten  thousand  tapers,  was  not 
yet  brought  forth  ;  the  fireworks,  which  usually  covered  the 
city  walls,  were  not  yet  lighted  .•  the  people  once  more  began 
to  murmur  at  this  delay,  when,  in  the  midst  of  their  impatience, 
the  palace-gates  flew  open,  and  the  emperor  himself  appeared, 
not  in  sj)lcndour  or  magnificence,  but  in  an  ordinary  habit, 
followed  by  the  blind,  the  maimed,  and  the  strangers  of  the 
city,  all  in  new  clothes,  and  each  carrying  in  his  hand  money 
enough  to  sui)ply  his  necessities  for  the  year.  The  people 
were  at  first  amazed,  but  soon  perceived  the  wisdom  of  their 
king,  who  taught  them,  that  to  make  one  man  happy,  was 
more  truly  great,  than  having  ten  thousand  captives  groaning 
at  the  wheels  of  his  chariot.     Adieu. 
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LETTER  XXIV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Whatever  may  be  the  merits  of  the  English  in  other 
sciences,  they  seem  peculiarly  excellent  in  the  art  of  healing. 
There  is  scarcely  a  disorder  incident  to  humanity,  against 
which  they  are  not  possessed  with  a  most  infallible  antidote. 
The  professors  of  other  arts  confess  the  inevitable  intricacy  of 
things ;  talk  with  doubt,  and  decide  with  hesitation  :  but 
doubting  is  entirely  unknown  in  medicine ;  the  advertising 
professors  here  delight  in  cases  of  difficulty.  Be  the  disorder 
never  so  desperate  or  radical,  you  will  find  numbers  in  every 
street,  who,  by  levelling  a  pill  at  the  part  affected,  promise  a 
certain  cure,  without  loss  of  time,  knowledge  of  a  bedfellow,  or 
hinderance  of  business. 

When  I  consider  the  assiduity  of  this  profession,  their 
benevolence  amazes  me.  They  not  only  in  general  give  their 
medicines  for  half  value,  but  use  the  most  persuasive  remons- 
trances to  induce  the  sick  to  come  and  be  cured.  Sure,  there 
must  be  something  strangely  obstinate  in  an  English  patient, 
who  refuses  so  much  health  upon  such  easy  terms  ?  Does  he 
take  a  pride  in  being  bloated  with  a  dropsy  ?  does  he  find 
pleasure  in  the  alternations  of  an  intermittent  fever?  or  feel  as 
much  satisfaction  in  nursing  up  his  gout,  as  he  found  pleasure 
in  acquiring  it  ?  He  must,  otherwise  he  would  not  reject  such 
repeated  assurances  of  instant  relief.  What  can  be  more 
convincing  than  the  manner  in  which  the  sick  are  invited  to  be 
well  ?  The  doctor  first  begs  the  most  earnest  attention  of  the 
public  to  w  hat  he  is  going  to  propose  :  he  solemnly  affirms 
the  pill  was  never  found  to  want  success  ;  he  produces  a  list  of 
those  who  have  been  rescued  from  the  grave  by  taking  it  : 
yet,  notwithstanding  all  this,  there  are  many  here  who  now 
and  then  think  proper  to  be  sick.  Only  sick,  did  I  say  ?  there 
are  some  who  even  think  proper  to  die!  Yes,  by  the  head  of 
Confucius!  they  die  ;  though  they  might  have  ])urchased  the 
health-restoring  specific  for  half-a-crown  at  every  corner. 

I  am  amazed,  my  dear  Fum  Hoam,  that  these  doctors,  who 
know  what  an  obstinate  set  of  people  they  have  to  deal  with, 
have  never  thought  of  attempting  to  revive  the  dead.  When 
the  living  are  found  to  reject  their  prescriptions,  they  ought 
in  conscience  to  apply  to  the  dead,  from  whom  they  can 
expect  no  such  mortifying  repulses  :  they  would  find  in  the 
dead  the  most  complying  patients   imaginable ;    and   what 
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gratitude  might  they  not  expect  from  the  patient's  son,  now 
no  longer  an  heir,  and  his  wife,  now  no  longer  a  widow ! 

Think  not,  my  friend,  that  there  is  any  thing  chimerical  in 
such  an  attempt ;  they  already  perform  cures  equally  strange. 
What  can  be  more  truly  astonishing,  than  to  see  old  age 
restored  to  youth,  and  vigour  to  the  most  feeble  constitutions  ? 
Yet  this  is  performed  here  every  day  :  a  simple  electuary 
effects  these  wonders,  even  without  the  bungling  ceremonies 
of  having  the  patient  boiled  up  in  a  kettle,  or  groimd  down 
in  a  mill. 

Few  physicians  here  go  through  the  ordinary  courses  of 
education,  but  receive  all  their  knowledge  of  medicine  by 
immediate  inspiration  from  Heaven.  Some  are  thus  inspired 
even  in  the  womb  ;  and,  what  is  very  remarkable,  understand 
their  profession  as  well  at  three  years  old,  as  at  threescore. 
Others  have  spent  a  great  part  of  their  lives  unconscious  of 
any  latent  excellence,  till  a  bankruptc}',  or  residence  in  jail, 
have  called  their  miraculous  powers  into  exertion.  And 
others  still  there  are  indebted  to  their  superlative  ignorance 
alone  for  success  ;  the  more  ignorant  the  practitioner,  the  less 
capable  is  he  thought  of  deceiving.  The  people  here  judge 
as  they  do  in  the  East,  where  it  is  thought  absolutely 
requisite  that  a  man  should  be  an  idiot,  before  he  pretend  to 
be  either  a  conjuror  or  a  doctor. 

When  a  physician  by  inspiration  is  sent  for,  he  never 
perplexes  the  patient  by  previous  es^amination  ;  he  asks  very 
few  questions,  and  those  only  for  form  sake.  He  knows 
every  disorder  by  intuition ;  he  administers  the  pill  or  drop 
for  every  distemper ;  nor  is  more  inquisitive  than  the  farrier 
while  he  drenches  a  horse.  If  the  patient  lives,  then  has  he 
one  more  to  add  to  the  surviving  list ;  if  he  dies,  then  it  may 
be  justly  said  of  the  patient's  disorder,  that  as  it  was  not  cured, 
the  disorder  was  incurable. 


LETTER  XXV. 

TO  THE  SAJIE. 

I  WAS  some  days  ago  in  company  with  a  politician,  who 
very  pathetically  declaimed  upon  the  miserable  situation  of 
his  country  :  he  assured  me,  that  the  whole  political  machine 
was  moving  in  a  wrong  track,  and  that  scarcely  even  abilities 
like  his  own  could  ever  set  it  right  again.  "  What  have  we," 
said  he,  "  to  do  with  the  wars  on  the  Continent?  we  are  a 
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commercial  nation ;  we  have  only  to  cultivate  commerce,  like 
our  neighbours  the  Dutch  ;  it  is  our  business  to  increase  trade 
by  settling  new  colonies  ;  riches  are  the  strength  of  a  nation ; 
and  for  the  rest,  our  ships,  our  ships  alone,  will  protect  us." 
I  found  it  vain  to  ojipose  my  feeble  arguments  to  those  of  a 
man  who  thought  himself  wise  enough  to  direct  even  the 
ministry.  I  fancied,  however,  that  I  saw  with  more  certaint}', 
because  I  reasoned  without  prejudice  :  I  therefore  begged 
leave,  instead  of  argument,  to  relate  a  short  history.  He  gave 
me  a  smile  at  once  of  condescension  and  contempt ;  and  I 
proceeded  as  follows,  to  describe  "  The  rise  and  declension 

OF  THE  KINGDOM  OF  Lao." 

Northward  of  China,  and  in  one  of  the  doublings  of  the 
great  wall,  the  fruitful  province  of  Lao  enjoyed  its  liberty,  and 
a  peculiar  government  of  its  own.  As  the  inhabitants  were 
on  all  sides  surrounded  by  the  wall,  they  feared  no  sudden 
invasion  from  the  Tartars  ;  and  being  each  possessed  of  pro- 
perty, they  were  zealous  in  its  defence. 

The  natural  consequences  of  security  and  affluence  in  any 
country,  is  a  love  of  pleasure  ;  when  the  wants  of  nature  are 
supplied,  we  seek,  after  the  conveniences  ;  when  possessed  of 
these,  we  desire  the  luxuries  of  life  ;  and  when  every  luxury 
is  provided,  it  is  then  ambition  takes  u]i  the  man,  and  leaves 
him  still  something  to  w  ish  for.  The  inhabitants  of  the  country, 
from  primitive  simplicity,  soon  began  to  aim  at  elegance,  and 
from  elegance  proceeded  to  rehnement.  It  was  now  found 
absolutely  requisite,  for  the  good  of  the  state,  that  the  people 
should  be  divided.  Formerly,  the  same  hand  that  was 
employed  in  tilling  the  ground,  or  in  dressing  up  the  manu- 
factures, was  also,  in  time  of  need,  a  soldier  ;  but  the  custom 
was  now  changed  ;  for  it  was  perceived,  that  a  man  bred  up 
from  childhood  to  the  arts  of  either  peace  or  war,  became 
more  eminent  by  this  means  in  his  respective  profession.  The 
inhabitants  were,  therefore,  now  distinguished  into  artisans 
and  soldiers  ;  and  while  those  improved  the  luxuries  of  life, 
these  watched  for  the  security  of  the  people. 

A  country  possessed  of  freedom  has  always  two  sorts  of 
enemies  to  fear,  —  foreign  foes,  who  attack  its  existence  from 
without,  and  internal  miscreants,  who  betray  its  liberties 
within.  The  inhabitants  of  Lao  were  to  guard  against  both. 
A  country  of  artisans  were  most  likely  to  i)reserve  internal 
liberty  ;  and  a  nation  of  sokliers  were  fittest  to  repel  a  foreign 
invasion.  Hence  naluralh'  rose  a  division  of  opinion  between 
the  artisans  and  soldiers  of  the  kinirdom.     The  artisans,  evir 
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complaining  that  freedom  was  threatened  by  an  armed  internal 
force,  were  for  disbanding  the  soldiers,  and  insisted  that  their 
walls,  their  walls  alone,  were  sufficient  to  repel  the  most 
formidable  invas^ion  :  the  warriors,  on  the  contrary,  represented 
the  power  of  the  neighbouring  kings,  the  combinations  formed 
against  their  state,  and  the  weakness  of  the  wall,  which  every 
earthquake  might  overturn.  While  this  altercation  continued, 
the  kingdom  might  be  justly  said  to  enjoy  its  greatest  share 
of  vigour  :  every  order  in  the  state,  by  being  watchful  over 
each  other,  contributed  to  diffuse  happiness  equally,  and 
balanced  the  state.  The  arts  of  peace  flourished,  nor  were 
those  of  war  neglected  :  the  neighbouring  powers,  who  had 
nothing  to  apprehend  from  the  ambition  of  men  whom  they 
only  saw  solicitous,  not  for  riches,  but  freedom,  were  contented 
to  traffic  with  them  :  they  sent  their  goods  to  be  manufactured 
in  Lao,  and  paid  a  large  price  for  them  upon  their  return. 

By  these  means,  this  people  at  length  became  moderately 
rich,  and  their  opulence  naturally  invited  the  invader :  a 
Tartar  prince  led  an  immense  army  against  them,  and  they  as 
bravely  stood  up  in  their  own  defence  ;  they  were  still 
inspired  with  a  love  of  their  country  ;  they  fought  the  barba- 
rous enemy  with  fortitude,  and  gained  a  complete  victory. 

From  this  moment,  which  they  regarded  as  the  completion 
of  their  glory,  historians  date  their  downfal.  They  had  risen 
in  strength  by  a  love  of  their  country,  and  fell  by  indulging 
ambition.  The  country  possessed  by  the  invading  Tartars, 
seemed  to  them  a  prize  that  would  not  only  render  them  more 
formidable  for  the  future,  but  which  would  increase  their 
opulence  for  the  present  ;  it  was  unanimously  resolved, 
therefore,  both  by  soldiers  and  artisans,  that  those  desolate 
regions  should  be  peopled  by  colonies  from  Lao.  When  a 
trading  nation  begins  to  act  the  conqueror,  it  is  then  perfectly 
undone.  It  subsists  in  some  measure  by  the  support  of  its 
neighbours  :  while  they  continue  to  regard  it  without  envy 
or  apprehension,  trade  may  flourish ;  but  when  once  it  pre- 
sumes to  assert  as  its  right  what  is  only  enjoyed  as  a  favour, 
each  country  reclaims  that  part  of  commerce  which  it  has 
power  to  take  back,  and  turns  it  into  some  other  channel  more 
honourable,  though  perhaps  less  convenient. 

Every  neighbour  now  began  to  regard  with  jealous  eyes 
this  ambitious  commonwealth,  and  forbade  their  sul>jects  any 
future  intercourse  with  them.  The  inhabitants  of  Lao,  how- 
ever, still  pursued  the  same  ambitious  maxims  :  it  was  from 
their  colonies  alone  they  expected  riches  ;   and  riches,  said 
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they,  are  strength,  and  strength  is  security.  Numberless 
were  the  migrations  of  the  desperate  and  enterprising  of  this 
country,  to  peoi)le  the  desolate  dominions  lately  possessed  by 
the  Tartar.  Between  these  colonies  and  the  mother  country, 
a  very  advantageous  traffic  was  at  first  carried  on  :  the  republic 
sent  their  colonies  large  quantities  of  the  manufactures  of  the 
country,  and  they  in  return  provided  the  republic  with  an 
equivalent  in  ivory  and  gingsen.  By  this  means  the  inhabi- 
tants became  immensely  rich,  and  this  produced  an  equal 
degree  of  voluptuousness  ;  for  men  who  have  much  money 
will  always  find  some  fantastical  modes  of  enjoyment.  How 
shall  I  mark  the  steps  by  which  they  declined  ?  Every  colony 
in  process  of  time  spreads  over  the  whole  country  where  it 
first  was  planted.  As  it  grows  more  populous,  it  becomes 
more  polite  ;  and  those  manufactures  for  which  it  was  in  the 
beginning  obliged  to  others,  it  learns  to  dress  up  itself.  Such 
was  the  case  with  the  colonies  of  Lao  :  they,  in  less  than  a 
century,  became  a  powerful  and  a  polite  people,  and  the  more 
polite  they  grew,  the  less  advantageous  was  the  commerce 
which  still  subsisted  between  them  and  others.  By  this  means 
the  mother  country,  being  abridged  in  its  commerce,  grew 
poorer,  but  not  less  luxurious.  Their  former  wealth  had 
introduced  luxury  ;  and  wherever  luxury  once  fixes,  no  art 
can  either  lessen  or  remove  it.  Their  commerce  with  their 
neighbours  was  totally  destroyed,  and  that  with  their  colonies 
was  every  day  naturally  and  necessarily  declining  ;  they  still, 
however,  preserved  the  insolence  of  wealth,  without  a  power 
to  support  it,  and  persevered  in  being  luxurious,  while  con- 
temptible from  poverty.  In  short,  the  state  resembled  one  of 
those  bodies  bloated  with  disease,  whose  bulk  is  only  a  symptom 
of  its  wretchedness. 

Their  former  opulence  only  rendered  them  more  impotent, 
as  those  individuals  who  are  reduced  from  riches  to  poverty, 
are  of  all  men  the  most  unfortunate  and  helpless.  They  had 
imagined,  because  their  colonies  tended  to  make  them  rich 
upon  the  first  acquisition,  they  would  still  continue  to  do  so  ; 
they  now  found,  however,  that  on  themselves  alone  they 
should  have  depended  for  support  ;  that  colonies  ever 
afforded  but  temporary  afthience  ;  and  when  cultivated  and 
polite,  are  no  longer  useful.  From  such  a  concurrence  of 
circumstances  they  soon  became  contemptible.  The  Emperor 
Honti  invaded  them  with  a  powerful  army.  Historians  do 
not  say  whether  their  colonies  were  too  remote  to  lend 
assistance,  or  else  were  desirous  of  shaking  otf  their  depen- 
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dence  ;  but  certain  it  is,  they  scarcely  made  any  resistance  : 
their  walls  were  now  found  but  a  weak  defence,  and  they  at 
length  were  obliged  to  acknowledge  subjection  to  the  empire 
of  China. 

Happy,  very  happy  might  they  have  been,  had  they  known 
when  to  bound  their  riches  and  their  glory  ;  had  they  known 
that  extending  empire  is  often  diminishing  power  ;  that 
countries  are  ever  strongest  which  are  internally  powerful  ; 
that  colonies,  by  draining  away  the  brave  and  enterprising, 
leave  the  country  in  the  hands  of  the  timid  and  avaricious  ; 
that  walls  give  little  protection,  unless  manned  with  resolu- 
tion ;  that  too  much  commerce  may  injure  a  nation  as  well  as 
too  little  ;  and  that  there  is  a  wide  difference  between  a  con- 
quering and  a  flourishing  empire.     Adieu. 


LETTER  XXVI, 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Though  fond  of  many  acquaintances,  I  desire  an  intimac}' 
only  with  a  few.  The  Man  in  Black,*  whom  I  have  often 
mentioned,  is  one  whose  friendship  I  could  wish  to  acquire, 
because  he  possesses  my  esteem.  His  manners,  it  is  true,  are 
tinctured  with  some  strange  inconsistences  ;  and  he  may  be 
justly  termed  a  humourist  in  a  nation  of  humourists.  Though 
he  is  generous  even  to  profusion,  he  affects  to  be  thought  a 
prodigy  of  parsimony  ^nd  prudence  ;  though  his  conversation 
be  replete  with  the  most  sordid  and  selfish  maxims,  his  heart 
is  dilated  with  the  most  unbounded  love.  I  have  known  him 
profess  himself  a  man-hater,  while  his  cheek  was  glowing  with 
compassion  ;  and,  while  his  looks  were  softened  into  pity,  I 
have  he^rd  him  use  the  language  of  the  most  unbounded  ill- 
nature.  Some  affect  humanity  and  tenderness,  others  boast 
of  having  such  dispositions  from  nature  ;  but  he  is  the  only 
man  I  ever  knew  who  seemed  ashamed  of  his  natural  benevo- 
lence. He  takes  as  much  pains  to  hide  his  feelings,  as  any 
hypocrite  would  to  conceal  his  indifference  ;  but  on  every 
unguarded  moment  the  mask  drops  off,  and  reveals  him  to  the 
most  Buperficial  observer. 

In  one  of  our  late  excursions  into  the  country,  happening  to 

•  See  Letters  XIII.  and  XX.  ante.  This  character,  which  in  many 
points  bears  a  striking  reseniWance  to  that  of  Goldsmith  himself,  was 
intended  for  his  father,  the  Rev.  Charles  Goldsmith.     See  Life, — B. 
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discourse  upon  the  provision  that  \yas  made  for  the  poor  in 
England,  he  seemed  amazed  how  an}'  of  his  countrymen  could 
be  so  foolishly  weak  as  to  relieve  occasional  objects  of  charity, 
when  the  laws  had  made  such  ample  provision  for  their  support. 
"  In  every  parish-house,"  says  he,  "  the  poor  are  sujiplied  with 
food,  clothes,  fire,  and  a  bed  to  lie  on  ;  they  want  no  more,  I 
desire  no  more  myself;  yet  still  they  seem  discontented.  I 
am  surprised  at  the  inactivity  of  our  magistrates,  in  not  taking 
up  such  vagrants,  who  are  only  a  weight  upon  the  industrious  ; 
I  am  surprised  that  the  people  are  found  to  relieve  them,  when 
they  must  be  at  the  same  time  sensible  that  it,  in  some  measure, 
encourages  idleness,  extravagance,  and  imposture.  Were  I  to 
advise  any  man  for  whom  I  had  the  least  regard,  I  would 
caution  him  by  all  means  not  to  be  imposed  upon  by  their 
false  pretences  :  let  me  assure  you,  sir,  they  are  impostors, 
every  one  of  them,  and  rather  merit  a  jnison  than  relief." 

He  was  proceeding  in  this  strain,  earnestly  to  dissuade  me 
from  an  imprudence  of  which  I  am  seldom  guilty,  when  an 
old  man,  who  still  had  about  him  the  remnants  of  tattered 
finery,  implored  our  compassion.  He  assured  us  that  he  was 
no  common  beggar,  but  forced  into  the  shameful  profession, 
to  support  a  dying  wife,   and  five   hungry  children.     Being 

f)repossessed  against  such  falsehoods,  his  story  had  not  the 
east  influence  upon  me  ;  but  it  was  quite  otherwise  with  the 
Man  in  Black  :  I  could  see  it  visibly  operate  upon  his  coun- 
tenance, and  eflectually  interrupt  his  harangue.  I  could  easily 
perceive,  that  his  heart  burned  to  relieve  the  five  starving 
children,  but  he  seemed  ashamed  to  discover  his  \veakness  to 
me.  While  he  thus  hesitated  between  compassion  and  pride, 
I  pretended  to  look  another  wa^',  and  he  seized  this  opportu- 
nity of  giving  the  poor  petitioner  a  piece  of  silver,  bidding 
him  at  the  same  time,  in  order  that  I  should  not  hear,  go  work 
for  his  bread,  and  not  tease  passengers  with  such  impertinent 
falsehoods  for  the  future. 

As  he  had  fancied  himself  quite  unperceived,  he  continued, 
as  we  proceeded,  to  rail  against  beggars  with  as  much  animo- 
sity as  before  ;  he  threw  in  some  episodes  on  his  own  amazing 
prudence  and  economy,  with  his  profound  skill  in  discovering 
impostors ;  he  explained  the  manner  in  whicli  he  would  deal 
with  beggars  were  he  a  magistrate,  hinted  at  enlarging  some 
of  the  prisons  for  their  reception,  and  told  two  stories  of  ladies 
that  were  robbed  by  beggar-men.  He  was  beginninif  a  third 
to  the  same  purpose,  when  a  sailor  with  a  wooden  log  once 
more  crossed  our  walks,  desiring  our  pity,  and  blessing  our 
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limbs.  I  was  for  Eroing  on  without  takinor  any  notice,  but  my 
friend  looking  wistfully  upon  the  poor  petitioner,  bid  me  stop, 
and  he  would  shew  me  with  how  much  ease  he  could  at  any 
time  detect  an  impostor. 

He  now,  therefore,  assumed  a  look  of  importance,  and  in 
an  angry  tone  began  to  examine  the  sailor,  demanding  in  what 
engagement  he  was  thus  disabled  and  rendered  unfit  for  service. 
The  sailor  replied,  in  a  tone  as  angrily  as  he,  that  he  had  been 
an  officer  on  board  a  private  ship  of  war,  and  that  he  had  lost 
his  leg  abroad,  in  defence  of  those  who  did  nothing  at  home. 
At  this  reply,  all  my  friend's  importance  vanished  in  a  moment ; 
he  had  not  a  single  question  more  to  ask  ;  he  now  only  studied 
what  method  he  should  take  to  relieve  him  unobserved.  He 
had,  however,  no  easy  part  to  act,  as  he  was  obliged  to  preserve 
the  appearance  of  ill-nature  before  me,  and  yet  relieve  himself 
by  relieving  the  sailor.  Casting,  therefore,  a  furious  look  upon 
some  bundles  of  chips  which  the  fellow  carried  in  a  string  at 
his  back,  my  friend  demanded  how  he  sold  his  matches  ;  but, 
not  waiting  for  a  reply,  desired,  in  a  surly  tone,  to  have  a 
shilling's  worth.  The  sailor  seemed  at  first  surprised  at  his 
demand,  but  soon  recollecting  himself,  and  presenting  his 
whole  bundle,  "  Here,  master,"  says  he,  "  take  all  my  cargo, 
and  a  blessing  into  the  bargain." 

It  is  impossible  to  describe  with  what  an  air  of  triumph  my 
friend  marched  oflP  with  his  new  purchase  :  he  assured  me, 
that  he  was  firmly  of  opinion  that  those  fellows  must  have 
stolen  their  goods,  who  could  thus  afford  to  sell  them  fbr  half 
value.  He  informed  me  of  several  different  uses  to  which 
those  chips  might  be  applied  ;  he  expatiated  largely  upon  the 
savings  that  would  result  from  lighting  candles  with  a  match, 
instead  of  thrusting  them  into  the  fire.  He  averred,  that  he 
would  as  soon  have  parted  with  a  tooth  as  his  money  to  those 
vagabonds,  unless  for  some  valuable  consideration.  I  cannot 
tell  how  long  this  panegyric  upon  frugality  and  matches  might 
have  continued,  had  not  his  attention  been  called  off  by  another 
object  more  distressful  than  either  of  the  former.  A  woman 
in  rags,  with  one  child  in  her  arms,  and  another  on  her  back, 
was  attempting  to  sing  ballads,  but  with  such  a  mournful  voice, 
that  it  was  difficult  to  determine  whether  she  was  singing  or 
crying.  A  wretch,  who  in  the  deepest  distress  still  aimed  at 
good-humour,  was  an  object  my  friend  was  by  no  means  capable 
of  v\ilhstanding  :  his  vivacity  and  his  discourse  were  instantly 
intcnupted  ;  upon  this  occasion,  his  very  dissimulation  had 
forsaken  him.     Even  in  my  presence  he  immediately  applied 
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bis  hands  to  his  pockets,  in  order  to  relieve  her  ;  but  guess 
his  confusion  when  he  found  he  had  already  given  away  all 
the  monej'  he  carried  about  him  to  former  objects.  The 
misery  painted  in  the  woman's  visage  was  not  half  so  strongly 
expressed  as  the  agony  in  his.  He  continued  to  search  for 
some  time,  but  to  no  purpose,  till,  at  length  recollecting  him- 
self, with  a  face  of  ineffable  good-nature,  as  he  had  no  money, 
he  put  into  her  hands  his  shilling's  worth  of  matches. 


LETTER  XXVII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

As  there  appeared  something  reluctantly  good  in  the  cha- 
racter of  my  companion,  I  must  own  it  surprised  me  what  could 
be  his  motives  for  thus  concealing  virtues  which  others  take 
such  pains  to  display.  I  was  unable  to  repress  my  desire  of 
knowing  the  history  of  a  man  who  thus  seemed  to  act  under 
continual  restraint,  and  whose  benevolence  was  rather  the  effect 
of  appetite  than  reason. 

It  was  not,  however,  till  after  repeated  solicitations  he 
thought  proper  to  gratify  my  curiosity.  "  If  you  are  fond," 
says  he,  "  of  hearing  hairbreadth  'scapes,  my  history  must 
certainly  please  ;  for  1  have  been  for  twenty  years  upon  the 
very  verge  of  starving,  without  ever  being  starved. 

"  My  father,  the  younger  son  of  a  good  family,  was  possessed 
of  a  small  living  in  the  church.  *  His  education  was  above 
his  fortune,  and  his  generosity  greater  than  his  education. 
Poor  as  he  was,  he  had  his  flatterers  still  poorer  than  himself; 
for  every  dinner  he  gave  them,  they  returned  an  ecjuivalent 
in  praise,  and  this  was  all  he  wanted.  The  same  ambition 
that  actuates  a  monarch  at  the  head  of  an  army,  influenced 
my  father  at  the  head  of  his  table  :  he  told  the  story  of  the 
ivy-tree,  and  that  was  laughed  at  ;  he  repeated  the  jest  of  the 
two  scholars  and  one  pair  of  breeches,  and  the  company 
laughed  at  that  ;  but  the  story  of  Tafiy  in  the  sedan-chair, 
was  sure  to  set  the  table  in  a  roar  :  thus  his  pleasure  increased 
in  proportion  to  the  pleasure  he  gave  ;  he  loved  all  the  world, 
and  he  fancied  all  the  world  loved  him. 

"  As  his  fortune  was  but  small,  he  lived  up  to  the  very 

•  From  this  little  sketch,  it  might  have  been  supposed  that  the  Man 
in  Black's  father,  not  himself,  was  the  character  meant  for  the  Rev. 
Charles  Goliisinith,  were  it  not  that  all  our  author's  biographers  agree 
in  a.«serting  the  contrary.     (See  ante,  p.  71.) — B. 


CITIZEN'  OF  THE  WORLD.  75 

extent  of  it  ;  he  had  no  intentions  of  leaving  his  children 
money,  for  that  was  dross  ;  he  was  resolved  they  should  have 
learning ;  for  learning,  he  used  to  observe,  was  better  than 
silver  or  gold.  For  this  purpose,  he  undertook  to  instruct  us 
himself;  and  took  as  much  pains  to  form  our  morals,  as  to 
improve  our  understanding.  We  were  told,  that  universal 
benevolence  was  what  first  cemented  society  ;  we  were  taught 
to  consider  all  the  wants  of  mankind  as  our  own  ;  to  regard 
the  human  face  divine  with  affection  and  esteem  ;  he  wound 
us  up  to  be  mere  machines  of  pity,  and  rendered  us  incapable 
of  withstanding  the  slightest  impulse  made  either  by  real  or 
fictitious  distress  ;  in  a  word,  we  were  perfectly  instructed  in 
the  art  of  giving  away  thousands,  before  we  were  taught  the 
more  necessary  qualifications  of  getting  a  farthing. 

"  I  cannot  avoid  imagining,  that  thus  refined  by  his  lessons 
out  of  all  my  suspicion,  and  divested  of  even  all  the  little 
cunning  which  nature  had  given  me,  I  resembled,  upon  my 
first  entrance  into  the  busy  and  insidious  world,  one  of  those 
gladiators  who  were  exposed  without  armour  in  the  amphi- 
theatre "at  Rome.  My  father,  however,  who  had  only  seen 
the  world  on  one  side,  seemed  to  triumph  in  my  superior 
discernment ;  though  my  whole  stock  of  wisdom  consisted  in 
being  able  to  talk  like  himself  upon  subjects  that  once  were 
useful,  because  they  were  then  topics  of  the  busy  world,  but 
that  now  were  utterly  useless,  because  connected  with  the 
busy  world  no  longer. 

"  The  first  opportunity  he  had  of  finding  his  expectations 
disappointed,  was  in  the  very  middling  figure  I  made  in  the 
university  ;  he  had  flattered  himself  that  he  should  soon  see 
me  rising  into  the  foremost  rank  in  literary  reputation,  but 
was  mortified  to  find  me  utterly  unnoticed  and  unknown. 
His  disappointment  might  have  been  partly  ascribed  to  his 
having  overrated  my  talents,  and  partly  to  my  dislike  of 
mathematical  reasonings,  at  a  time  when  my  imagination  and 
memory,  yet  unsatisfied,  were  more  eager  after  new  objects, 
than  desirous  of  reasoning  upon  those  I  knew.  This  did  not, 
however,  please  my  tutor,  who  observed,  indeed,  that  I  was  a 
little  dull  ;  but  at  the  same  time  allowed,  that  I  seemed  to  be 
very  good-natured,  and  had  no  harm  in  me. 

"  After  I  had  resided  at  college  seven  years,  my  father 
died,  and  left  me — his  blessing.  Thus  shoved  from  shore 
without  ill-nature  to  protect,  or  cunning  to  guide,  or  proper 
stores  to  subsist  me  in  so  dangerous  a  voyage,  I  was  obliged 
to  embark  in  the  wide  world  at  twentv-two.     But,  in  order  to 
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settle  in  life,  my  friends  advised,  (for  they  always  advise 
when  they  begin  to  despise  us,)  they  advised  me,  I  say,  to  go 
into  orders. 

"  To  be  obliged  to  wear  a  long  wig,  when  1  liked  a  short 
one,  or  a  black  coat,  when  I  generally  dressed  in  brown,  I 
thought  was  such  a  restraint  upon  ray  liberty,  that  I  absolutely 
rejected  the  proposal.  A  priest  in  England  is  not  the  same 
mortified  creature  with  a  bonze  in  China :  with  us,  not  he 
that  fasts  best,  but  eats  best,  is  reckoned  the  best  liver  ;  yet  I 
rejected  a  life  of  luxury,  indolence,  and  ease,  from  no  other 
consideration  but  that  boyish  one  of  dress.  So  that  my 
friends  were  now  perfectly  satisfied  I  was  undone  ;  and  yet 
they  thought  it  a  pity  for  one  who  had  not  the  least  harm  in 
him,  and  was  so  very  good-natured. 

"  Poverty  naturally  begets  dependence,  and  I  was  admitted 
as  flatterer  to  a  great  man.  At  first,  I  was  surprised  that  the 
situation  of  a  flatterer  at  a  great  man's  table  could  be  thought 
disagreeable  :  there  was  no  great  trouble  in  listening  atten- 
tively when  his  lordship  spoke,  and  laughing  when  he  looked 
round  for  applause.  This  even  good  manners  might  have 
obliged  me  to  perform.  I  found,  however,  too  soon,  that  his 
lordship  was  a  greater  dunce  than  myself ;  and  from  that  very 
moment  flattery  was  at  an  end.  I  now  rather  aimed  at  setting 
him  right,  than  at  receiving  his  absurdities  with  submission  : 
to  flatter  those  Me  do  not  know  is  an  easy  task;  but  to  flatter 
our  intimate  acquaintances,  all  whose  foibles  are  strongly  in 
our  eye,  is  drudgery  insupportable.  Every  time  I  now  opened 
my  lips  in  praise,  my  falsehood  went  to  my  conscience  :  his 
lordship  soon  perceived  me  to  be  very  unfit  for  service  ;  I  was 
therefore  discharged  ;  my  patron  at  the  same  time  being 
graciously  pleased  to  observe,  that  he  believed  I  was  tolerably 
good-natured,  and  had  not  the  least  harm  in  me. 

"  Disappointed  in  ambition,  I  had  recourse  to  love.  A 
young  lady,  who  lived  with  her  aunt,  and  was  possessed  of  a 
pretty  fortune  in  her  own  disposal,  had  given  me,  as  I  fancied, 
some  reason  to  expect  success.  The  symptoms  by  which  I 
was  guided  were  striking.  She  had  always  laughed  with  me 
at  her  awkward  acquaintance,  and  at  her  aunt  among  the 
number ;  she  always  observed,  that  a  man  of  sense  would 
make  a  better  husband  than  a  fool,  and  I  as  constantly 
applied  the  observation  in  my  own  favour.  She  continually 
talked,  in  my  com])any,  of  friendship  and  the  beauties 
of  the  mind,  and  spoke  of  Mr  Shrimp  my  rival's  high- 
heeled  shoes,  with  detestation.      These  were  circumstances 
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which  I  thought  strongly  in  my  favour  ;  so,  after  resolving, 
and  re-resolving,  I  had  courage  enough  to  tell  her  my  mind. 
Miss  heard  my  proposal  with  serenity,  seeming  at  the  same 
time  to  stud\-  the  figures  of  her  fan.  Out  at  last  it  came  : 
There  was  but  one  small  objection  to  complete  our  happiness, 

which  was  no   more  than that  she   was   married   three 

months  before  to  Mr  Shrimp,  with  high-heeled  shoes  !  By 
way  of  consolation,  however,  she  observed,  that,  though  I  was 
disappointed  in  her,  my  addresses  to  her  aunt  would  probably 
kindle  her  into  sensibility  ;  as  the  old  lady  always  allowed 
me  to  be  very  good-natured,  and  not  to  have  the  least  share 
of  harm  in  me. 

"  Yet  still  I  had  friends,  numerous  friends,  and  to  them  I 
was  resolved  to  apply.  O  friendship  I  thou  fond  soother  of 
the  human  breast,  to  thee  we  fly  in  every  calamity  ;  to  thee 
the  wretched  seek  for  succour  ;  on  thee  the  care-tired  son  of 
misery  fondly  relies ;  from  th}'  kind  assistance  the  unfortunate 
always  hopes  relief,  and  may  be  ever  sure  of — disappointment. 
My  first  application  w£is  to  a  city  scrivener,  who  had 
frequently  ottered  to  lend  me  money,  when  he  knew  I  did  not 
want  it.  I  informed  him,  that  now  was  the  time  to  put  his 
friendship  to  the  test  ;  that  I  wanted  to  borrow  a  couple  of 
hundreds  for  a  certain  occasion,  and  was  resolved  to  take  it 
up  from  him.  '  And  j^ray,  sir,'  cried  my  friend,  '  do  you  want 
all  this  money?' — '  Indeed,  I  never  wanted  it  more,'  returned 
I.  '  I  am  sorry  for  that,'  cries  the  scrivener,  '  with  all  my 
heart  ;  for  they  who  want  money  when  they  come  to  borrow, 
will  always  want  money  when  they  should  come  to  pay.' 

"  From  him  I  flew  with  indignation,  to  one  of  the  best 
friends  I  had  in  the  world,  and  made  the  same  request. 
'  Indeed,  Mr  Drybone,'  cries  my  friend,  '  I  always  thought  it 
would  come  to  this.  You  know,  sir,  I  would  not  advise  you 
but  for  your  own  good  ;  but  your  conduct  has  hitherto  been 
ridiculous  in  the  highest  degree,  and  some  of  your  acquaintance 
always  thought  you  a  very  silly  fellow.  Let  me  see  —  you 
want  two  hundred  pounds.  Do  you  only  want  two  hundred, 
sir,  exactly  r' — '  To  confess  a  truth,'  returned  I,  '  I  shall  want 
three  hundred ;  but  then  I  have  another  friend,  from  whom  I 
can  borrow  the  rest.'  — '  Why,  then,'  replied  my  iVicnd,  '  if 
}ou  would  take  my  advice,  (and  you  know  I  should  nut 
j)resume  to  advise  you  but  for  your  own  good,)  I  would 
recijmmeml  it  to  you  to  borrow  the  whole  sum  from  that 
otlier  friend  ;  and  then  one  note  v^ili  serve  for  all,  you  know.' 

"  Poverty  now  began  to  come  fast  upon  uic  ;  yet  instead  of 
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growing-  more  provident  or  cautious  as  I  grew  poor,  I  became 
every  day  more  indolent  and  simple.  A  friend  was  arrested 
for  fifty  pounds  ;  I  was  unable  to  extricate  him,  except  by 
becoming  his  bail.  When  at  liberty,  he  fled  from  his  creditors, 
and  left  me  to  take  his  place.  In  prison  I  expected  greater 
satisfactions  than  I  had  enjoyed  at  large.  I  hoped  to  converse 
with  men  in  this  new  world,  simple  and  believing  like  myself; 
but  I  found  them  as  cunning  and  as  cautious  as  those  in  the 
world  I  had  left  behind.  They  spungcd  up  my  money  while 
it  lasted,  borrowed  my  coals  and  never  paid  for  them,  and 
cheated  me  when  I  played  at  cribbage.  All  this  was  done 
because  they  believed  me  to  be  very  good-natured,  and  knew 
that  I  had  no  harm  in  me. 

"  Upon  my  first  entrance  into  this  mansion,  which  is  to 
some  the  abode  of  despair,  I  felt  no  sensations  diflerent  from 
those  I  experienced  abroad.  I  was  now  on  one  side  the 
door,  and  those  who  were  unconfined  were  on  the  other  :  this 
was  all  the  difference  between  us.  At  first,  indeed,  I  felt 
some  uncEisiness,  in  considering  how  I  should  be  able  to 
provide  this  week  for  the  wants  of  the  week  ensuing  ;  but, 
after  some  time,  if  I  found  myself  sure  of  eating  one  day,  I 
never  troubled  my  head  how  I  was  to  be  supplied  another. 
I  seized  every  precarious  meal  with  the  utmost  good-humour; 
indulged  no  rants  of  spleen  at  my  situation  ;  never  called 
down  Heaven  and  all  the  stars  to  behold  me  dining  upon  a 
halfpenny  worth  of  radishes  ;  my  very  companions  were  taught 
to  believe  that  I  liked  salad  better  than  mutton.  I  con- 
tented myself  with  thinking,  that  all  my  life  I  should  either 
eat  white  bread  or  brown  ;  considered  that  all  that  happened 
was  best ;  laughed  when  I  was  not  in  pain,  took  the  world  as 
it  went,  and  read  Tacitus  often,  for  want  of  more  books  and 
company. 

"  How  long  I  might  have  continued  in  this  torpid  state  of 
simplicity  I  cannot  tell,  had  I  not  been  roused  by  seeing  an 
old  acquaintance,  whom  I  knew  to  be  a  prudent  blockhead, 
preferred  to  a  place  in  the  government.  I  now  found  that  I 
had  pursued  a  wrong  track,  and  that  the  true  way  of  being 
able  to  relieve  others,  was  first  to  aim  at  independence  myself: 
my  immediate  care,  therefore,  was  to  leave  my  present 
habitation,  and  make  an  entire  reformation  in  my  conduct  and 
behaviour.  For  a  free,  open,  uuilesigning  deportment,  I  put 
on  that  of  closeness,  prudence,  and  economy.  One  of  the 
most  heroic  actions  I  ever  performed,  and  for  which  I  shall 
praise  myself  as  long  as  I  live,  was  the  refusing  half-a-crown 
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to  an  old  acquaintance,  at  the  time  when  he  wanted  it,  and  I 
had  it  to  spare  :  for  this  alone  I  deserve  to  be  decreed  an 
ovation.* 

"  I  now  therefore  pursued  a  course  of  uninternipted  frugality, 
seldom  wanted  a  dinner,  and  was  consequently  invited  to 
twenty.  I  soon  began  to  get  the  character  of  a  saving  hunks 
that  had  money,  and  insensibly  grew  into  esteem.  Neighbours 
have  asked  my  advice  in  the  disposal  of  their  daughters  ;  and 
I  have  always  taken  care  not  to  give  any.  I  have  contracted 
a  friendship  with  an  alderman,  only  by  observing,  that  if  we 
take  a  farthing  from  a  thousand  pounds,  it  will  be  a  thousand 
pounds  no  longer.  1  have  been  invited  to  a  pawnbroker's 
table,  by  pretending  to  hate  gravy  ;  and  am  now  actually  upon 
treaty  of  marriage  with  a  rich  widow,  for  only  having  observed 
that  the  bread  was  rising.  If  ever  I  am  asked  a  question, 
whether  I  know  it  or  not,  instead  of  answering,  I  only  smih,- 
and  look  wise.  If  a  charity  is  proposed,  I  go  about  Vrith  the 
hat,  but  put  nothing  in  myself.  If  a  wretch  solicits  my  pity, 
I  observe  that  the  world  is  filled  with  impostors,  and  take  a 
certain  method  of  not  being  deceived,  by  never  relieving.  In 
short,  I  now  find  the  truest  way  of  finding  esteem,  even  from 
the  indigent,  is  to  give  away  nothing,  and  thus  have  much  in 
our  power  to  give." 


LETTER  XXVIII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Lately,  in  company  with  my  friend  in  black,  whose  con- 
versation is  now  both  my  amusement  and  instruction,  I  could 
not  avoid  observing  the  great  numbers  of  old  bachelors  and 
maiden  ladies  with  which  this  city  seems  to  be  overrun.  "  Sure, 
marriage,"  said  I,  "  is  not  sufficiently  encouraged,  or  we  should 
never  behold  such  crowds  of  battered  beaux  and  decayed 
coquettes,  still  attempting  to  drive  a  trade  they  have  been  so 
long  unfit  for,  and  swarming  upon  the  gayety  of  the  age.  I 
behold  an  old  bachelor  in  the  most  contemptible  light,  as  an 
animal  that  lives  upon  the  common  stock  without  contributing 
his  share  :  he  is  a  beast  of  prey,  and  the  laws  should  make  use 
of  as  many  stratagems,  and  as  much  force,  to  drive  the  reluc- 
tant savage  into  the  toils,  as  the  Indians  when  they  hunt  the 

•  The  ovation  was  the  lesser  triumph  decreed  by  the  Romans  to  their 
successful  generals.  It  obtained  its  name  from  the  sacrifice  being  in  this 
case  sheep  (ovis)  instead  of  bullocks,  which  were  reserved  for  the  greater 
triumph 
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rhinoceros.  The  mob  shoukl  be  permitted  to  halloo  after 
him,  boys  may  play  tricks  on  him  with  impunity,  every  well- 
bred  company  should  laugh  at  him  ;  and  if,  when  turned  of 
sixty,  he  offered  to  make  love,  his  mistress  might  spit  in  his 
face,  or,  what  would  be  perhaps  a  greater  punishment,  should 
fairly  grant  the  favour. 

"  As  for  old  maids,"  continued  I,  "  they  should  not  be  treated 
with  so  much  severity,  because  I  suppose  none  would  be  so  if 
they  could.  No  ludy  in  her  senses  would  choose  to  make  a 
subordinate  figure  at  christenings  or  lyings-in,  when  she  might 
be  the  principal  herself  ;  nor  curry  favour  with  a  sister-in-law, 
when  she  might  command  a  husband  ;  nor  toil  in  preparing 
custards,  when  she  might  lie  a-bed,  and  give  directions  how 
they  ought  to  be  made  ;  nor  stifle  all  her  sensations  in  demure 
formality,  when  she  might,  with  matrimonial  freedom,  shake  her 
acquaintance  by  the  hand,  and  wink  at  a  double  entendre.  No 
lady  could  be  so  very  silly  as  to  live  single,  if  she  could  help  it, 
I  consider  an  unmarried  lady,  declining  into  the  vale  of  years, 
as  one  of  those  charming  countries  bordering  on  China,  that 
lies  waste  for  want  of  proper  inhabitants.  We  are  not  to  accuse 
the  country,  but  the  ignorance  of  its  neighbours,  who  are  in- 
sensible of  its  beauties,  though  at  liberty  to  enter  and  cultivate 
the  soil." 

"  Indeed,  sir,"  replied  my  companion,  "  you  are  very  little 
acquainted  with  the  English  ladies,  to  think  they  are  old  maids 
against  their  will.  I  dare  venture  to  affirm,  that  you  can 
hardly  select  one  of  them  all,  but  has  had  frequent  offers  of 
marriage,  which  either  jiride  or  avarice  has  not  made  her  reject. 
Instead  of  thinking  it  a  disgrace,  they  take  every  occasion  to 
boast  of  their  former  cruelty  ;  a  soldier  does  not  exult  more 
when  he  counts  over  the  wounds  he  has  received,  than  a  female 
veteran  when  she  relates  the  wounds  she  has  formerly  given  : 
exhaustless  when  she  begins  a  narrative  of  the  former  death- 
dealing  power  of  her  eyes.  She  tells  of  the  knight  in  gold  lace, 
who  died  with  a  single  frown,  and  never  rose  again  till  —  he  was 
married  to  his  maid  ;  of  the  squire  who,  being  cruelly  denied, 
in  a  rage  flew  to  the  window,  and  lilting  u])  the  sash,  threw 
himself  in  an  agony  —  into  his  arm-chair ;  of  the  parson,  who, 
crossed  in  love,  resolutely  swallowed  oj^ium,  which  banished 
the  stings  of  despised  love  by  —  making  iiim  sleep.  In  short, 
she  talks  over  her  former  losses  witli  jjleasun;,  and,  like  some 
tradesmen,  finds  consolation  in  the  many  bankruptcies  she  has 
suffered. 

"  For  this  reason,  whenever  I  see  a  superannuated  beauty 
still  unmarried,  1  tacitly  accuse  her  either  of  pride,  avarice, 
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coquetry,  or  affectation.  There's  Miss  Jenny  Tinderbox,  I 
once  remember  her  to  have  had  some  beauty,  and  a  moderate 
fortune.  Her  elder  sister  happened  to  marry  a  man  of  quaUty, 
and  this  seemed  as  a  statute  of  virginity  against  poor  Jane. 
Because  there  was  one  lucky  hit  in  the  family,  she  was  resolved 
not  to  disgrace  it  by  introducing  a  tradesman.  By  thus  reject- 
ing her  equals,  and  neglected  or  despised  by  her  superiors,  she 
now  acts  in  the  capacity  of  tutoress  to  her  sister's  children,  and 
undergoes  the  drudgery  of  three  servants,  without  receiving 
the  wages  of  one. 

"  Miss  Squeeze  was  a  pawnbroker's  daughter  ;  her  father 
had  early  taught  her  that  money  was  a  very  good  thing,  and 
left  her  a  moderate  fortune  at  his  death.  She  was  so  perfectly 
sensible  of  the  value  of  what  she  had  got,  that  she  was  resolved 
never  to  part  with  a  farthing  without  an  equality  on  the  part 
of  her  suitor  ;  she  thus  refused  several  offers  made  her  by 
people  who  wanted  to  better  themselves,  as  the  saying  is  ;  and 
grew  old  and  ill-natured,  without  ever  considering  that  she 
should  have  made  an  abatement  in  her  pretensions,  from  her 
face  being  pale,  and  marked  with  the  small-pox. 

"  Lady  Betty  Tempest,  on  the  contrary,  had  beauty,  with 
fortune  and  family.  But,  fond  of  conquest,  she  passed  from 
triumph  to  triumph :  she  had  read  plays  and  romances,  and 
there  had  learned,  that  a  plain  man  of  common  sense  was  no 
better  than  a  fool ;  such  she  refused,  and  sighed  only  for  the 
gay,  giddy,  inconstant,  and  thoughtless.  After  she  had  thus 
rejected  hundreds  who  liked  her,  and  sighed  for  hundreds  who 
despised  her,  she  found  herself  insensibly  deserted  :  at  present 
she  b  company  only  for  her  aunts  and  cousins,  and  sometimes 
makes  one  in  a  country-danc«,  with  only  one  of  the  chairs  for 
a  partner,  casts  otF  round  a  joint-stool,  and  sets  to  a  corner 
cupboard.  In  a  word,  she  is  treated  with  civil  contempt  from 
every  quarter,  and  placed,  like  a  piece  of  old-fashioned  lumber, 
merely  to  fill  up  a  corner, 

"  But  Sophronia,  the  sagacious  Sophronia,  how  shall  I 
mention  her  ?  She  was  taught  to  love  Greek,  and  hate  the 
men  from  her  very  infancy ;  she  has  rejected  fine  gentlemen 
because  they  were  not  pedants,  and  pedants  because  they  were 
not  fine  gentlemen  ;  her  exquisite  sensibility  has  taught  her  to 
discover  every  fault  in  every  lover,  and  her  inflexible  justice 
has  prevented  her  pardoning  them :  thus  she  rejected  several 
offers,  till  the  wrinkles  of  age  had  overtaken  her  ;  and  now, 
without  one  good  feature  in  her  face,  she  talks  incessantly  of 
the  beauties  of  the  mind."  —  Farewell. 
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LETTER  XXIX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Were  we  to  estimate  the  learning  of  the  English  by  the 
number  of  books  that  are  every  day  published  among  them, 
perhaps  no  country,  not  even  China  itself,  could  equal  them  in 
this  particular.  I  have  reckoned  not  less  than  twenty-three 
new  books  published  in  one  day,  which,  upon  computation, 
makes  eight  thousand  three  hundred  and  ninety-five  in  one  year. 
Most  of  these  are  not  confined  to  one  single  science,  but  embrace 
the  whole  circle.  History,  politics,  poetry,  mathematics,  meta- 
physics, and  the  philosophy  of  nature,  are  all  comprised  in  a 
manual  not  larger  than  that  in  which  our  children  are  taught 
the  letters.  If,  then,  we  suppose  the  learned  of  England  to 
read  but  an  eighth  part  of  the  works  which  daily  come  from 
the  press,  (and  surely  none  can  pretend  to  learning  upon  less 
easy  terms,)  at  this  rate  every  scholar  will  read  a  thousand 
books  in  one  year.  From  such  a  calculation,  you  may  con- 
jecture what  an  amazing  fund  of  literature  a  man  must  be 
possessed  of,  who  thus  reads  three  new  books  every  day,  not 
one  of  which  but  contains  all  the  good  things  that  ever  were 
said  or  written. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  it  happens,  but  the  English  are 
not,  in  reality,  so  learned  as  would  seem  from  this  calculation. 
We  meet  but  few  who  know  all  arts  and  sciences  to  perfection  ; 
whether  it  is  that  the  generality  are  incapable  of  such  extensive 
knowledge,  or  that  the  authors  of  those  books  are  not  adequate 
instructors.  In  China,  the  emperor  himself  takes  cognizance 
of  all  the  doctors  in  the  kingdom  who  profess  authorship.  In 
England,  every  man  may  be  an  author,  that  can  write  ;  for 
they  have  by  law  a  liberty,  not  only  of  saying  what  they  please, 
but  of  being  also  as  dull  as  they  please. 

Yesterday,  I  testified  my  surprise  to  the  Man  in  Black, 
where  writers  could  be  found  in  suflScient  number  to  throw  otl" 
the  books  I  daily  saw  crowding  from  the  press.  I  at  first 
imagined  that  their  learned  seminaries  might  take  this  method 
of  instructing  the  world.  But  to  obviate  this  objection,  my 
companion  assured  me,  that  the  doctors  of  colleges  never  wrote, 
and  that  some  of  them  had  actually  forgot  their  reading  ;  "  but 
if  you  desire,"  continued  he,  "  to  see  a  collection  of  authors, 
I  fancy  I  can  introduce  you  this  evening  to  a  club,  which 
assembles  every  Saturday  at  seven,  at  the  sign  of  the  Broom, 
near  Islington,  to  talk  over  the  business  of  the  last,  and  the 
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entertainment  of  the  week  ensuing."  I  accepted  his  invitation  ; 
we  walked  together,  and  entered  the  house  some  time  before 
the  usual  hour  for  the  company  assembhng. 

My  friend  took  this  opportunity  of  letting  me  into  the  cha- 
racters of  the  principal  members  of  the  club,  not  even  the  host 
excepted,  who,  it  seems,  was  once  an  author  himself,  but 
preferred  by  a  bookseller  to  this  situation  as  a  reward  for  his 
former  services. 

"  The  first  person,"  said  he,  "  of  our  society,  is  Doctor 
Nonentity,  a  metaphysician.  Most  people  think  him  a 
profound  scholar ;  but  as  he  seldom  speaks,  I  cannot  be 
positive  in  that  particular ;  he  generally  spreads  himself 
before  the  fire,  sucks  his  pipe,  talks  little,  drinks  much,  and  is 
reckoned  very  good  company.  I  'm  told  he  v^Tites  indexes  to 
perfection,  he  makes  essays  on  the  origin  of  evil,  philosophical 
inquiries  upon  any  subject,  and  draws  up  an  answer  to  any 
book  upon  twenty-four  hours'  warning.  You  may  distinguish 
him  from  the  rest  of  the  company  by  his  long  gray  wig,  and 
the  blue  handkerchief  round  his  neck. 

"  The  next  to  him  in  merit  and  esteem  is  Tim  Syllabub,  a 
droll  creature  :  he  sometimes  shines  as  a  star  of  the  first 
maofnitude  among  the  choice  spirits  of  the  age  ;  he  is  reckoned 
equally  excellent  at  a  rebus,  a  riddle,  a  bawdy  song,  and  an 
hymn  for  the  Tabernacle.  You  will  know  him  by  his  shabby 
finery,  his  powdered  wig,  dirty  shirt,  and  broken  silk  stockings. 

"  After  him  succeeds  Mr  Tibs,  a  very  usefiil  hand  :  he  writes 
receipts  for  the  bite  of  a  mad  dog,  and  throws  off  an  Eastern 
tale  to  perfection  ;  he  understands  the  business  of  an  author 
as  well  as  any  man,  for  no  bookseller  alive  can  cheat  him. 
You  may  distinguish  him  by  the  peculiar  clumsiness  cf  his 
figure,  and  the  coarseness  of  his  coat  ;  however,  though  it  be 
coarse,  (as  he  frequently  tells  the  company,)  he  has  paid  for  it. 

"  Lawyer  Squint  is  the  politician  of  the  society  :  he  makes 
speeches  for  Parliament,  writes  addresses  to  his  fellow-subjects, 
and  letters  to  noble  commanders  ;  he  gives  the  history  of 
every  new  play,  and  finds  seasonable  thoughts  upon  every 
occasion."  My  companion  was  proceeding  in  his  description, 
when  the  host  came  running  in,  with  terror  on  his  countenance, 
to  tell  us  that  the  door  was  beset  with  bailiffs.  "  If  that  be 
the  case,  then,"  says  my  companion,  "  we  had  as  good  be 
going  ;  for  I  am  positive  we  shall  not  see  one  of  the  company 
this  night."  Wherefore,  disappointed,  we  were  both  obliged 
to  return  home  —  he  to  enjoy  the  oddities  which  compose  his 
character  alone,  and  I  to  write  as  usual  to  my  friend  the 
occurrences  of  the  day.     Adieu. 
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LETTER  XXX. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Bv  my  last  advices  from  Moscow,  I  find  the  caravan  has 

not  yet  departed  for  China  :  I  still  continue  to  write,  expecting 
that  you  may  receive  a  large  number  of  letters  at  once.  In 
them  you  will  find  rather  a  minute  detail  of  English  peculiarities, 
than  a  general  picture  of  their  manners  or  dispositions.  Happy 
it  were  for  mankind,  if  all  travellers  would  thus,  instead  of 
characterizing  a  people  in  general  terms,  lead  us  into  a  detail 
of  those  minute  circumstances  which  first  influenced  their 
opinion.  The  genius  of  a  country  should  be  investigated 
with  a  kind  of  experimental  inquiry  :  by  this  means,  we  should 
have  more  precise  and  just  notions  of  foreign  nations,  and 
detect  travellers  themselves  when  they  happened  to  form 
wrong  conclusions. 

My  friend  and  I  repeated  our  visit  to  the  club  of  authors  ; 
where,  upon  our  entrance,  we  found  the  members  all  assem- 
bled, and  engaged  in  a  loud  debate. 

The  poet  in  shabby  finery,  holding  a  manuscript  in  his  hand, 
was  earnestly  endeavouring  to  persuade  the  company  to  hear 
him  read  the  first  book  of  an  heroic  poem,  which  he  had 
composed  the  day  before.  But  against  this  all  the  members 
very  warmly  objected.  They  knew  no  reason  why  any  mem- 
ber of  the  club  should  be  indulged  with  a  particular  hearing, 
when  many  of  them  had  published  whole  volumes  which  had 
never  been  looked  into.  They  insisted  that  the  law  should  be 
observed,  where  reading  in  company  was  expressly  noticed. 
It  was  in  vain  that  the  poet  pleaded  the  peculiar  merit  of 
his  piece ;  he  spoke  to  an  assembly  insensible  to  all  his 
remonstrances  :  the  book  of  laws  was  opened,  and  read  by 
the  secretary,  where  it  was  expressly  enacted,  "  That  whatso- 
ever poet,  speech-maker,  critic,  or  historian,  should  presume  to 
engage  the  company  by  reading  his  own  works,  he  was  to  lay 
down  sixpence  previous  to  opening  the  manuscript,  and  should 
be  charged  one  shilling  an  hour  while  he  continued  reading  .- 
the  said  shilling  to  be  equally  distributed  among  tlie  company, 
as  a  recompense  for  their  trouble." 

Our  poet  seemed  at  first  to  shrink  at  the  penalty,  hesitating 
for  some  time  whether  he  should  deposit  the  fine,  or  shut  up 
the  poem  ;  but,  looking  round,  and  jjcrceiving  two  strangers 
in  the  room,  his  love  of  fame  outweighed  his  prudence,  and, 
laying  down  the  sum  by  law  established,  he  insisted  on  his 
prerogative. 
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A  profound  silence  ensuing,  he  began  by  explaining  his 
design.  _"  Gentlemen,"  says  he,  "  the  present  piece  is  not  one 
of  your  common  epic  poems,  which  come  from  the  press  like 
paper-kites  in  summer  :  there  are  none  of  your  Tumus's  or 
Dido's  in  it ;  it  is  an  heroical  description  of  nature.  I  only 
beg  you  '11  endeavour  to  make  your  souls  in  unison  with  mine, 
and  hear  with  the  same  enthusiasm  with  which  I  have  written. 
The  poem  begins  with  the  description  of  an  author's  bed- 
chamber :  the  picture  was  sketched  in  mv  own  apartment ;  for 
you  must  know,  gentlemen,  that  I  am  myself  the  hero."  Then 
putting  himself  into  the  attitude  of  an  orator,  with  all  the 
emphasis  of  voice  and  action,  he  proceeded  : 

Where  the  Red  Lion,  flaring  o'er  the  way, 

Invites  each  pa&sing  stranger  that  can  pay ; 

Where  Calvert's  butt,  and  Parson's  black  champagne, 

Regale  the  drabs  and  bloods  of  Drury-lane  : 

There,  in  a  lonely  room,  from  bailiffs  snug, 

The  Muse  found  Scroggen  stretch'd  beneath  a  rug ; 

A  window,  patch'd  with  paper,  lent  a  ray. 

That  dimly  shew'd  the  state  in  which  he  lay  ; 

The  sanded  floor  that  gnts  beneath  the  tread  ; 

The  humid  wall  with  paltrj-  pictures  spread  j 

The  royal  game  of  goose  was  there  in  view 

And  the  twelve  rules  the  Royal  MartjT  drew  ; 

The  Seasons,  framed  with  listing,  found  a  place, 

And  brave  Prince  William  shew'd  his  lamp-black  face. 

The  morn  was  cold  ;  he  views  with  keen  desire 

The  rusty  grate,  unconscious  of  a  fire  : 

With  beer  and  milk  arrears  the  frieze  was  scored. 

And  five  crack'd  teacups  dress'd  the  chimney  board  ; 

A  aight-cap  deck'd  his  brows  instead  of  bay, 

A  cap  by  night  —  a  stocking  all  the  day  !  • 

With  this  last  line  he  seemed  so  much  elated,  that  he  was 
unable  to  proceed.  "  There,  gentlemen,"  cries  he,  "  there  is  a 
description  for  you  ;  Rabelais's  bed-chamber  is  but  a  fool  to  it  .- 

A  cap  by  night  —  a  stocking  all  the  day  ' 

There  is  sound,  and  sense,  and  truth,  and  nature  in  the  trifling 
compass  of  ten  syllables." 

He  was  too  much  employed  in  self-admiration  to  observe 
the  company,  who,  by  nods,  winks,  shrugs,  and  stifled  laughter, 
testified  every  mark  of  contempt.    He  turned  severally  to  each 

•  See  "Description  of  an  Author's  Bed-chamber."  Vol.  I.  p.  135, 
note — B. 
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for  their  opinion,  and  found  all,  however,  ready  to  applaud. 
One  swore  it  was  inimitable,  another  said  it  was  damn'd  fine, 
and  a  third  cried  out  in  a  rapture,  Carisshno  !  At  last,  address- 
ing himself  to  the  president,  "  And  pray,  Mr  Squint,"  says 
he,  "let  us  have  your  opinion." — "Mine!"  answered  the 
president,  (taking  the  manuscript  out  of  the  author's  hand ;) 
"  may  this  glass  suffocate  me,  but  I  think  it  equal  to  any 
thing  I  have  seen  ;  and  I  fancy  "  (continued  he,  doubling  up 
the  poem  and  forcing  it  into  the  author's  pocket)  "  that  you  will 
get  great  honour  when  it  comes  out ;  so  I  shall  beg  leave  to 
put  it  in.  We  will  not  intrude  upon  your  good-nature,  in 
desiring  to  hear  more  of  it  at  present ;  ex  ungue  Herculem,  we 
are  satisfied,  perfectly  satisfied."  The  author  made  two  or 
three  attempts  to  pull  it  out  a  second  time,  and  the  president 
raade  as  many  to  prevent  him.  Thus,  though  with  reluctance, 
he  was  at  last  obliged  to  sit  down,  contented  with  the  com- 
mendations for  which  he  had  paid. 

When  this  tempest  of  poetry  and  praise  was  bloM'n  over, 
one  of  the  company  changed  the  subject,  by  wondering  how 
any  man  could  be  so  dull  as  to  write  poetry  at  present,  since 
prose  itself  would  hardly  pay.  "  Would  you  think  it,  gentle- 
men," continued  he,  "  1  have  actually  written  last  week  sixteen 
prayers,  twelve  bawdy  jests,  and  three  sermons,  all  at  the  rate 
of  sixpence  a-piece  ;  and,  what  is  still  more  extraordinary, 
the  bookseller  has  lost  by  the  bargain.  Such  sermons  would 
once  have  gained  me  a  prebend 's  stall  ;  but  now,  alas,  we 
have  neither  piety,  taste,  nor  humour  among  us  !  Positively, 
if  this  season  does  not  turn  out  better  than  it  has  begun, 
imless  the  ministry  commit  some  blunders  to  furnish  us  with  a 
new  topic  of  abuse,  I  shall  resume  my  old  business  of  work- 
ing at  the  press,  instead  of  finding  it  employment." 

The  whole  club  seemed  to  join  in  condemning  the  season, 
as  one  of  the  worst  that  had  come  for  some  time  :  a  gentleman 
particularly  observed  that  the  nobility  were  never  known  to 
subscribe  worse  than  at  present.  "  I  know  not  how  it  happens," 
said  he,  "  tliough  I  follow  them  up  as  close  as  possible,  yet  I 
can  hardly  get  a  single  subscription  in  a  week.  The  houses 
of  the  great  are  as  inaccessible  as  a  frontier  garrison  at  mid- 
night. I  never  see  a  nobleman's  door  half  opened,  that  some 
surly  porter  or  footman  does  not  stand  full  in  the  breach.  I 
was  yesterday  to  wait  with  a  subscription  proyiosal  upon  my 
Lord  Squash,  the  Creolean.  I  had  posted  myself  at  his  door 
the  whole  morning,  and,  jtist  as  he  was  getting  into  his  coach, 
thrust  my  proposal  snug  Into  his  hand,  folded  up  in  the  form 
of  a  letter  from  myself.    He  just  glanced  at  tlie  sui)erscription, 
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and  not  knowing  the  hand,  consigned  it  to  his  valet-de-chambre ; 
this  respectable  personage  treated  it  as  his  master,  and  put  it 
into  the  hands  of  the  porter  ;  the  porter  grasped  my  proposal 
frowning ;  and,  measuring  my  figure  from  top  to  toe,  put  it 
back  into  my  own  hands  unopened." 

"  To  the  devil  I  pitch  all  the  nobility,"  cries  a  little  man, 
in  a  peculiar  accent  ;  "  I  am  sure  they  have  of  late  used  me 
most  scurvily.  You  must  know,  gentlemen,  some  time  ago, 
upon  the  arrival  of  a  certain  noble  duke  from  his  travels,  I 
sat  myself  do\>'n,  and  vamped  up  a  fine  flaunting  poetical 
panegyric,  which  I  had  written  in  such  a  strain,  that  I  fancied 
it  would  have  even  wheedled  milk  from  a  mouse.  In  this  I 
represented  the  whole  kingdom  welcoming  his  grace  to  his 
native  soil,  not  forgetting  the  loss  France  and  Italy  would 
sustain  in  their  arts  by  his  departure.  I  expected  to  touch  for 
a  bank-bill  at  least ;  so,  folding  up  ray  verses  in  gilt  paper,  I 
gave  my  last  half-crown  to  a  genteel  servant  to  be  the  bearer. 
My  letter  was  safely  conveyed  to  his  grace,  and  the  servant, 
after  four  hours'  absence,  during  which  time  I  led  the  life  of 
a  fiend,  returned  with  a  letter  four  times  as  big  as  mine. 
Guess  my  ecstasy  at  the  prospect  of  so  fine  a  return.  I 
eagerly  took  the  packet  into  my  hands,  that  trembled  to 
receive  it,  I  kept  it  some  time  unopened  before  me,  brooding 
over  the  expected  treasure  it  contained  ;  when  opening  it,  as 
I  hope  to  be  saved,  gentlemen,  his  grace  had  sent  me  in  pay- 
ment for  my  poem,  no  bank-bills,  but  six  copies  of  verses,  each 
longer  than  mine,  addressed  to  him  upon  the  same  occasion." 

"  A  nobleman,"  cries  a  member,  svho  had  hitherto  been 
silent,  "  is  created  as  much  for  the  confusion  of  us  authors,  as 
the  catch-pole.  I  '11  tell  you  a  story,  gentlemen,  which  is  as 
true  as  that  tliis  pipe  is  made  of  claj-:  —  When  I  was  delivered 
of  my  first  book,  I  owed  my  tailor  for  a  suit  of  clothes  ;  but 
that  is  nothing  new,  you  know,  and  may  be  any  man's  case  as 
well  as  mine.  Well,  owing  him  for  a  suit  of  clothes,  and 
hearing  that  my  book  took  very  well,  he  sent  for  his  money, 
and  insisted  upon  being  paid  immediately.  Though  I  was  at 
that  time  rich  in  fame  —  for  my  book  ran  like  wild-fire — yet 
1  was  very  short  in  money,  and,  being  unable  to  satisfy  his 
demand,  prudently  resolved  to  keep  my  chamber,  preferring 
a  prison  of  my  own  choosing  at  home,  to  one  of  my  tailor's 
choosing  abroad.  In  vain  the  bailiffs  used  all  their  arts  to 
decoy  me  from  my  citadel ;  in  vain  they  sent  to  let  me  know 
that  a  gentleman  wanted  to  speak  with  me  at  the  next  tavern  ; 
in  vain  they  came  with  an  urgent  message  from  my  aunt  in 
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the  country  ;  in  vain  I  was  told  that  a  particular  friend  was  at 
the  point  of  death,  and  desired  to  take  his  last  farewell  :  —  I 
was  deaf,  insensible,  rock,  adamant;  the  bailiffs  could  make 
no  impression  on  my  hard  heart,  for  I  effectually  kept  my 
liberty  by  never  stirring  out  of  the  room. 

"  This  was  very  well  for  a  fortnight ;  when  one  morning  I 
received  a  most  splendid  message  from  the  Earl  of  Doomsday, 
importing,  that  he  had  read  my  book,  and  was  in  ra[)tures 
with  every  line  of  it  ;  he  impatiently  longed  to  see  the  author, 
and  had  some  designs  which  might  turn  out  greatly  to  my 
advantage.  I  paused  upon  the  contents  of  this  message,  and 
found  there  could  be  no  deceit,  for  the  card  was  gilt  at  the 
edges,  and  the  bearer,  I  was  told,  had  quite  the  looks  of  a 
gentleman.  Witness,  ye  powers,  how  my  heart  triumphed  at 
my  own  importance !  I  saw  a  long  perspective  of  felicity 
before  me  ;  I  applauded  the  taste  of  the  times  which  never 
saw  genius  forsaken  :  I  had  prepared  a  set  introductory  speech 
for  the  occasion  ;  five  glaring  compliments  for  his  lordship, 
and  two  more  modest  for  myself.  The  next  morning,  there- 
fore, in  order  to  be  punctual  to  my  appointment,  I  took  coach, 
and  ordered  the  fellow  to  drive  to  the  street  and  house  men- 
tioned in  his  lordship's  address.  I  had  the  precaution  to  pull 
up  the  window  as  I  went  along,  to  keep  off'  the  busy  part  of 
mankind,  and,  big  with  expectation  fancied  the  coach  never 
went  fast  enough.  At  length,  however,  the  wished  for 
moment  of  its  stopping  arrived  :  this  for  some  time  I  impa- 
tiently expected,  and  letting  down  the  window  in  a  transport, 
in  order  to  take  a  previous  view  of  his  lordship's  magnificent 
palace  and  situation,  I  found  —  poison  to  my  sight !  —  I  found 
myself  not  in  an  elegant  street,  but  a  paltry  lane  ;  not  at  a 
nobleman's  door,  but  the  door  of  a  spunging-house  :  I  found 
the  coachman  had  all  this  while  been  just  driving  me  to  jail ; 
and  I  saw  the  bailiff",  with  a  devil's  face,  coming  out  to  secure 
me."* 

To  a  philosopher,  no  circumstance,  however  trifling,  is  too 
minute  ;  he  finds  instruction  and  entertainment  in  occur- 
rences, which  are  passed  over  by  the  rest  of  mankind,  as  low, 
trite,  and  indifferent;  it  is  from  the  number  of  these  particu- 
lars, which  to  many  appear  insignificant,  that  he  is  at  last 
enabled  to  form  general  conclusions  ;  this,  therefore,  must  be 
my  excuse  for  sending  so  far  as  China,  accounts  of  manners 
and  follies,  which,  though  minute  in  their  own  nature,  serve 

•  This  circumstance  is  said  to  have  happened  to  Goldsmitb  himself. 
SeeZt/« — B. 
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more  truly  to  characterize  this  people,  than  histories  of  their 
public  treaties,  courts,  ministers,  negotiations,  and  ambassa- 
dors.—  Adieu. 

LETTER  XXXI. 

TO  THE  SAJIE. 

The  English  have  not  yet  brought  the  art  of  gardening  to 
the  same  perfection  with  the  Chinese,  but  have  lately  begun 
to  imitate  them.  Nature  is  now  followed  wth  greater  assi- 
duity than  formerly  ;  the  trees  are  suffered  to  shoot  out  into 
the  utmost  luxuriance;  the  streams,  no  longer  forced  from 
their  native  beds,  are  permitted  to  wind  along  the  valleys  ; 
spontaneous  flowers  take  place  of  the  finished  parterre,  and 
the  enamelled  meadow  of  the  shaven  green. 

Yet  still  the  English  are  far  behind  us  in  this  charming  art : 
their  designers  have  not  yet  attained  the  power  of  uniting 
instruction  with  beauty.  A  European  will  scarcely  conceive 
ray  meaning,  when  I  say  that  there  is  scarcely  a  garden  in 
China  which  does  not  contain  some  fine  moral,  couched  under 
the  general  design,  where  one  is  taught  wisdom  as  he  walks, 
and  feels  the  force  of  some  noble  truth,  or  delicate  precept, 
resulting  from  the  disposition  of  the  groves,  streams,  or  grottoes. 
Permit  me  to  illustrate  what  I  mean  by  a  description  of  my 
gardens  at  Quansi.  My  heart  still  hovers  round  those  scenes 
of  former  happiness  with  pleasure ;  and  I  find  a  satisfaction 
in  enjoying  them  at  this  distance,  though  but  in  imagination. 

You  descended  from  the  house  between  two  groves  of  trees, 
planted  in  such  a  manner,  that  they  were  impenetrable  to  the 
eye;  while  on  each  hand  the  way  was  adorned  with  all  that 
was  beautiful  in  porcelain,  statuary,  and  painting.  This 
passage  from  the  house  opened  into  an  area  surrounded  with 
rocks,  flowers,  trees,  and  shrubs,  but  all  so  disposed  as  if  each 
was  the  spontaneous  production  of  nature.  As  you  proceeded 
forward  on  this  lawn,  to  your  right  and  left  hand  were  two 
gates,  opposite  each  other,  of  very  different  architecture  and 
design  ;  and  before  you  lay  a  temple,  built  rather  with  minute 
elegance  than  ostentation. 

The  right  hand  gate  was  planned  with  the  utmost  simplicity, 
or  rather  rudeness  :  ivy  clasped  round  the  pillars,  the  baleful 
cypress  hung  over  it  ;  time  seemed  to  have  destroyed  all  the 
smoothness  and  regularity  of  the  stone  ;  two  champions,  with 
lifted  clubs,  appeared  in  the  act  of  guarding  its  access  ;  dragons 
and  serpents  were  seen  in  the  most  hideous  attitudes,  to  deter 
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the  spectator  from  approaching;  and  the  perspective  view 
that  lav  behind  seemed  dark  and  gloomy  to  the  last  degree  ; 
the  stranger  was  tempted  to  enter  only  from  the  motto, — 
Pervia  Virtuti. 

The  opposite  gate  was  formed  in  a  verj'  different  manner  : 
the  architecture  was  light,  elegant,  and  inviting  ;  flowers  hung 
in  wreaths  round  the  pillars  ;  all  was  finished  in  the  most 
exact  and  masterly  manner  ;  the  very  stone  of  which  it  was 
built  still  preserved  its  polish  ;  nymphs,  wrought  by  the  hand 
of  a  master,  in  the  most  alluring  attitudes,  beckoned  the 
stranger  to  approach  ;  while  all  that  lay  behind,  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach,  seemed  gay,  luxuriant,  and  capable  of  aflFord- 
ing  endless  pleasure.  The  motto  itself  contributed  to  invite 
him  ;  for,  over  the  gate  were  written  these  words, — Facilis 

DESCENSUS. 

By  this  time  I  fancy  you  begin  to  perceive,  that  the  gloomy 
gate  was  designed  to  represent  the  road  to  Virtue  ;  the  oppo- 
Bite,  the  more  agreeable  passage  to  Vice.  It  is  but  natural  to 
suppose,  that  the  spectator  was  always  tempted  to  enter  by 
the  gate  which  offered  him  so  many  allurements.  I  always  in 
these  cases  left  him  to  his  choice  ;  but  generally  found  that  he 
took  to  the  left,  which  promised  most  entertainment. 

Immediately  upon  his  entering  the  gate  of  Vice,  the  trees  and 
flowers  were  disposed  in  such  a  manner  as  to  make  the  most 
pleasing  impression  ;  but  as  he  walked  farther  on,  he  insensibly 
found  the  garden  assume  the  air  of  a  wilderness,  —  the  land- 
scapes began  to  darken  —  the  paths  grew  more  intricate — he 
appeared  to'go  downwards  —  frightful  rocks  seemed  to  hang 
over  his  head — gloomy  caverns,  unexpected  precipices,  awful 
ruins,  heaps  of  unburied  bones,  and  terrifying  sounds,  caused 
by  unseen  waters,  began  to  take  place  of  what  at  first  appeared 
so  lovely  :  it  was  in  vain  to  attempt  returning  ;  the  labyrinth 
was  too  much  perplexed  for  any  but  myself  to  fine  the  way 
back.  In  short,  when  sufficiently  impressed  with  the  horrors 
of  what  he  saw,  and  the  imprudence  of  his  choice,  I  brought 
him  by  a  hidden  door  a  shorter  way  back  into  the  area  from 
whence  at  first  he  had  strayed. 

The  gloomy  gate  now  presented  itself  before  the  stranger; 
and  though  there  seemed  little  in  its  appearance  to  tempt  his 
curiosity,  yet,  encouraged  by  the  motto,  he  gradually  pro- 
ceeded. The  darkness  of  the  entrance,  the  frightful  fiirures  that 
seemed  to  obstruct  his  way,  the  trees,  of  a  mournful  green, 
conspired  at  first  to  disgust  him  :  as  he  went  forward,  however, 
all  began  to  open   and  wear  a  more   pleasing  appearance  ; 
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beautiful  cascades,  beds  of  flowers,  trees  loaded  with  fruit  or 
blossoms,  and  unexpected  brooks  improved  the  scene ;  he 
now  found  that  he  was  ascending,  and  as  he  proceeded,  all 
nature  grew  more  beautiful  ;  the  prospect  widened  as  he  went 
higher,  even  the  air  itself  seemed  to  become  more  pure. 
Thus  pleased  and  happy  from  unexpected  beauties,  I  at  last 
led  him  to  an  arbour,  from  whence  he  could  view  the  garden, 
and  the  whole  country  around,  and  where  he  might  own,  that 
the  road  to  Virtue  terminated  in  Happiness. 

Though,  from  this  description,  you  may  imagine  that  a  vast 
tract  of  ground  was  necessary  to  exhibit  such  a  pleasing 
variety  in,  yet  be  assured,  I  have  seen  several  gardens  in 
England  take  up  ten  times  the  space  which  mine  did,  without 
half  the  beauty.  A  very  small  extent  of  ground  is  enough  for 
an  elegant  taste  ;  the  greater  room  is  required  if  magnificence 
is  in  view.  There  is  no  spot,  though  ever  so  little,  which  a 
skilful  designer  might  not  thus  improve,  so  as  to  convey  a 
delicate  allegory',  and  impress  the  mind  with  truths  the  most 
useful  and  necessarj'.     Adieu. 


LETTER  XXXII. 

TO   THE  SAME. 

In  a  late  excursion  with  my  friend  into  the  country,  a 
gentleman  with  a  blue  riband  tied  round  his  shoulder,  and  in  a 
chariot  drawn  by  six  horses,  passed  swiftly  by  us,  attended 
with  a  numerous  train  of  captains,  lackeys,  and  coaches  filled 
with  women.  When  we  were  recovered  from  the  dust  raised 
by  this  cavalcade,  and  could  continue  our  discourse  without 
danger  of  suffocation,  I  observed  to  my  companion,  that  all 
this  state  and  equipage,  which  he  seemed  to  despise,  would  in 
China  be  regarded  with  the  utmost  reverence,  because  such 
distinctions  were  always  the  reward  of  merit  ;  the  greatness  of 
a  mandarine's  retinue  being  a  most  certain  mark  of  the  supe- 
riority of  his  abilities  or  virtue. 

"  The  gentleman  who  has  now  passed  us,"  replied  my  com- 
panion, "  has  no  claims  from  his  own  merit  to  distinction  ;  he 
is  possessed  neither  of  abilities  nor  virtue ;  it  is  enough  for 
him  that  one  of  his  ancestors  was  possessed  of  these  qualities 
two  hundred  years  before  him.  There  was  a  time,  indeed, 
when  his  family  deserved  their  title,  but  they  are  long  since 
degenerated,  and  his  ancestors,  for  more  than  a  century,  have 
been  more  and  more  solicitous  to  keep  up  the  breed  of  their 
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dogs  and  horses,  than  that  of  their  cliildren.  This  very  noble- 
man, simple  as  he  seems,  is  descended  from  a  race  of  statesmen 
and  heroes  ;  but  unluckily,  his  great-grandfather  marrying  a 
cook-maid,  and  she  having  a  trifling  passion  for  his  lordship's 
groom,  they  somehow  crossed  the  strain,  and  produced  an 
heir,  who  took  after  his  mother  in  his  great  love  to  good  eating, 
and  his  father  in  a  violent  affection  for  horse  flesh.  These 
passions  have  for  some  generations  passed  on  from  father  to 
son,  and  are  now  become  the  characteristics  of  the  family,  his 
present  lordship  being  equally  remarkable  for  his  kitchen  and 
his  stable." 

"  But  such  a  nobleman,"  cried  I,  "  deserves  our  pity,  thus 
placed  in  so  high  a  sphere  of  life,  which  only  the  more  exposes 
to  contempt.  A  king  may  confer  titles,  but  it  is  personal  merit 
alone  that  ensures  respect.  I  suppose,"  added  I,  "  that  such 
men  are  despised  by  their  equals,  neglected  by  their  inferiors, 
and  condemned  to  live  among  involuntary  dependents  in  irk- 
some solitude." 

"  You  are  still  under  a  mistake,"  replied  my  companion  ; 
"  for,  though  this  nobleman  is  a  stranger  to  generosity  ;  though 
he  takes  twenty  opportunities  in  a  day  of  letting  his  guests 
know  how  much  he  despises  them  ;  though  he  is  possessed 
neither  of  taste,  wit,  nor  wisdom  ;  though  incapable  of  impro- 
ving others  by  his  conversation,  and  never  known  to  enrich  any 
by  his  bounty  ;  yet,  for  all  this,  his  company  is  eagerly  sought 
after  :  he  is  a  lord,  and  that  is  as  much  as  most  people  desire 
in  a  companion.  Quality  and  title  have  such  allurements, 
that  hundreds  are  ready  to  give  up  all  their  own  importance, 
to  cringe,  to  flatter,  to  look  little,  and  to  pall  every  pleasure 
in  constraint,  merely  to  be  among  the  great,  though  without 
the  least  hopes  of  improving  their  understanding,  or  sharing 
their  generosity  :  they  might  be  happy  among  their  equals, 
but  those  are  despised  for  company  where  they  are  despised 
in  turn.  You  saw  what  a  crowd  of  humble  cousins,  card- 
ruined  beaux,  and  captains  on  half-pay,  were  willing  to  make 
up  this  great  man's  retinue  down  to  his  country  seat.  Not  one 
of  all  these  that  could  not  lead  a  more  comfortable  life  at 
home,  in  their  little  lodging  of  three  shillings  a-week,  with 
their  lukewarm  dinner,  served  up  between  two  ])ewter  plates 
from  a  cook's  shop.  Yet,  poor  devils!  they  are  willing  to 
undergo  the  impertinence  and  pride  of  their  entertainer,  merely 
to  be  thought  to  live  among  the  great  :  they  are  willing  to 
pass  the  summer  in  bondage,  though  conscious  they  are  taken 
down  only  to  approve  his  lordship's  taste  upon  every  occasion, 
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to  tag  all  his  stupid  observations  with  a  'very  true,'  to  praiso 
his  stable,  and  descant  upon  his  claret  and  cookery." 

"  The  pitiful  humiliations  of  tlie  gentlemen  you  are  now 
describing,"  said  I,  "  put  me  in  mind  of  a  custom  among  the 
Tartars  of  Koreki,  not  entirely  dissimilar  to  this  we  are  now 
considering.*  The  Russians,  who  trade  with  them,  carry 
thither  a  kind  of  mushrooms,  which  they  exchange  for  furs  of 
squirrels,  ermines,  sables,  and  foxes.  These  mushrooms  the 
rich  Tartars  lay  up  in  large  quantities  for  the  winter  ;  and 
when  a  nobleman  makes  a  mushroom  feast,  all  the  neighbours 
around  are  invited.  The  mushrooms  are  prepared  by  boiling 
by  which  the  water  acquires  an  intoxicating  quality,  and  is  a 
sort  of  drink  which  the  Tartars  prize  beyond  all  other. 
When  the  nobility  and  ladies  are  assembled,  and  the  ceremo- 
nies usual  between  peoj)le  of  distinction  over,  the  mushroom 
broth  goes  freely  round  ;  they  laugh,  talk  double  entendre, 
grow  fuddled,  and  become  excellent  company.  The  poorer 
sort,  who  love  mushroom  broth  to  distraction  as  well  as  the 
rich,  but  cannot  afford  it  at  the  first  hand,  post  themselves  on 
these  occasions  round  the  huts  of  the  rich,  and  watch  the 
opportunities  of  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  as  they  come  down 
to  pass  their  liquor  ;  and  holding  a  wooden  bowl,  catch  the 
delicious  fluid,  very  little  altered  by  filtration,  being  still 
strongly  tinctured  with  the  intoxicating  quality.  Of  this  they 
drink  with  the  utmost  satisfaction,  and  thus  they  get  as  drunk 
and  as  jovial  as  their  betters." 

"  Happy  nobility,"  cries  my  companion,  "  who  can  fear 
no  diminution  of  respect,  unless  by  being  seized  with  stran- 
gury, and  who  when  most  drunk  are  most  useful !  Though 
we  have  not  this  custom  among  us,  I  foresee,  that  if  it  were 
introduced,  we  might  have  many  a  toad-eater  in  England, 
ready  to  drink  from  the  wooden  bowl  on  these  occasions,  and 
to  praise  the  flavour  of  his  lordship's  liquor.  As  we  have 
different  classes  of  gentry,  who  knows  but  we  may  see  a  lord 
holding  the  bowl  to  a  minister,  a  knight  holding  it  to  his 
lordship,  and  a  simple  squire  drinking  it  double  distilled  from 
the  loins  of  the  knighthood  ?  For  my  part,  I  shall  never  for 
the  future  hear  a  great  man's  flatterers  haranguing  in  his 
praise,  that  I  shall  not  fancy  I  behold  the  wooden  bowl  ;  for 
I  can  see  no  reason  why  a  man,  who  can  live  easily  and 
happily  at  home,  should  bear  the  drudgery  of  decorum  and  the 

*  Van  Stralenberg,  a  writer  of  credit,  gives  the  same  account  of  this 
people.  See  an  Historico-Geographical  Dt-bcription  of  the  north-eastern 
paita  of  Europe  and  Asia,  p   Wl. 
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impertinence  of  his  entertainer,  unless  intoxicated  with  a 
passion  ibr  all  that  was  quality  ;  unless  he  thought  that  what- 
ever came  from  the  great  was  delicious,  and  had  the  tincture  of 
the  mushroom  in  it." — Adieu. 


LETTER  XXXIII. 

TO  THE  SA.ME. 

I  AM  disgusted,  O  Fum  Hoam,  even  to  sickness  disgusted. 
Is  it  possible  to  bear  the  presumjjtion  of  those  islanders,  when 
they  pretend  to  instruct  me  in  the  ceremonies  of  China!  They 
lay  it  down  as  a  maxim,  that  every  person  who  comes  from 
thence  must  express  himself  in  metaphor,  swear  by  Alia,  rail 
against  wine,  and  behave,  and  talk,  and  write,  like  a  Turk  or 
Persian.  They  make  no  distinction  between  our  elegant 
manners,  and  the  voluptuous  barbarities  of  our  Eastern  neigh- 
bours. Wherever  I  come,  I  raise  either  diffidence  or  astonish- 
ment :  some  fancy  me  no  Chinese,  because  I  am  formed  more 
like  a  man  than  a  monster ;  and  others  wonder  to  find  one 
born  five  thousand  miles  from  England,  endued  with  common 
sense.  "  Strange,"  say  thej',  "  that  a  man  who  has  received 
his  education  at  such  a  distance  from  London,  should  have 
common  sense ;  to  be  born  out  of  England,  and  yet  have 
common  sense  !  Impossible !  He  must  be  some  Englishman 
in  disguise  ;  his  very  visage  has  nothing  of  the  true  exotic 
barbarity." 

I  yesterday  received  an  invitation  from  a  lady  of  distinction, 
who,  it  seems,  had  collected  all  her  knowledge  of  Eastern 
manners  from  fictions  every  day  propagated  here,  under 
the  titles  of  Eastern  Tales  and  Oriental  Histories.  She 
received  me  very  politely,  but  seemed  to  wonder  that  1  neglec- 
ted bringing  opium  and  a  tobacco-box :  when  chairs  were 
drawn  for  the  rest  of  the  company,  I  was  assigned  my  place  on 
a  cushion  on  the  floor.  It  was  in  vain  that  I  protested  the 
Chinese  used  chairs  as  in  Europe  ;  she  understood  decorums 
too  well  to  entertain  me  with  the  ordinary  civilities. 

I  had  scarcely  been  seated  according  to  her  directions,  when 
the  footman  was  ordered  to  pin  a  napkin  under  my  chin:  this 
I  protested  against,  as  being  no  way  Chinese  ;  however,  the 
whole  company,  who,  it  seems,  were  a  club  of  connoisseurs, 
gave  it  unanimously  against  me,  and  the  napkin  was  pinned 
accordingly. 

It  was  impossible  to  be  angry  with  people,  who  seemed  to 
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CTT  only  from  an  excess  of  politeness,  and  I  sat  contented, 
expecting  their  importunities  were  now  at  an  end ;  but  as  soon 
as  ever  dinner  was  served,  the  lady  demanded,  whether  I  was 
for  a  plate  of  bear's  claws,  or  a  slice  of  birds'  nests.  As  these 
were  dishes  with  which  I  was  utterly  unacquainted,  I  was 
desirous  of  eating  only  what  I  knew,  and  therefore  begged  to 
be  helped  from  a  piece  of  beef  that  lay  on  the  side  table :  my 
request  at  once  disconcerted  the  whole  company.  A  Chinese 
eat  beef!  that  could  never  be  :  there  was  no  local  propriety 
in  Chinese  beef,  whatever  there  might  be  in  Chinese  piieasant. 
"  Sir,"  said  my  entertainer,  "  I  think  I  have  some  reason  to 
fancy  myself  a  judge  of  these  matters  ;  in  short,  the  Chinese 
never  eat  beef;  so  that  I  must  be  permitted  to  recommend  the 
pilaw.  There  was  never  better  dressed  at  Pekin ;  the  saffron 
and  rice  are  well  boiled,  and  the  spices  in  perfection." 

1  had  no  sooner  begun  to  eat  what  was  laid  before  me,  than 
I  found  the  whole  company  as  much  astonished  as  before  :  it 
seems  I  made  no  use  of  my  chop-sticks.  A  grave  gentleman, 
whom  I  take  to  be  an  author,  harangued  very  learnedly  (as 
the  company  seemed  to  think)  upon  the  use  which  was  made  of 
them  in  China.  He  entered  into  a  long  argument  with  himself 
about  their  first  introduction,  without  once  appealing  to  me, 
who  might  be  supposed  best  capable  of  silencing  the  inquiry. 
As  the  gentleman  therefore  took  my  silence  for  a  mark  of  his 
own  superior  sagacity,  he  was  resolved  to  pursue  the  triumph  : 
he  talked  of  our  cities,  mountains,  and  animals,  as  familiarly  as 
if  he  had  been  born  in  Quamsi,  but  as  erroneously  as  if  a  native 
of  the  moon.  He  attempted  to  prove  that  I  had  nothing  of 
the  true  Chinese  cut  in  my  visage ;  shewed  that  my  high  cheek- 
bones should  have  been  higher,  and  my  forehead  broader.  In 
short,  he  almost  reasoned  me  out  of  my  country,  and  effectually 
persuaded  the  rest  of  the  company  to  be  of  his  opinion. 

I  was  going  to  expose  his  mistakes,  when  it  was  insisted, 
that  I  had  nothing  of  the  true  Eastern  manner  in  my  delivery. 
"  This  gentleman's  conversation,"  says  one  of  the  ladies,  who 
was  a  great  reader,  "  is  like  our  own,  —  mere  chit-chat  and  com- 
mon sense  :  there  is  nothing  like  sense  in  the  true  Eastern  style, 
where  nothing  more  is  required  but  sublimity.  Oil !  for  an 
history  of  Abonlfaouris,  the  grand  voyager,  of  genii,  magicians, 
rocks,  bags  of  bullets,  giants,  and  enchanters,  where  all  is  great, 
obscure,  magnificent,  and  unintelligible." — "  1  have  written 
many  a  sheet  of  Eastern  tale  myself,"  interrupts  the  author, 
"  and  I  defy  the  severest  critic  to  say  but  tiiat  I  have  stuck 
close  to  the  true  manner.     I  have  compared  a  lady's  chin  to 
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the  snow  upon  the  mountains  of  Bomek ;  a  soldier's  sword  to 
the  clouds  that  obscure  the  face  of  heaven.  If  riches  are  men- 
tioned, I  compare  them  to  the  flocks  that  graze  the  verdant 
Tefflis  ;  if  poverty,  to  the  mists  that  veil  the  brow  of  Mount 
Baku.  I  have  used  thee  and  thou  upon  all  occasions ;  I  have 
described  iallen  stars  and  splitting  mountains,  not  forgetting 
the  little  houries,  who  make  a  pretty  figure  in  every  descrip- 
tion. But  you  should  hear  how  I  generally  begin — '  Eben-ben- 
bolo,  who  was  the  son  of  Ban,  was  born  on  the  foggy  summits 
of  Benderabassi.  His  beard  was  whiter  than  the  feathers 
which  veil  the  breast  of  the  penguin  ;  his  eyes  were  like  the 
eyes  of  doves  when  washed  by  the  dews  of  the  morning  ;  his 
hair,  which  hung  like  the  willow  weeping  over  the  glassy 
stream,  was  so  beautiful  that  it  seemed  to  reflect  its  own 
brightness  ;  and  his  feet  were  as  the  feet  of  a  wild  deer  which 
fleeth  to  the  tops  of  the  mountains.'  There,  there  is  the  true 
Eastern  taste  for  j'ou  ;  every  advance  made  towards  sense,  is 
only  a  deviation  from  sound.  Eastern  tales  should  always  be 
sonorous,  lofty,  musical,  and  unmeaning." 

I  could  not  avoid  smiling,  to  hear  a  native  of  England 
attempt  to  instruct  me  in  the  true  Eastern  idiom  ;  and  after  he 
looked  round  some  time  for  applause,  I  presumed  to  ask  him, 
whether  he  had  ever  travelled  into  the  East  ?  to  which  he  replied 
jn  the  negative.  I  demanded  whether  he  understood  Chinese 
or  Arabic  ?  to  which  also  he  answered  as  before.  "  Then  how, 
sir,"  said  I,  "  can  you  pretend  to  determine  upon  the  Eastern 
style,  who  are  entirely  unacquainted  with  the  Eastern  writings  ? 
Take,  sir,  the  word  of  one  who  is  professedly  a  Chinese,  and 
who  is  actually  acquainted  with  the  Arabian  writers,  that  what 
is  palmed  upon  you  daily  for  an  imitation  of  Eastern  writing, 
no  way  resembles  their  manner,  either  in  sentiment  or 
diction.  In  the  East,  similes  are  seldom  used,  and  metaphors 
almost  wholly  unknown  ;*  but  in  China  particularl}',  the  very 
reverse  of  what  you  allude  to  takes  place :  a  cool  phlegmatic 
method  of  writing  prevails  there.  The  writers  of  that  country, 
ever  more  assiduous  to  instruct  than  to  please,  address  rather 
the  judgment  than  the  fancy.  Unlike  many  authors  of 
Europe  who  have  no  consideration  of  tiie  reader's  time,  they 
generally  leave  more  to  be  understood  than  they  express. 

*  This  is  a  mistake.  Oriental  literature  aboiimis  in  metaphor  and 
similes;  but  Goldsmith  either  had  not  ])aiil  siitliiieut  attention  to  the 
subject  to  be  aware  of  this  fact,  or  he  was  content  to  overlook  it  in  his 
eagerness  to  condemn  the  clumsy  exaggerations  of  suriblilri-s  who  aiTectcd 
to  imitatu  the  Eastern  8t\le.  —  B. 
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"  Besides,  sir,  you  must  not  expect  from  an  inhabitant  of 
China  the  same  ignorance,  the  same  unlettered  simplicity, 
that  you  find  in  a  Turk,  Persian,  or  native  of  Peru.  The 
Chinese  are  versed  in  the  sciences  as  well  as  you,  and  are 
masters  of  several  arts  unknown  to  the  people  of  Europe. 
Many  of  them  are  instructed  not  only  in  their  own  national 
learning,  but  are  perfectly  well  acquainted  with  the  languages 
and  learning  of  the  West.  If  my  word  in  such  a  case  is  not 
to  be  taken,  consult  your  owni  travellers  on  this  head,  who 
affirm,  that  the  scholars  of  Pekin  and  Siam  sustain  theological 
theses  in  Latin.  '  The  college  of  Masprend,  which  is  but  a 
league  from  Siam,'  says  one  of  your  travellers,*  '  came  in  a 
body  to  salute  our  ambassador.  Nothing  gave  me  more 
sincere  pleasure,  than  to  behold  a  number  of  priests,  venerable 
both  from  age  and  modesty,  followed  by  a  number  of  youths 
of  all  nations,  Chinese,  Japanese,  Tonquinese,  of  Cochin 
China,  Pegu,  and  Siam,  all  willing  to  pay  their  respects  in  the 
most  polite  manner  imaginable.  A  Cochin  Chinese  made  an 
excellent  Latin  oration  upon  this  occasion  ;  he  was  succeeded 
and  even  outdone  by  a  student  of  Tonquin,  who  was  as  well 
skilled  in  the  Western  learning  as  any  scholar  of  Paris.'  Now, 
sir,  if  youths,  who  never  stirred  from  home,  are  so  perfectly 
skilled  in  your  laws  and  learning,  surely  more  must  be  expected 
from  one  like  me,  who  have  travelled  so  many  thousand  miles  ; 
who  have  conversed  familiarly  for  several  years  with  the 
English  factors  established  at  Canton,  and  the  missionaries 
sent  us  from  every  part  of  Europe.  The  unaffected  of  every 
country  nearly  resemble  each  other,  and  a  page  of  our  Con- 
fucius and  of  your  Tillotson,  have  scarcely  any  material 
difiference.  Paltry  affectation,  strained  allusions,  and  disgusting 
finery,  are  easily  attained  by  those  who  choose  to  wear  them  : 
and  they  are  but  too  frequently  the  badges  of  ignorance  or  of 
stupidity,  whenever  it  would  endeavour  to  please." 

I  was  proceeding  in  my  discourse,  when,  looking  round,  I 
perceived  the  company  no  way  attentive  to  what  I  attempted, 
with  so  much  earnestness,  to  enforce.  One  lady  was  whisper- 
ing her  that  sat  next,  another  was  studying  the  merits  of  a  fan, 
a  third  began  to  yawn,  and  the  author  himself  ft  11  fast  asleep. 
1  thought  it,  therefore,  high  time  to  make  a  retreat  ;  nor  did 
the  company  seem  to  shew  any  regret  at  my  prej)arutions  fur 
departure  ;  even  the  lady  who  had  invited  me,  with  the  mo&t 
mortifying  insensibility,  saw  me  seize  my  hat,  and  rise  from 

•  Journal  ou  Suite  du  Voyage  de  Siam,  en  fonncde  Lettres  fdmiliiTiMj 
fait  en  1G85  ct  1666,  par  N.  L.  D.  C.  \^.  174,  idit.  Amttdod.   lOSG. 
G 
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ray  cushion  ;  nor  was  I  invited  to  repeat  my  vis't,  because  iz 
was  found  that  I  aimed  at  appearing  rather  a  reasonable 
creature,  than  an  outlandish  idiot. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  XXXIV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  polite  arts  are  in  this  country  subject  to  as  many  revo- 
lutions as  its  laws  or  politics  :  not  only  the  objects  of  fancy 
and  dress,  but  even  of  delicacy  and  taste,  are  directed  by  the 
capricious  influence  of  fashion.  I  am  told  there  has  been  a 
time  when  poetry  was  universally  encouraged  by  the  great  ; 
when  men  of  the  first  rank  not  only  patronized  the  poet,  but 
produced  the  finest  models  for  his  imitation.  It  was  then  the 
English  sent  forth  those  glowing  rhapsodies,  which  we  have 
so  often  read  over  together  with  rapture ;  poems  big  with  all 
the  sublimity  of  Mentius,  and  supported  by  reasoning  as  strong 
as  that  of  Zimpo. 

The  nobility  are  fond  of  wisdom,  but  they  are  also  fond  o£ 
having  it  without  study  ;  to  read  poetry  required  thought ;  and 
the  English  nobility  were  not  fond  of  thiniiing  :  they  soon 
therefore  placed  their  affections  upon  music,  because  in  this 
they  might  indulge  a  happy  vacancj%  and  yet  still  have  pre- 
tensions to  delicacy  and  taste  as  before.  They  soon  brought 
their  numerous  dependents  into  an  approbation  of  their 
pleasures  ;  who,  in  turn,  led  their  thousand  imitators  to  feel 
tr  feign  similitude  of  passion.  Colonies  of  singers  were  now 
imported  from  abroad  at  a  vast  expense  ;  and  it  was  expected 
the  English  would  soon  be  able  to  set  examples  to  Europe. 
All  these  expectations,  however,  were  soon  dissipated.  In 
spite  of  the  zeal  which  fired  the  great,  the  ignoi'ant  vulgar 
refused  to  be  taught  to  sing;  refused  to  undergo  ihe  cere- 
monies which  were  to  initiate  them  in  the  singing  fraternity  : 
thus  the  colony  from  abroad  dwindled  Ijy  degrees  ;  for  they 
were  of  themselves  unfortunately  incapable  of  propagating  the 
breed. 

Music  having  thus  lost  its  splendour,  painting  is  now  become 
the  sole  object  of  fashionable  care.  The  title  of  connoisseur 
in  that  art  is  at  present  the  safest  passport  in  every  fasiiionable 
society  ;  a  well  timed  shrug,  an  admiring  attitude,  and  one  or 
two  exotic  tones  of  exclamation,  are  sufficient  nualifications 
for  men  of  low  circumstances  to  curry  favour.  Even  some  of 
the  young  nobility  arc  themselves  early  instructed  in  handling 
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the  pencil,  while  their  happy  parents,  big  with  expectation, 
foresee  the  walls  of  every  apartment  covered  with  the  manu- 
factures of  their  posterity. 

But  many  of  the  English  are  not  content  with  giving  all 
their  time  to  this  art  at  home ;  some  young  men  of  distinction 
are  found  to  travel  through  Europe,  with  no  other  intent  than 
that  of  understanding  and  collecting  pictures,  studying  seals, 
and  describing  statues.  On  thej'  travel  from  this  cabinet  of 
curiosities  to  that  gallery  of  pictures  ;  waste  the  prime  of  life 
in  wonder  ;  skilful  in  pictures,  ignorant  in  men  ;  yet  impossible 
to  be  reclaimed,  because  their  follies  take  shelter  under  the 
names  of  delicacy  and  taste. 

It  is  true,  painting  should  have  due  encouragement  ;  as  the 
painter  can  undoubtedly  fit  up  our  apartments  in  a  much  more 
elegant  manner  than  the  upholsterer  ;  but  I  should  think  a 
man  of  fashion  makes  but  an  indifferent  exchange,  who  lays 
out  all  that  time  in  furnishing  his  house,  which  he  should 
have  employed  in  the  furniture  of  his  head.  A  person  who 
shews  no  other  symptoms  of  taste  than  his  cabinet  or  gallery, 
might  as  well  boast  to  me  of  the  furniture  of  his  kitchen. 

I  know  no  other  motive  but  vanity,  that  induces  the  great 
to  testify  such  an  inordinate  passion  for  pictures.  After  the 
piece  is  bought,  and  gazed  at  eight  or  ten  days  successively, 
the  purchaser's  pleasure  must  surelj'  be  over  ;  all  the  satis- 
faction he  can  then  have  is  to  shew  it  to  others  ;  he  may  be 
considered  as  the  guardian  of  a  treasure  of  which  he  makes  no 
manner  of  use  ;  his  gallery  is  furnished  not  for  himself  but  the 
connoisseur,  who  is  generally  some  humble  flatterer,  ready  to 
feign  a  rapture  he  does  not  feel,  and  as  necessary  to  the  hap- 
piness of  a  picture  buyer,  as  gazers  are  to  the  magnificence  of 
an  Asiatic  procession. 

I  have  enclosed  a  letter  from  a  youth  of  distinction,  on  his 
travels,  to  his  father  in  England  ;  in  which  he  appears  addicted 
to  no  vice,  seems  obedient  to  his  governor,  of  a  good  natural 
disposition,  and  fond  of  improvement ;  but,  at  the  same  time, 
early  taught  to  regard  cabinets  and  galleries  as  the  only  proper 
schools  of  injprovenKnt,  and  to  consider  a  skill  in  pictures  as 
the  jiroperest  knowledge  for  a  man  of  quality. 

"  My  Lord,  —  We  have  been  but  two  days  at  Antwerp  ; 
wherefore  I  have  sat  down,  as  soon  as  possible,  to  give  you 
some  accf>unt  of  what  we  have  seen  since  our  anival,  desirous 
of  letting  no  oj)portunity  pass  without  writing  to  so  good  a 
father.      Immeiliatoly   upon   alighting   from   our    Rotterdam 
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machine,  my  governor,  who  is  immoderately  fond  of  paintings, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  an  excellent  judge,  would  let  no  time 
pass  till  we  paid  our  respects  to  the  church  of  the  Virgin 
mother,  which  contains  treasure  beyond  estimation.  We  took 
an  infinity  of  pains  in  kno\vin«-  its  exact  dimensions,  and 
ditfered  half  a  foot  in  our  calculation  ;  so  I  leave  that  to  some 
succeeding  information.  I  really  believe  my  governor  and  I 
could  have  lived  and  died  there.  There  is  scarce  a  pillar  in 
the  whole  church  that  is  not  adorned  by  a  Rubens,  a  Vander 
Meuylen,  a  Vandyke,  or  a  Wouverman.  What  attitudes, 
carnations,  and  draperies !  I  am  almost  induced  to  pity  the 
English,  who  have  none  of  those  exquisite  pieces  among  them. 
As  we  were  willing  to  let  slip  no  opportunity  of  doing  business, 
we  immediately  after  went  to  wait  on  Mr  Hogendorp,  whom 
you  have  so  frequently  commended  for  his  judicious  collection. 
His  cameos  are  indeed  beyond  price  ;  his  intaglios  not  so 
good.  He  shewed  us  one  of  an  officiating  Flamen,  which  he 
thought  to  be  an  antique  ;  but  ra\'  governor,  who  is  not  to  be 
deceived  in  these  particulars,  soon  found  it  to  be  an  arrant 
cinque  cento.  I  could  not,  however,  sufficiently  admire  the 
genius  of  Mr  Hogendorp,  who  has  been  able  to  collect,  from 
all  parts  of  the  world,  a  thousand  things  which  nobody  knows 
the  use  of.  Except  your  Lordship  and  my  governor,  I  do  not 
know  any  body  I  admire  so  much.  He  is,  indeed,  a  surprising 
genius.  The  next  morning  early,  as  we  were  resolved  to  take 
the  whole  day  before  us,  we  sent  our  compliments  to  Mr  Van 
Sprokken,  desiring  to  see  his  gallery,  which  request  he  very 
politely  complied  with.  His  gallery  measures  fifty  feet  by 
twenty,  and  is  well  filled  ;  but  what  surprised  me  most  of  all, 
was  to  see  a  Holy  Family  just  like  your  Lordship's,  which  this 
ingenious  gentleman  assures  me  is  the  true  original.  I  own 
this  gave  me  inexpressible  uneasiness,  and  I  fear  it  will  to 
your  Lordship,  as  1  had  flattered  myself  that  the  only  original 
was  in  your  Lordshi])'s  possession  :  I  Mould  advise  j'ou,  how- 
ever, to  take  yours  down,  till  its  merit  can  be  ascertained,  my 
governor  assuring  me,  that  he  intends  to  write  a  long  disser- 
tation to  prove  its  originality.  One  uiiglit  study  in  this  city 
for  ages,  and  still  find  something  new.  We  went  from  this  to 
view  the  cardinal's  statues,  which  arc  really  vtt\-y  fine  ;  there 
were  three  spintria  executed  in  a  very  masterly  manner,  all 
arm  in  arm  :  the  torse  which  I  heard  you  talk  so  much  of,  is 
at  lust  discovered  to  be  a  Hercules  spinning,  and  not  a 
Cleopatra  bathing,  as  your  lordsiiip  had  conjectured  :  there 
Las  been  a  trcatitie  written  to  prove  it. 
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My  Lord  Firmly  is  certainly  a  Goth,  a  Vandal ;  no  taste  in 
the  world  for  jiainting.  I  wonder  how  any  call  him  a  man  of 
taste.  Passing  through  the  streets  of  Antwerp  a  few  days 
ago,  and  observing  the  nakedness  of  the  inhabitants,  he  was 
so  barbarous  as  to  observe,  that  he  thought  the  best  method 
the  Flemings  could  take,  was  to  sell  their  pictures,  and  buy 
clothes.  Ah,  Cogliue  !  We  shull  go  to-morrow  to  Mr  Car- 
warden's  cabinet,  and  the  next  day  we  shall  see  the  curiosities 
collected  by  Van  Rau,  and  the  day  after  %ve  shall  pay  a  visit 
to  Mount  Calvary,  and  after  that — but  I  find  my  paper 
finished ;  so,  with  the  most  sincere  wishes  for  your  Lordship's 
happiness,  and  with  hopes,  alter  having  seen  Italy,  that  centre 
of  pleasure,  to  return  home  worthy  the  care  and  expense 
which  has  been  generously  laid  out  in  my  improvement,  I 
remain,  my  Lord,  yours,"  &c. 


LETTER  XXXV. 

FROM  HINGPO,  A  SLAVE  IN  PERSIA,  TO  ALTANGI,  A  TRAVELLING 
PHILOSOPUER  OF  CHINA,  BY  THE  WAY  OF  MOSCOW. 

Fortune  has  made  me  the  slave  of  another,  but  nature  and 
inclination  render  me  entirely  subservient  to  you  :  a  tyrant 
commands  ray  body,  but  you  are  master  of  my  heart.  And 
yet  let  not  thy  inflexible  nature  condemn  me  when  I  confess, 
that  I  find  my  soul  shrink  with  my  circumstances.  I  feel  my 
mind,  not  less  than  my  body,  bend  beneath  the  rigours  of 
servitude  ;  the  master  whom  I  serve  grows  every  day  mon- 
formidable.  In  spite  of  reason,  which  should  teach  me  to 
despise  him,  his  hideous  image  fills  even  my  dreams  with 
horror. 

A  few  days  ago,  a  Christian  slave,  who  WTOught  in  the 
gardens,  happening  to  enter  an  arbour  where  the  tyrant  was 
entertaining  the  ladies  of  his  haraai  with  coft'ee,  the  unhappy 
captive  was  instantly  stabbed  to  the  heart  for  his  intrusion.  I 
h^ve  been  preferred  to  his  place,  which,  though  less  laborious 
than  my  former  station,  is  yet  more  ungrateful,  as  it  brings 
me  nearer  him  whose  presence  excites  sensations  at  once  of 
disgust  and  apprehension. 

Into  what  a  state  of  misery  are  the  modem  Persians  fallen  ! 
A  nation  famous  for  setting  the  world  an  example  of  Ireedom, 
is  now  become  a  land  of  tyrants,  and  a  den  of  slaves.  The 
houseless  Tartar  of  Kamlschatka,  who  enjoys  his  herbs  and 
his  fish  in  unmolested  freedom,  may  be  envied,  if  compared  to 
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the  thousands  who  pine  here  in  hopeless  servitude,  and  curse 
the  day  that  gave  them  being.  Is  this  just  dealing,  Heaven  ! 
to  render  millions  wretched  to  swell  up  the  happiness  of  a 
few  ?  cannot  the  powerful  of  this  earth  be  happy  without  our 
sighs  and  tears  ?  must  even,'  luxury  of  the  great  be  woven 
from  the  calamities  of  the  poor  ?  It  must,  it  must  surely  be, 
that  this  jarring  discordant  life  is  but  the  prelude  to  some 
future  harmony  :  the  soul,  attuned  to  virtue  here,  shall  go  from 
hence  to  fill  up  the  universal  choir  where  Tien  presides  in 
person,  where  there  shall  be  no  tyrants  to  frown,  no  shackles 
to  bind,  nor  no  whips  to  threaten  ;  where  I  shall  once  more 
meet  my  father  with  rapture,  and  give  a  loose  to  filial  piety  ; 
where  I  shall  hang  on  his  neck,  and  hear  the  wisdom  of  his 
lips,  and  thank  him  for  all  the  happiness  to  which  he  has 
introduced  me. 

The  wretch  whom  fortune  has  made  my  master,  has  lately 
purchased  several  slaves  of  both  sexes  ;  among  the  rest  I  hear 
a  Christian  captive  talked  of  with  admiration.  The  eunuch 
who  bought  her,  and  who  is  accustomed  to  survey  beauty  with 
indifference,  speaks  of  her  with  emotion  !  Her  pride,  however, 
astonishes  her  attendant  slaves  not  less  than  her  beauty.  It 
is  reported  that  she  refuses  the  warmest  solicitations  of  her 
haughty  lord  :  he  has  even  offered  to  make  her  one  of  his 
four  wives  upon  changing  her  religion,  and  conforming  to  his. 
It  is  probable  she  cannot  refuse  such  extraordinary  offers,  and 
her  delay  is  perhaps  intended  to  enhance  her  favours. 

I  have  just  now  seen  her;  she  inadvertently  approached 
the  place  without  a  veil,  where  I  sat  writing.  She  seemed  to 
regard  the  heavens  alone  with  fixed  attention  :  there  her  most 
ardent  gaze  was  directed.  Genius  of  the  sun !  what  unexpected 
softness  !  what  animated  grace  !  her  beauty  seemed  the  tran- 
sparent covering  of  virtue.  Celestial  beings  could  not  wear  a 
look  of  more  perfection,  while  sorrow  humanized  her  form, 
and  mixed  my  admiration  with  pity.  I  rose  from  the  bank  on 
which  I  sat,  and  she  retired ;  happy  that  none  observed  us ; 
for  such  an  interview  might  have  been  fatal. 

I  have  regarded,  till  now,  the  opulence  and  the  power  of 
my  tyrant  without  envy.  I  saw  him  with  a  mind  incapable  of 
enjoying  the  gifts  of  fortune,  and  consequently  regarded  him 
as  one  loaded,  rather  than  enriched  with  its  favours  ;  but  at 
present,  when  I  think  that  so  much  beauty  is  reserved  only 
for  him  —  that  so  many  charms  should  be  lavished  on  a  wretch 
incapable  of  feeling  the  greatness  of  the  blessing, — 1  own  1  feel 
a  reluctance  to  which  I  have  hitherto  been  a  stranger. 
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But  let  not  my  father  impute  those  uneasy  sensations  to  so 
trifling  a  cause  as  love.  No,  never  let  it  be  thought  that  your 
son,  and  the  pupil  of  the  wise  Fum  Hoam,  could  stoop  to  so 
degrading  a  passion  ;  I  am  only  displeased  at  seeing  so  much 
excellence  so  unjustly  disposed  of. 

The  uneasiness  which  I  feel  is  not  for  myself,  but  for  the 
beautiful  Christian.  When  I  reflect  on  the  barbarity  of  him 
for  whom  she  is  designed,  I  pity  —  indeed  I  pity  her  :  when  I 
think  that  she  must  only  share  one  heart,  who  deserves  to 
command  a  thousand,  excuse  me  if  I  feel  an  emotion,  whicn 
universal  benevolence  extorts  from  me.  As  1  am  convinced 
that  you  take  a  pleasure  in  those  sallies  of  humanity,  and  are 
particularly  pleased  with  compassion,  I  could  not  avoid  dis- 
covering the  sensibility  with  which  I  felt  this  beautiful  stranger's 
distress.  I  have  for  a  while  forgot,  in  hers,  the  miseries  of 
my  own  hopeless  situation  :  the  tyrant  grows  every  day  more 
severe  ;  and  love,  which  softens  all  other  minds  into  tenderness, 
seems  only  to  have  increased  his  severity. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  XXXVI. 

FROM  THE  SAME. 

The  whole  haram  is  filled  with  a  tumultuous  joy ;  Zelis, 
the  beautiful  captive,  has  consented  to  embrace  the  religion 
of  Mahomet,  and  become  one  of  the  wives  of  the  fastidious 
Persian.  It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  transport  that  sits 
on  everv^  face  on  this  occasion.  Music  and  feasting  fill  every 
apartment ;  the  most  miserable  slave  seems  to  forget  his  chains, 
and  sympathizes  with  the  happiness  of  Mostadad.  The  herb 
we  tread  beneath  our  feet  is  not  made  more  for  our  use  than 
every  slave  around  him  for  their  im])erious  master ;  mere 
machines  of  obedience,  they  wait  with  silent  assiduity,  feel  his 
pains,  and  rejoice  in  his  exultation.  Heavens  !  how  much  is 
requisite  to  make  one  man  happy  ! 

Twelve  of  the  most  beautiful  slaves,  and  I  among  the 
number,  have  ^ot  orders  to  prepare  for  carrying  him  in  triumph 
to  the  bridal  apartment.  The  blaze  of  perfumed  torches  are 
to  imitate  the  day  :  the  dancers  and  singers  are  hired  at  a  vast 
expense.  The  nuptials  are  to  be  celebrated  on  the  approaching 
feast  of  Barboura,  when  an  hundred  taels  in  gold  are  to  be 
distributed  among  the  barren  wives,  in  order  to  pray  for 
fertility  from  the  approaching  union. 

What  will  not  riches  procure !  An  hundred  domestics, 
who  curse  the  tyrant  in  their  souls,  are  commanded  to  wear  a 
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fiice  of  joy,  and  they  are  joyful.  An  hundred  flatterers  arc 
ordered  to  attend,  and  they  till  his  ears  with  praise.  Beauty, 
all-commanding  beauty,  sues  for  admittance,  and  scarcely 
receives  an  answer  :  even  love  itself  seems  to  wait  upon 
fortune,  or  though  the  passion  be  only  feigned,  yet  it  wears 
every  appearance  of  sincerity  ;  and  what  greater  pleasure  can 
even  true  sincerity  confer,  or  what  would  the  rich  have  more  ? 

Nothing  can  exceed  the  intended  magnificence  of  the  bride- 
groom but  the  costly  dresses  of  the  bride  :  six  eunuchs  in  the 
most  sumptuous  habits  are  to  conduct  him  to  the  nuptial 
couch,  and  wait  his  orders.  Six  ladies,  in  all  the  magnificence 
of  Persia,  are  directed  to  undress  the  bride.  Their  business 
is  to  assist,  to  encourage  her,  to  divest  her  of  every  encum- 
bering part  of  her  dress,  all  but  the  last  covering,  which,  by 
an  artful  complication  of  ribands,  is  purposely  made  ditficult 
to  unloose,  and  with  which  she  is  to  part  reluctantly  even  to 
the  joyful  possessor  of  her  beauty. 

Mostadad,  O  my  father,  is  no  i)hilosopher;  and  yet  he 
seems  peifectly  contented  with  ignorance.  Possessed  of 
numberless  slaves,  camels,  and  women,  he  desires  no  greater 
possession.  He  never  opened  the  page  of  Mentius,  *  and  yet 
all  the  slaves  tell  me  that  he  is  happy. 

Forgive  the  weakness  of  my  nature,  if  I  sometimes  feel  my 
heart  rebellious  to  the  dictates  of  wisdom,  and  eager  for 
happiness  like  his.  Yet  why  wish  for  his  wealth  with  his 
ignorance  r  to  be  like  him,  incapable  of  sentimental  pleasures, 
incapable  of  feeling  the  happiness  of  making  others  happy, 
incapable  of  teaching  the  beautiful  Zelis  philosophy? 

What !  shall  I  in  a  transport  of  passion  give  up  the  golden 
mean,  the  universal  harmony,  the  unchanging  essence,  for  the 
possession  of  a  hundred  camels,  as  many  slaves,  thirty-five 
beautiful  horses,  and  seventy-three  fine  women  ?  First  blast 
me  to  the  centre !  degrade  me  beneath  the  most  degraded ! 
pare  my  nails,  ye  powers  of  Heaven  !  ere  I  would  stoop  to 
such  an  exchange.  What !  part  with  philosophy,  which 
teaches  me  to  suppress  my  passions  instead  of  gratifying  them, 
which  teaches  me  even  to  divest  my  soul  of  pLission,  which 
teaches  serenity  in  the  midst  of  tortures  I  philosophy,  by  which 
even  now  I  am  so  very  serene,  and  so  very  much  at  ease,  to 
be  persuaded  to  part  with  it  for  any  other  enjoyment !  Never, 
never,  even  though  persuasion  spoke  in  the  accents  of  Zelis  ! 

A  female  slave  inl'orms  me,  that  tlie  bride  is  to  be  arrayed 
in  a  tissue  of  silver,  and  her  hair  iiilorr.ed  with  the  largest 

•  Aleutius  was  the  (li:>i'iple  of  Confucius.  —  B. 
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pearls  of  Ormus  :  but  why  teaze  you  witii  particulars,  in  which 
we  both  are  so  little  concerned?  The  jjaiu  I  feel  in  separation 
throws  a  gloom  over  my  uiind,  whi(;li,  in  this  scene  of  universal 
joy,  I  fear  may  be  attributed  to  some  other  cause  :  how 
wretched  are  those  who  are,  like  me,  denied  even  the  last 
resource  of  misery,  —  their  tears.  —  Adieu  ! 


LETTER  XXXVII. 

FROM  THE  SAME. 

I  BEGIN  to  have  doubts  whether  wisdom  be  alone  sufficient 
to  make  us  happy  :  whether  every  step  we  make  in  refine- 
ment is  not  an  inlet  into  new  disquietudes.  A  mind  too 
vigorous  and  active,  serves  only  to  consume  the  body  to  which 
it  is  joined,  as  the  richest  jewels  are  soonest  found  to  wear 
their  settings. 

When  we  rise  in  knowledge,  as  the  prospect  widens,  the 
objects  of  our  regard  become  more  obscure  :  and  the  unlet- 
tered peasant,  whose  views  are  only  directed  to  the  narrow 
sphere  around  him,  beholds  Nature  with  a  finer  relish,  and 
tastes  her  blessings  with  a  keener  appetite,  than  the  philoso- 
pher whose  mind  attempts  to  grasp  a  universal  system. 

As  I  was  some  days  ago  pursuing  this  subject  among  a 
circle  of  my  fellow-slaves,  an  ancient  Guebre*  of  the  number, 
equally  remarkable  for  his  piety  and  wisdom,  seemed  touched 
with  my  conversation,  and  desired  to  illustrate  what  I  had 
been  saying  with  an  allegory  taken  from  the  Zendevesta  of 
Zoroaster  :  "  By  this  we  shall  be  taught,"  says  he,  "  that  they 
who  travel  in  pursuit  of  wisdom,  walk  only  in  a  circle  ;  and 
after  all  their  labour,  at  Ijst  return  to  their  pristine  ignorance  ; 
and  in  this  also  we  shall  see,  that  enthusiastic  confidence  or 
unsatisfying  doubts  terminate  all  our  inquiries. 

"In  early  times,  before  myriads  of  nations  covered  the  earth, 
the  whole  human  race  lived  togetiier  in  one  valley.  The 
simple  inhabitants,  surrounded  on  every  side  by  lofty  moun- 
tains, knew  no  other  world  but  the  little  spot  to  which  they 
were  confined.  They  fancied  the  heavens  bent  down  to  meet 
the  mountain  tops,  and  formed  an  impenetrable  wall  to  sur- 
round them.  None  had  ever  yet  ventured  to  climb  the 
steepy  cliff,  in  order  to  explore  those  regions  that  lay  beyond 
it  ;  they  knew  the  nature  of  the  skies  only  from  a  tradition, 

•  The  Guebres  were  the  Persian  Eire-wursliippirs,  KUowers  of 
Zorprktcr.  —  li. 
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which  mentioned  their  being  made  of  adamant  :  traditions 
make  up  the  reasonings  of  the  simple,  and  serve  to  silence 
every  inquiry. 

"  In  this  sequestered  vale,  blessed  with  all  the  spontaneous 
productions  of  Nature,  the  honeyed  blossom,  the  refreshing 
breeze,  the  gliding  brook,  and  golden  fruitage,  the  simple 
inhabitants  seemed  happy  in  themselves,  in  each  other  ;  they 
desired  no  greater  pleasures,  for  they  knew  of  none  greater; 
ambition,  pride,  and  envy,  were  vices  unknown  among  them  ; 
and  from  this  peculiar  simplicity  of  its  possessors^  the  country 
was  called  the  valley  of  ignorance. 

"At  length,  however,  an  unhappy  youth,  more  aspiring  than 
the  rest,  undertook  to  climb  the  mountain's  side,  and  examine 
the  summits  which  were  hitherto  deemed  inaccessible.  The 
inhabitants  from  below  gazed  with  wonder  at  his  intrepidity  ; 
some  applauded  his  courage,  others  censured  his  folly  ;  still, 
however,  he  proceeded  towards  the  place  where  the  earth  and 
heavens  seemed  to  unite,  and  at  length  arrived  at  the  wished- 
for  height  with  extreme  labour  and  assiduity. 

"  His  first  surprise  was  to  find  the  skies,  not  as  he  expected 
within  his  reach,  but  still  as  far  off  as  before !  His  amazement 
increased  when  he  saw  a  wide  extended  region  lying  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  mountain  ;  but  it  rose  to  astonishment 
when  he  beheld  a  country  at  a  distance,  more  beautiful  and 
alluring  than  even  that  he  had  just  left  behind. 

"  As  he  continued  to  gaze  with  wonder,  a  genius,  with  a  look 
of  infinite  modesty,  approaching,  offered  to  be  his  guide  and 
instructor.  'The  distant  country  which  you  so  much  admire,' 
says  the  angelic  being,  '  is  called  the  land  of  certainty  :  in 
fhat  charming  retreat,  sentiment  contributes  to  refine  every 
sensual  banquet  ;  the  inhabitants  are  blessed  M-ith  every  solid 
enjoyment,  and  still  more  blessed  in  a  perfect  consciousness 
of  their  own  felicity  :  ignorance  in  that  country  is  wholly 
unknown  ;  all  there  is  satisfaction  without  allay,  for  every 
pleasure  first  undergoes  the  examination  of  reason.  As  for 
me  I  am  called  the  Genius  of  Demonstration,  and  am  stationed 
here  in  order  to  conduct  everj-  adventurer  to  that  land  of 
happiness,  through  those  intervening  regions  you  see  over- 
hung with  fogs  and  darkness,  and  horrid  with  forests,  cataracts, 
caverns,  and  various  other  shapes  of  danger.  But  follow  me, 
and  in  time  I  my  lead  you  to  that  distant  desirable  land  of 
tranquillity. 

"The  intrepid  traveller  immediately  put  himself  under  the 
direction  of  the  Genius,  and  both  journeying  on  together  with 
a  slow  but  agreeable  pace,  deceived  the  tediousness  of  the  way 


CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD.  ]  07 

bj  conversation.  The  beginning  of  the  journey  seemed  to 
promise  true  satisfaction,  but  as  they  proceeded  forward,  the 
skies  became  more  gloomy  and  the  way  more  intricate  ;  they 
often  inadvertently  approached  the  brow  of  some  frightful 
precipice,  or  the  brink  of  a  torrent,  and  were  obliged  to 
measure  back  their  former  way  :  the  gloom  increasing  as  they 
proceeded,  their  pace  became  more  slow  ;  they  paused  at 
every  step,  frequently  stumbled,  and  their  distrust  and  timidity 
increased.  The  Genius  of  Demonstration  now  therefore 
advised  his  pupil  to  grope  upon  hands  and  feet,  as  a  method, 
though  more  slow,  yet  less  liable  to  error. 

"  In  this  manner  they  attempted  to  pursue  their  journey  for 
some  time,  when  they  were  overtaken  by  another  Genius,  who 
with  a  precipitate  pace  seemed  travelling  the  same  way.  He 
was  instantly  known  by  the  other  to  be  the  Genius  of  Pro- 
bability. He  wore  two  wide  extended  wings  at  his  back, 
which  incessantly  waved,  without  increasing  the  rapidity  of 
his  motion  ;  his  countenance  betrayed  a  confidence  that  the 
ignorant  might  mistake  for  sincerity,  and  he  had  but  one  eye, 
which  was  fixed  in  the  middle  of  his  forehead. 

"  '  Servant  of  Hormizda,'*  cried  he,  approaching  the  mortal 
pilgrim,  "  if  thou  art  travelling  to  the  Land  of  Certainty, 
now  is  it  possible  to  arrive  there  under  the  guidance  of  a 
Genius,  who  proceeds  forward  so  slowly,  and  is  so  little 
acquainted  with  the  way?  Follow  me,  we  shall  soon  perform 
the  journey  to  where  every  pleasure  waits  our  arrival.' 

"  The  peremptory  tone  in  which  this  Genius  spoke,  and  the 
speed  with  which  he  moved  forward,  induced  the  traveller  to 
change  his  conductor,  and  leavinu""  his  modest  companion 
behind,  he  proceeded  forward  with  his  more  confident  director, 
seeming  not  a  little  pleased  at  the  increased  velocity  of  his 
motion. 

"  But  soon  he  found  reason  to  repent.  Whenever  a  torrent 
crossed  their  way,  his  guide  taught  him  to  despise  the  obstacle 
by  plunging  him  in  ;  whenever  a  precipice  presented,  he  was 
directed  to  fling  himself  forward.  Thus  each  moment  miracu- 
lously escaping,  his  repeated  escapes  only  served  to  increase 
his  temerity.  He  led  him,  therefore,  forward,  amidst  infinite 
diflficulties,  till  they  arrived  at  the  borders  of  an  ocean,  which 
appeared  innavigable  from  the  black  mists  that  lay  upon  its 
surface.  Its  unquiet  waves  were  of  the  darkest  hue,  and  gave 
a  lively  representation  of  the  various  agitations  of  the  human 
mind. 

•  The  Persian  Magi  believed  in  two  great  Deities,  Hormizda,  or 
Oromasdcs,  ttie  good  pri-nciple,  and  Ariraanes  the  evil  principle.  —  B. 
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"  The  Genius  of  Probability  now  confessed  his  temerity  — 
owned  his  being  an  improper  guide  to  the  Land  of  Certainty, 
a  country  where  no  mortal  had  ever  been  permitted  to  arrive  ; 
but,  at  the  same  time,  offered  to  supply  the  traveller  with 
another  conductor,  who  should  carry  him  to  the  Land  of 
Confidence,  a  region  where  the  inhabitants  lived  with  the 
utmost  tranquillity,  and  tasted  almost  as  much  satisfaction  aa 
if  in  the  Land  of  Certainty.  Not  waiting  for  a  reph',  he 
stamped  three  times  on  the  ground,  and  called  forth  the  Demon 
of  Error,  a  gloomy  fiend  of  the  servants  of  Arimanes.  The 
yawning  earth  gave  up  the  reluctant  savage,  who  seemed 
unable  to  bear  the  light  of  the  day.  His  stature  was  enormous, 
his  colour  black  and  hideous,  his  aspect  betraj'ed  a  thousand 
varying  passions,  and  he  spread  forth  pinions  that  were  fitted 
for  the  most  rapid  flight.  The  traveller  at  first  was  shocked 
at  the  spectre  ;  but,  finding  him  obedient  to  a  superior  power, 
he  assumed  his  former  tranquillity. 

"  '  I  have  called  you  to  duty,'  cries  the  Genius  to  the  Demon, 
"  to  bear  on  your  back  a  son  of  mortality  over  the  Ocean  of 
Doubts,  into  the  Land  of  Confidence  ;  I  expect  you  will 
perform  your  commission  with  punctuality.  And  as  for  you,' 
continued  the  Genius,  addressing  the  traveller,  '  when  once 
I  have  bound  this  fillet  round  your  eyes,  let  no  voice  of  per- 
suasion, nor  threats  the  most  terrifying,  persuade  you  to 
unbind  it  in  order  to  look  round  ;  keep  the  fillet  fast,  look  not 
at  the  ocean  below,  and  you  may  certainly  expect  to  arrive  at 
a  region  of  pleasure.' 

"  Thus  saying,  and  the  traveller's  eyes  being  covered,  the 
Demon,  muttering  curses,  raised  him  on  his  back,  and  instantly, 
upborne  by  his  strong  pinions,  directed  his  flight  among  the 
clouds.  Neither  the  loudest  thunder,  nor  the  most  angry 
tempest,  could  persuade  the  traveller  to  unbind  his  eyes.  The 
Demon  directed  his  flight  downwards,  and  skiuimed  the  surface 
of  the  ocean  ;  a  thousand  voices,  some  with  loud  invectives, 
others  in  the  sarcastic  tones  of  contempt,  vainly  endeavoured 
to  persuade  him  to  look  round  ;  but  he  still  continued  to  keep 
his  eyes  covered,  and  would,  in  ail  probability,  have  arrived 
at  the  happy  land,  had  not  flattery  effected  what  other  means 
could  not  perform.  For  now  he  heard  himself  welcomed  on 
every  side  to  the  promised  land,  and  a  universal  shout  of  joy  was 
sent  forth  at  his  safe  arrival.  The  wearied  traveller,  desirous 
of  seeing  the  long  wished  for  country,  at  length  pulled  the 
fillet  from  iiis  eyes,  and  ventured  to  look  round  him.  But  he 
had  unloosed  the  band  too  soon  ;  he  was  not  yet  above  halt 
way  over.    Tiie  Demon,  who  was  still  hovering  in  the  air,  and 
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had  produced  those  sounds  only  in  order  to  deceive,  was  now 
freed  from  his  commission  ;  wiierefore,  throwina:  the  astonished 
traveller  from  his  back,  the  unhappy  youth  fell  headlong  into 
the  subjacent  Ocean  of  Doubts,  from  whence  he  never  after 
was  seen  to  rise." 

LETTER  XXXVIII. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  FUJI    IIOAM,   FIRST    PRESIDENT  OF 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN  IN   CHINA. 

When  Parmenio,  the  Grecian,  had  done  something  which 
excited  a  universal  shout  from  the  surrounding  multitude,  he 
was  instantly  struck,  with  the  doubt,  that  what  had  their 
approbation  must  certainly  be  wrong  ;  and  turning  to  a  philo- 
Bopher  who  stood  near  him,  "  Pray,  sir,"  says  he,  "  pardon  me  ; 
I  fear  I  have  been  guilty  of  some  absurdity." 

You  know  that  I  am,  not  less  than  him,  a  despiser  of  the 
multitude  ;  you  know  that  I  equally  detest  flattery  to  the 
great;  yet  so  many  circumstances  have  concurred  to  give  a 
lustre  to  the  latter  part  of  the  present  English  monarch's  reign, 
that  I  cannot  withhold  my  contribution  of  praise  ;  I  can- 
not avoid  the  acknowledging  the  crowd,  for  once,  just  in  their 
unanimous  approbation. 

Yet  think  not  that  battles  gained,  dominion  extended,  or 
enemies  brought  to  submission,  are  the  virtues  which  at  present 
claim  my  admiration.  Were  the  reigning  monarch  only  famous 
for  his  victories,  I  should  regard  his  character  with  indifference  : 
the  boast  of  hei'oism  in  this  enlightened  age  is  justly  regarded 
as  a  qualification  of  a  very  subordinate  rank,  and  mankind  now 
begin  to  look  with  becoming  horror  on  these  foes  to  man. 
The  virtue  in  this  aged  monarch  which  I  have  at  present  in 
view,  is  one  of  a  much  more  exalted  nature,  is  one  of  the  most 
difficult  attainment,  is  the  least  praised  of  all  kingly  virtues,  and 
yet  deserves  the  greatest  praise  ;  the  virtue  I  mean  is  Justice, — 
a  strict  administration  of  justice,  without  severity  and  without 
favour. 

Of  all  virtues  this  is  the  most  difficult  to  be  practised  by  a 
king  who  has  a  power  to  pardon.  All  men,  even  tyrants  them- 
selves, lean  to  mercy  when  unbiassed  by  passions  or  interest  ; 
the  heart  naturally  persuades  to  forgiveness,  and  pursuing  the 
dictates  of  this  pleasing  deceiver,  we  are  led  to  prefer  our 
private  satisfaction  to  public  utility.  What  a  thorough  love 
for  the  public,  what  a  strong  command  over  the  passions,  what 
a  finely  conducted  judgment  must  he  possess,  who  opposes  the 
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dictates  of  reason  to  those  of  his  heart,  and  prefers  the  future 
interest  of  his  people  to  his  own  immediate  satisfaction  I 

If  still  to  a  man's  own  natural  bias  for  tenderness,  we  add 
the  numerous  solicitations  made  by  a  criminal's  friends  for 
mercy  ;  if  we  survej'  a  king  not  only  opposing  his  own  feelings, 
but  reluctantly  refusing  those  he  regards,  and  this  to  satisfy  the 
public,  whose  cries  he  may  never  hear,  whose  gratitude  he  may 
never  receive,  this  surely  is  true  greatness !  Let  us  fancy 
ourselves  for  a  moment  in  this  just  old  man's  place,  surrounded 
by  numbers,  all  soliciting  the  same  favour — a  favour  that  nature 
disposes  us  to  grant  where  the  inducements  to  pity  are  laid 
before  us  in  the  strongest  light,  suppliants  at  our  feet,  some 
ready  to  resent  a  refusal,  none  opposing  a  compliance  ;  let  us, 
I  say,  suppose  ourselves  in  such  a  situation,  and  I  fancy  we 
should  find  ourselves  more  apt  to  act  the  character  of  good- 
natured  men  than  of  upright  magistrates. 

What  contributes  to  raise  justice  above  all  other  kingly 
virtues  is,  that  it  is  seldom  attended  with  a  due  share  of 
applause,  and  those  who  practise  it  must  be  infiuenced  by 
greater  motives  than  empty  fame  :  the  people  are  generally 
well  pleased  with  a  remission  of  punishment,  and  all  that  wears 
the  appearance  of  humanity  ;  it  is  the  wise  alone  who  are 
capable  of  discerning  that  impartial  justice  is  the  truest 
mercy  :  they  know  it  to  be  very  difficult,  at  once  to  compas- 
sionate, and  yet  condemn,  an  object  that  pleads  for  tenderness. 

I  have  been  led  into  this  commonplace  train  of  thought  by 
a  late  striking  instance  in  this  country  of  the  impartiality  of 
justice,  and  of  the  king's  inflexible  r«sulution  of  inflicting 
punishment  where  it  was  justly  due.  A  man  of  the  first 
quality,*  in  a  fit,  either  of  passion,  melancholy,  or  madness, 
murdered  his  servant  :  it  was  expected  that  his  station  in  life 
would  have  lessened  the  ignominy  of  his  punishment ;  how- 
ever, he  was  arraigned,  condemned,  and  underwent  the  same 

•  Earl  Ferrers,  who  shot  his  lan(l-stewar<I,  Jlr  Johnston,  was  tried  by 
his  peers,  and  found  guilty  of  murdtr,  for  which  he  was  hanged  at  Tyburn, 
May  5,  1760.  He  had  manifested  very  decided  proofs  of  insanity,  both 
before  and  at  the  time  of  committin;^  this  fatal  act.  but  he  behaved  with 
the  greatest  composure  at  his  trial  and  execution.  His  conduct  upon  this 
last  occasion  is  noticed  by  Horace  Wa!])ole  in  his  Correspondence  :  —  "  The 
extraordinary  history  of  Lord  Ferrers  is  closed  :  he  was  executed  yester- 
day. Madness,  that  in  other  countries  is  a  clisorder,  is  here  a  systematic 
character  :  it  does  not  hinder  people  f:om  forming  a  plan  of  conduct,  and 
from  even  dying  agreeably  to  it. ...He  shamed  heroes — He  went  in  his 
wedding  clothes  ;  marking  the  only  remaining  impression  on  his  mind — 
The  mob  was  decent,  and  admired  him,  and  almost  pitied  him."  —  B. 
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degrading  death  with  the  meanest  malefactor.  It  was  well 
considered  that  virtue  alone  is  true  nobility  ;  and  that  he 
whose  actions  sink  him  even  beneath  the  vulgar,  has  no  right 
to  those  distinctions  which  should  be  the  rewards  only  of  merit : 
it  was  perhaps  considered  that  crimes  were  more  heinous 
among  the  higher  classes  of  people,  as  necessity  exposes  them 
to  fewer  temptations. 

Over  all  the  East,  even  China  not  excepted,  a  person  of  the 
same  quality,  guilty  of  such  a  crime,  might,  by  giving  up  a 
share  of  his  fortune  to  the  judge,  buy  off  his  sentence.  There 
are  several  countries,  even  in  Europe,  where  the  servant  is 
entirely  the  property  of  his  master  :  if  a  slave  kills  his  lord, 
he  dies  by  the  most  excruciating  tortures  ;  but  if  the  circum- 
stances are  reversed,  a  small  fine  buys  off  the  punishment  of  the 
oflPender.  Happy  the  country  where  all  are  equal,  and  where 
those  who  sit  as  judges  have  too  much  integrity  to  receive  a 
bribe,  and  too  much  honour  to  pity  from  a  similitude  of  the 
prisoner's  title  or  circumstances  with  their  own !  Such  is 
England :  yet  think  not  that  it  was  always  equally  famed  for 
this  strict  impartiality.  There  was  a  time,  even  here,  when 
title  softened  the  rigours  of  the  law,  when  dignified  wretches 
were  suffered  to  live,  and  continue  for  years  an  equal  disgrace 
to  justice  and  nobility. 

To  this  day,  in  a  neighbouring  country,  the  great  are  often 
most  scandalously  pardoned  for  the  most  scandalous  offences. 
A  person*  is  still  alive  among  them  who  lias  more  than  once 
deserved  the  most  ignominious  severity  of  justice.  His  being 
of  the  blood  royal,  however,  was  thought  a  sufficient  atone- 
ment for  his  being  a  disgrace  to  humanity.  This  remarkable 
personage  took  pleasure  in  shooting  at  the  passengers  below 
from  the  top  of  his  palace  ;  and  in  this  most  princely  amuse- 
ment he  usually  spent  some  time  every  day.  He  was  at  length 
arraiirncd  by  the  friends  of  a  person  whom  in  this  manner  he 
had  killed,  was  found  guilty  of  the  charge,  and  condemned  to 
die.  His  merciful  monarch  pardoned  him,  in  consideration  of 
his  rank  and  quality.  The  unrepenting  criminal  soon  afler 
renewed  his  usual  entertainment,  and  in  the  same  manner 
killed  another  man.  He  was  a  second  time  condemned  ;  and, 
strange  to  think,  a  second  time  received  his  majesty's  pardon! 
Would  you  believe  it  ?  A  third  time  the  very  same  man  was 
guilty  of  the  very  same  offence  ;  a  third  time,  therefore,  the 
laws  of  his  country  found  him  guilty  —  I  wish,  for  the  honour 

'  The  Prince  of  Charolais B. 
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of  humanity,  I  could  suppress  the  rest  —  a  third  time  he  was 
pardoned !  Will  j-ou  not  think  such  a  story  too  extraordinary 
for  belief?  will  you  not  think  me  describing  the  savage  inha- 
bitants of  Congo  ?  Alas  !  the  story  is  but  too  true  ;  and  the 
country  where  it  was  transacted,  regards  itself  as  the  politest 
in  Europe !  —  Adieu. 

LETTER  XXXIX. 
FROM  LIEX  CHI  ALTANGI  TO ,  MERCHANT  IN  AMSTERDAM. 

Ceremonies  are  different  in  every  country ;  but  true  polite- 
ness is  everywhere  the  same.  Ceremonies,  which  take  up  so 
much  of  our  attention,  are  only  artificial  helps  which  ignorance 
assumes  in  order  to  imitate  politeness,  which  is  the  result  of 
good  sense  and  good  nature.  A  person  possessed  of  those 
qualities,  though  he  had  never  seen  a  court,  is  truly  agreeable  ; 
and  if  without  them,  would  continue  a  clown,  though  he  had 
been  all  his  life  a  gentleman  usher. 

How  would  a  Chinese,  bred  up  in  the  formalities  of  an 
Eastern  court,  be  regarded,  should  he  carry  all  his  good  man- 
ners beyond  the  great  wall  ?  How  would  an  Englishman, 
skilled  in  all  the  decorums  of  Western  good  breeding,  appear 
at  an  Eastern  entertainment  ?  Would  he  not  be  reckoned  more 
fantastically  savage  than  even  his  unbred  footman  ? 

Ceremony  resembles  that  base  coin  which  circulates  through 
a  country  by  the  royal  mandate  ;  it  serves  every  purpose  of 
real  money  at  home,  but  is  entirely  useless  if  carried  abroad  : 
a  person  who  should  attempt  to  circulate  his  native  trash  in 
another  country,  would  be  thought  cither  ridiculous  or  culpable. 
He  is  truly  well-bred,  who  knows  when  to  value  and  when  to 
despise  those  national  peculiarities,  which  are  regarded  by 
some  with  so  much  observance  ;  a  traveller  of  taste  at  once 
perceives  that  the  wise  are  polite  all  the  world  over,  but  that 
fouls  are  polite  only  at  home. 

1  have  now  before  me  two  very  fasliionable  letters  upon  the 
same  subject,  both  written  by  ladies  of  distinction  ;  one  of 
whom  leads  the  fashion  in  England,  and  the  other  sets  the 
ceremonies  of  China  :  the\'  are  both  regarded  in  their  respec- 
tive countries,  by  all  the  beau  monde,  as  standards  of  taste,  and 
models  of  true  ])oliteness,  and  both  g'ive  us  a  true  idea  of  what 
they  imagine  elegant  in  their  admirers  :  wliicii  of  them  under- 
stands true  politeness,  or  whether  either,  you  shall  be  at  liberty 
to  determine.  The  English  lady  writes  thus  to  her  female 
confidant :  — 
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"  As  I  live,  my  dear  Charlotte,  I  believe  the  Colonel  will 
carry  it  at  last ;  he  is  a  most  irresistible  fellow,  that  is  flat. 
So  well  dressed,  so  neat,  so  sprightly,  and  plays  about  one  so 
agreeably,  that  I  vow,  he  has  as  much  spirits  as  the  Marquis  of 
Monkeymau's  Italian  greyhound.  I  first  saw  him  at  Ranelagh  ; 
he  shines  there  :  he  is  nothing  without  Ranelagh,  and  Rane- 
lagh nothing  without  him.  The  next  day,  he  sent  a  card  and 
compliments,  desiring  to  wait  on  mamma  and  me  to  the  music 
subscription.  He  looked  all  the  time  with  such  irresistible 
impudence,  that  positively  he  had  something  in  his  face  gave 
me  as  much  pleasure  as  a  pair-royal  of  naturals  in  my  own 
hand.  He  waited  on  mamma  and  me  the  next  morning  to 
know  how  we  got  home  :  you  must  know  the  insidious  devil 
makes  love  to  us  both.  Rap  went  the  footman  at  the  door  ; 
bounce  went  my  heart :  I  thought  he  would  have  rattled  the 
house  down.  Chariot  drove  up  to  the  window,  with  his  foot^ 
men  in  the  prettiest  liveries  ;  he  has  infinite  taste,  tliat  is  flat. 
Mamma  had  spent  all  the  morning  at  her  head  :  but  for  my 
part  I  was  in  an  undress  to  receive  him  ;  quite  easy,  mind 
that ;  no  way  disturbed  at  his  approach  :  mamma  pretended 
to  be  as  dcgagee  as  I ;  and  yet  I  saw  her  blush  in  spite  of  her. 
Positively  he  is  a  most  killing  devil!  We  did  nothing  but 
laugh  all  the  time  he  staid  with  us  ;  I  never  heard  so  many 
very  good  things  before  :  at  first  he  mistook  mamma  for  my 
sister,  at  which  she  laughed ;  then  he  mistook  my  natural 
complexion  for  paint,  at  which  I  laughed ;  and  then  he 
shewed  us  a  picture  in  the  lid  of  his  snuff-box,  at  which  we  all 
laughed.  He  plays  picquet  so  very  ill,  and  is  so  very  fond  of 
cards,  and  los.s  with  such  a  grace,  that  positively  he  has  won 
me ;  I  have  got  a  cool  hundred,  but  have  lost  my  heart.  I 
need  not  tell  you  that  he  is  only  a  colonel  of  the  trainbands. 
I  am,  dear  Charlotte,  yours  for  ever,  Belinda." 

The  Chinese  lady  addresses  her  confidant,  a  poor  relation 
of  the  family,  upon  the  same  occasion  ;  in  which  she  seems  to 
understand  decorums  even  better  than  the  Western  beauty. 
You,  who  have  resided  so  long  in  China,  will  readily  acknow- 
ledge the  picture  to  be  taken  from  nature  ;  and,  by  being 
acquainted  with  the  Chinese  customs,  will  better  apprehend 
the  lady's  meaning. 

FROM  YAOVA  TO  YAYA. 

"  Papa  insists  upon  one,  two,  tiiree,  four  hundred  taols  from 
the  colonel,  my  lover,  before  he  parts  with  a  lock  of  my  hair. 
u 
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Ho,  how  I  \>ish  the  dear  creature  may  be  able  to  produce  the 
money,  and  pay  papa  my  fortune!  The  colonel  is  reckoned 
the  politest  man  in  all  Shensi.  The  first  visit  he  paid  at  our 
house  — mercy,  what  stooping,  and  cringing,  and  stopping,  and 
fidgeting,  and  going  back,  and  creeping  forward,  there  was 
between  him  and  papa  I  one  would  have  thought  he  had  got 
the  seventeen  books  of  ceremonies  all  by  heart.  When  he 
was  come  into  the  hall,  he  flourished  his  hands  three  times  in 
a  very  graceful  manner.  Papa,  who  would  not  be  outdone, 
flourished  his  four  times  ;  upon  this  the  colonel  began  again, 
and  both  thus  continued  flourishing  for  some  minutes  in  the 
politest  manner  imaginable.  I  was  posted  in  the  usual  place 
behind  the  screen,  where  I  saw  the  whole  ceremony  through 
a  slit.  Of  this  the  colonel  was  sensible,  for  papa  informed 
him.  I  would  have  given  the  world  to  have  shewn  him  my 
little  shoes,  but  had  no  opportunity.  It  was  the  first  time  I 
had  ever  the  happiness  of  seeing  any  man  but  papa,  and  I 
vow,  my  dear  Yaya,  I  thought  my  three  souls  would  actually 
have  fled  from  my  lips.  Ho,  but  he  looked  most  charmingly ; 
he  is  reckoned  the  best  shaped  man  in  the  whole  province,  for 
he  is  very  fat  and  very  short ;  but  even  those  natural  advan- 
tages are  improved  by  his  dress,  which  is  fashionable  past 
description.  His  head  was  close  shaven,  all  but  the  crown, 
and  the  hair  of  that  was  braided  into  a  most  beautiful  tail, 
that  reached  down  to  his  heels,  and  was  terminated  by  a 
bunch  of  yellow  roses.  Upon  his  first  entering  the  room,  I 
could  easily  perceive  he  had  been  highly  perfumed  vvith 
asafoetida.  But  then  his  looks  —  his  looks,  my  dear  Yaya, 
were  irresistible.  He  kept  his  eyes  steadfastly  fixed  on  the 
wall  during  the  whole  ceremony,  and  I  sincerely  believe  no 
accident  could  have  discomposed  his  gravity,  or  drawn  his 
eyes  away.  After  a  polite  silence  of  two  hours,  he  gallantly 
begged  to  have  the  singing  women  introduced,  purely  for  my 
amusement.  After  one  of  them  had  for  some  time  entertained 
us  with  her  voice,  the  colonel  and  she  retired  for  some  minutes 
together.  I  thought  they  would  never  have  come  back  :  I 
must  own  he  is  a  most  agreeable  creature.  Ujion  his  return, 
they  again  renewed  the  concert,  and  he  continued  to  gaze 
upon  the  wall  as  usual,  when,  in  less  than  half  an  hour  more, 
ho!  but  he  retired  out  of  the  room  with  another.  He  is, 
indeed,  a  most  agreeable  creature. 

"  When  he  came  to  titke  his  leave,  the  whole  ceremony  began 
afresh  ;  papa  would  see  him  to  the  door,  but  the  colonel 
swore  he  would  rather  see  the  earth  turned  upside  down  than 


CiriZ2X  OF  THE  WORLD.  I  lo 

permit  him  to  stir  a  sing-le  step,  aad  papa  was  at  last  obliged 
to  comply.  As  soon  as  he  was  got  to  the  door,  papa  weut 
out  to  see  him  on  horseback  :  here  they  continued  half  an 
hour  bowing  and  cringing,  before  one  would  mount  or  the 
other  go  in,  but  the  colonel  was  at  last  victorious.  He  had 
scarce  gone  an  hundred  paces  from  the  house,  when  papa 
running  out  hallooed  after  him,  "A  good  journey;"  upon 
which  the  colonel  returned,  and  would  see  papa  into  his 
house  before  ever  he  would  depart.  He  was  no  sooner  got 
home  than  he  sent  me  a  very  fine  present  of  duck  eggs  painted 
of  twenty  different  colours.  His  generosity,  I  own,  has  woj» 
me.  I  have  ever  since  been  trying  over  the  eight  letters  of 
good  fortune,  and  have  great  hopes.  All  I  have  to  appre- 
hend is,  that  after  he  has  married  me,  and  that  I  am  carried  to 
his  house  close  shut  up  in  my  chair,  when  he  comes  to  have 
the  first  sight  of  my  face,  he  may  shut  me  up  a  second  time, 
and  send  me  back  to  papa.  However  I  shall  appear  as  line  as 
possible  :  mamma  and  I  have  been  to  buy  the  clothes  for  my 
wedding.  I  am  to  have  a  new  fong  ivluing  in  my  hair,  the 
beak  of  which  will  reach  down  to  my  nose  ;  the  milliner  from 
whom  we  bought  that  and  our  ribands  cheated  us  as  if  she  had 
no  conscience,  and  so  to  quiet  mine  I  cheated  her.  All  tliis 
is  fair  you  know.     I  remain,  my  dear  Yaya,  your  ever  faithful 

"  Yaoua." 

LETTER  XL. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  FCM  IIOAII,  FIRST  PRHSIDENT  OK 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMY"  AT   PEKIN   IN  CHINA. 

You  have  always  testified  the  highest  esteem  for  the 
English  poets,  and  thought  them  not  inferior  to  the  Greeks, 
Romans,  or  even  the  Chinese,  in  the  art.  But  it  is  now 
thought,  even  by  the  English  themselves,  that  the  race  of 
their  poets  is  extinct ;  every  day  produces  some  pathetic 
exclamation  upon  the  decadence  of  taste  and  genius.  "  Pe- 
gasus," say  they,  "has  slipped  the  bridle  from  his  mouth,  and 
our  modern  bards  attempt  to  direct  his  flight  by  catching  him 
by  the  tail." 

Yet,  my  friend,  it  is  only  among  the  ignorant  that  such 
discourses  prevail ;  men  of  true  discernment  can  see  several 
poets  still  among  the  English,  some  of  whom  equal,  if  not 
surpass,  their  predecessors.  The  ignorant  term  that  alone 
poetry  which  is  couched  in  a  certain  number  of  syllables  in 
» very  line,  where  a  vapid  thought  is  drawn  out  into  a  number 
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of  verses  of  equal  length,  and  perhaps  pointed  with  rhymes  at 
the  end.  But  glowing  sentiment,  striking  imagery,  concise 
expression,  natural  description,  and  modulated  periods,  are 
full  sufficient  entirely  to  fdl  up  my  idea  of  this  art,  and  make 
way  to  every  passion. 

If  my  idea  of  poetry,  therefore,  be  just,  the  English  are  not 
at  present  so  destitute  of  poetical  merit  as  they  seem  to 
imagine.  I  can  see  several  poets  in  disguise  among  them,  — 
men  furnished  with  the  strength  of  soul,  sublimity  of  sentiment, 
and  grandeur  of  expression,  which  constitute  the  character. 
Many  of  the  writers  of  their  modern  odes,  sonnets,  tragedies, 
or  rebusses,  it  is  true,  deserve  not  the  name,  though  they  have 
done  nothing  but  clink  rhymes  and  measure  syllables  for  years 
together  :  their  Johnsons  and  SmoUetts*  are  truly  poets  ; 
though,  for  ought  I  know,  they  never  made  a  single  verse  iq 
their  whole  lives. 

In  every  incipient  language,  the  poet  and  the  prose  writer 
are  very  distinct  in  their  quahfications  :  the  poet  ever  pro- 
ceeds first ;  treading  unbeaten  paths,  enriching  his  native 
sounds,  and  employed  in  new  adventures.  The  other  follows 
with  more  cautious  steps,  and  though  slow  in  his  motions, 
treasures  up  every  useful  or  pleasing  discovery.  But  when 
once  all  the  extent  and  the  force  of  the  language  is  known,  the 
poet  then  seems  to  rest  from  his  labour,  and  is  at  length  over- 
taken by  his  assiduous  pursuer.  Both  characters  are  then 
blended  into  one  :  the  historian  and  orator  catch  all  the  poet's 
fire,  and  leave  him  no  real  mark  of  distinction,  except  the 
iteration  of  numbers  regularly  returning.  Thus,  in  the  decline 
of  ancient  European  learning,  Seneca,  though  he  wrote  in 
prose,  is  as  much  a  poet  as  Lucan  ;  and  Longinus,  though  but 
a  critic,  more  sublime  than  Apollonius. 

From  this,  then,  it  appears  that  poetry  is  not  discontinued, 
but  altered  among  the  English  at  present  ;  the  outward  form 
seems  different  from  what  it  was,  but  poetry  still  continues 
'nternally  the  same :  the  only  question  remains,  whether  the 
netric  feet  used  by  the  good  writers  of  the  last  age,  or  the 
irosaic  numbers  employed  by  the  good  writers  of  this,  be 
"referable  ?  And  here  the  practice  of  the  last  age  appears  to 
me  superior  :  they  submitted  to  the  restraint  of  numbers  and 
similar  sounds ;  and  this  restraint,  instead  of  diminishing, 
augmented  the  force  of  their  sentiment  and  style.  Fancy- 
restrained  may  be  compared  to  a  fountain,  which  plays  highest 

*  Smollett  was  one  of  Goldsmith's  earliest  patrons,  at  a  time  when  he 
stood  in  need  of  patronage,  and  did  him  essential  service  by  recommend- 
ing him  to  the  buokiellere.  —  B. 
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by  diminishing  the  aperture.  Of  the  truth  of  this  maxim  in 
every  language,  every  fine  writer  is  perfectly  sensible  from  his 
own  experience,  and  yet  to  explain  the  reason  would  be 
perhaps  as  difficult  as  to  make  a  frigid  genius  profit  by  the 
discovery. 

There  is  still  another  reason  in  favour  of  the  practice  of  t!)e 
last  age,  to  be  drawn  from  the  variety  of  modulation.  1  he 
musical  period  in  prose  is  confined  to  a  very  few  changes  ; 
the  numbers  in  verse  are  capable  of  infinite  variation.  1  speak 
not  now  from  the  practice  of  modern  verse  writers,  few  of 
whom  have  any  idea  of  musical  variety,  but  run  on  in  the 
same  monotonous  flow  through  the  whole  poem  ;  but  rather 
from  the  example  of  their  former  poets,  who  were  tolerable 
masters  of  this  variety,  and  also  from  a  capacity  in  the  language 
of  still  admitting  various  unanticij)ated  music. 

Several  rules  have  been  drawn  up  for  varying  the  poetic 
measure,  and  critics  have  elaborately  talked  of  accents  and 
syllables  ;  but  good  sense  and  a  fine  ear,  which  rules  can  never 
teach,  are  what  alone  can  in  such  a  case  determine.  The 
rapturous  flowings  of  joy,  or  the  interruptions  of  indignation, 
require  accents  placed  entirely  diHerent,  and  a  structure  con- 
sonant to  the  emotions  they  would  express.  Changing 
passions,  and  numbers  changing  with  those  passions,  make 
the  whole  secret  of  Western  as  well  as  Eastern  poetrj'.  In  a 
word,  the  great  faults  of  the  modern  professed  English  poets 
are,  that  they  seem  to  want  numbers  which  should  vary  with 
the  passion,  and  are  more  employed  in  describing  to  the  ima- 
gination than  striking  at  the  heart. 

LETTER  XLI. 

TO  THE  SAMK. 

Some  time  since  I  sent  thee,  O  holy  disciple  of  Confucius, 
an  account  of  the  grand  abbey,  or  mausoleum,  of  the  kings  and 
heroes  of  this  nation  :  I  have  since  been  introduced  to  a 
temple,  not  so  ancient,  but  far  superior  in  beauty  and  magni- 
ficence.* In  this,  which  is  the  most  considerable  of  the  empire, 
there  are  no  pompous  inscriptions,  no  flattery  paid  the  dead, 
but  all  is  elegant  and  awfully  simple.  There  are,  however,  a 
few  rags  hung  round  the  walls,  which  have,  at  a  vast  expense, 
been  taken  from  the  enemy  in  the  present  war.  The  silk  of 
which  they  are  composed,  when  new,  might  be  valued  at  half 
a  string  of  copper  money  in  China;  yet  this  wise  people  fitted 
•  St  Paulb— 13, 
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out  a  fleet  and  an  army  in  order  to  seize  them,  though  now 
grown  old,  and  scarcely  capable  of  being  patched  up  into  a 
handkerchief.  By  this  conquest,  the  English  are  said  to  have 
gained,  and  the  French  to  have  lost,  much  honour.  Is  the 
honour  of  European  nations  placed  only  in  tattered  silk  ? 

In  this  temple  I  was  permitted  to  remain  during  the  whole 
service  ;  and  were  you  not  already  acquainted  with  the  reli- 
gion of  the  English,  you  might,  from  my  description,  be  inclined 
to  believe  them  as  grossly  idolatrous  as  the  disciples  of  Lao. 
The  idol  which  they  seem  to  address,  strides  like  a  colossus 
over  the  door  of  the  inner  temple,  which  here,  as  with  the 
Jews,  is  esteemed  the  most  sacred  part  of  the  building.  Its 
oracles  are  delivered  in  an  hundred  various  tones,  which  seem 
to  inspire  the  worshippers  with  enthusiasm  and  awe :  an  old 
woman,  who  appeared  to  be  the  priestess,  was  employed  in 
various  attitudes,  as  she  felt  the  inspiration.  When  it  began 
to  speak,  all  the  people  remained  fixed  in  silent  attention, 
nodding  assent,  looking  approbation,  appearing  highly  edified 
by  those  sounds  which  to  a  stranger  might  seem  inarticulate 
and  unmeaning. 

When  the  idol  had  done  speaking,  and  the  priestess  had 
locked  up  its  lungs  with  a  key,  observing  almost  all  the 
company  leaving  the  temple,  I  concluded  the  service  was 
over,  and  taking  my  hat,  was  going  to  walk  away  with  the 
crowd,  when  I  was  stopped  by  the  Man  in  Black,  who 
assured  me  that  the  ceremony  had  scarcely  yet  begun ! 
"  What!"  cried  I,  "  do  I  not  see  almost  the  whole  body  of  the 
worshippers  leaving  the  church?  Would  you  persuade  me 
that  such  numbers  who  profess  religion  and  morality,  would, 
in  this  shameless  manner,  quit  the  temple  before  the  service 
was  concluded  ?  You  surely  mistake  :  not  even  the  Kalmucks 
would  be  guilty  of  such  an  indecency,  though  all  the  object 
of  their  worsiiip  was  but  a  joint-stool."  RIy  friend  seemed  to 
blush  for  his  countrymen,  assuring  me  that  those  whom  I  saw 
running  away,  were  only  a  parcel  of  musical  blockheads, 
whose  passion  was  merely  for  sounds,  and  whose  heads  are  as 
empty  as  a  fiddle-case  :  those  who  remained  behind,  says  he, 
are  the  true  religious  ;  they  make  use  of  music  to  warm  their 
heart?,  and  to  lift  them  to  a  proper  pitch  of  rapture  :  examine 
their  behaviour,  and  you  will  confess  there  are  some  among 
us  who  practise  true  devotion. 

I  now  looked  roimd  mo  as  directed,  but  saw  nothing  of 
that  fervent  devotion  which  he  had  promised  :  one  of  the 
worshippers  appeared  to  be  ogling  the  company  through  a 
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glass  :  another  was  fervent,  not  in  addresses  to  Heaven,  but 
to  his  mistress  ;  a  third  whispered,  a  fourth  took  snuff,  and  the 
priest  himself,  in  a  drowsy  tone,  read  over  the  duties  of  the 
day. 

**  Bless  my  eyes!"  cried  I,  as  I  happened  to  look  towards 
the  door,  "  what  do  I  see  ?  one  of  the  worshippers  fallen  fast 
asleep,  and  actually  sunk  down  on  his  cushion  !  Is  he  now 
enjoying  the  benefit  of  a  trance,  oi*  does  he  receive  the 
influence  of  some  mysterious  vision  ?  " — "  Alas  !  alas  ! "  replied 
my  companion,  "  no  such  thing  ;  he  has  only  had  the  misfor- 
tune of  eating  too  hearty  a  dinner,  and  finds  it  impossible  to 
keep  his  eyes  open."  Turning  to  another  part  of  the  temple, 
I  perceived  a  young  lady  just  in  the  same  circumstances  and 
attitude  :  "  Strange,"  cried  I  ;  "  can  she,  too,  have  over-eaten 
herself?" — "  Oh,  fie  I"  replied  my  friend,  "you  now  grow 
censorious.  She  grow  drowsy  from  eating  too  much  !  that 
would  be  profanation.  She  only  sleeps  now  from  having  sat 
up  all  night  at  a  brag  party."  —  "  Turn  me  where  I  will,  then," 
says  I,  "  I  can  perceive  no  single  symptom  of  devotion  among 
the  worshippers,  except  from  that  old  woman  in  the  corner, 
who  sits  groaning  behind  the  long  sticks  of  a  mourning  fan  ; 
she  indeed  seems  greatly  edified  with  what  she  hears."  — 
"  Ay,"  replied  my  friend,  "  I  knew  we  should  find  some  to 
catch  you ;  I  know  her  ;  that  is  the  deaf  lady  who  lives  in  the 
cloisters." 

In  short,  the  remissness  of  behaviour  in  almost  all  the 
worshippers,  and  some  even  of  the  guardians,  struck  me  with 
surprise.  I  had  been  taught  to  believe  that  none  were  ever 
promoted  to  oflaces  in  the  temple,  but  men  remarkable  for 
their  superior  sanctity,  learning,  and  rectitude  ;  that  there  was 
no  such  thing  heard  of,  as  persons  being  introduced  into  the 
church  merely  to  oblige  a  senator,  or  provide  for  the  younger 
branch  of  a  noble  family  :  I  expected,  as  their  minds  were 
continually  set  upon  heavenly  things,  to  see  their  eyes  directed 
there  also  ;  and  hoped,  from  their  behaviour,  to  perceive  their 
inclinations  corresponding  with  their  duty.  But  I  am  since 
informed,  that  some  are  appointed  to  preside  over  temples 
they  never  visit  ;  and,  while  they  receive  all  the  money,  are 
contented  with  letting  others  do  all  the  good.  —  Adieu. 
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LETTER  XLII. 

FROM   FUM    HOAM,   TO   LIEN   CHI  ALTANGI,   THE   DTSCONTBNTEO 
WANDERER,  BY   THE  WAY  OF  MOSCOW. 

Must  I  ever  continue  to  condemn  thy  perseverance,  and 
blame  that  curiosity  which  destroys  thy  happiness  !  What 
yet  untasted  banquet,  what  luxury  yet  unknown,  has  rewarded 
thy  painful  adventures  V  Name  a  pleasure  which  thy  native 
country  could  not  amply  procure  :  frame  a  wish  that  might 
not  have  been  satisfied  in  China !  Why  then  such  toil,  and 
such  danger,  in  pursuit  of  raptures  within  your  reach  at  home? 

The  Europeans,  you  will  say,  excel  us  in  sciences  and  in 
arts, — those  sciences  which  bound  the  aspiring  wish,  and  those 
arts  which  tend  to  gratify  even  unrestrained  desire.  They 
may  perhaps  outdo  us  in  the  arts  of  building  ships,  casting 
cannons,  or  measuring  mountains  ;  but  are  they  superior  in 
the  greatest  of  all  arts,  —  the  art  of  governing  kingdoms  and 
ourselves  ? 

When  I  compare  the  history  of  China  with  that  of  Europe, 
how  do  I  exult  in  being  a  native  of  that  kingdom  which 
derives  its  original  from  the  sun  I  Upon  opening  the  Chinese 
history,  I  there  behold  an  ancient  extended  empire,  established 
by  laws  which  nature  and  reason  seem  to  have  dictated.  The 
duty  of  children  to  their  parents  —  a  duty  which  nature  implants 
in  every  breast — forms  the  strength  of  that  government  which 
has  subsisted  for  time  immemorial.  Filial  obedience  is  the 
first  and  greatest  requisite  of  a  state  :  by  this  we  become  good 
subjects  to  our  emperors,  capable  of  behaving  with  just  subor- 
dination to  our  superiors,  and  grateful  dependents  on  Heaven  ; 
by  this  we  become  fonder  of  marriage,  in  order  to  be  capable 
of  exacting  obedience  from  others  in  our  turn  ;  by  this  we 
become  good  magistrates,  for  early  submission  is  the  truest 
lesson  to  those  who  would  learn  to  rule.  By  this  the  whole 
state  may  be  said  to  resemble  one  family,  of  which  the  emperor 
is  the  protector,  father,  and  friend. 

In  this  happy  region,  sequestered  from  the  rest  of  mankind, 
I  see  a  succession  of  princes  who  in  general  considered  them- 
selves as  the  fathers  of  their  people  ;  a  race  of  philosophers 
who  bravely  combated  idolatry,  prejudice,  and  tyranny,  at  the 
expense  of  their  private  happiness  and  immediate  reputation. 
Whenever  an  usurper  or  a  tyrant  intruded  into  the  adminis- 
tration, how  have  all  the  good  and  great  been  united  against 
him  !     Can  European  history  produce  an  instance  like  that  of 
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the  twelve  mandarines,  who  all  resolved  to  apprize  the  vicious 
emperor  Tisiang  of  the  irregularity  of  his  conduct  ?  He  who 
first  undertook  the  dangerous  task  was  cut  in  two  by  the 
emperor's  order;  the  second  was  ordered  to  be  tormented,  and 
then  put  to  a  cruel  death  ;  the  third  undertook  the  task  with 
intrepidity,  and  was  instantly  stabbed  by  the  tyrant's  hand  : 
in  this  manner  they  all  suffered,  except  one.  But,  not  to  be 
turned  from  his  purpose,  the  brave  survivor  entering  the  palace 
with  the  instruments  of  torture  in  his  hand,  "  Here,"  cried  he, 
addressing  himself  to  the  throne,  "  here,  O  Tisiang,  are  the 
marks  your  faithful  subjects  receive  for  their  loyalty  ;  I  am 
wearied  with  serving  a  tyrant,  and  now  come  for  my  reward." 
The  emperor,  struck  with  his  intrepidity,  instantly  forgave  the 
boldness  of  his  conduct,  and  reformed  his  own.  What  Euro- 
pean annals  can  boast  of  a  tyrant  thus  reclaimed  to  lenity  ? 

When  five  brethren  had  set  upon  the  great  emperor  Gin- 
song  alone,  with  his  sabre  he  slew  four  of  them;  he  was 
struggling  with  the  fifth,  when  his  guards  coming  up  were 
going  to  cut  the  conspirator  into  a  thousand  pieces.  "  No, 
no,"  cried  the  emperor,  with  a  calm  and  placid  countenance, 
"  of  all  his  brothers  he  is  the  only  one  remaining,  at  least  let 
one  of  the  family  be  suffered  to  live,  that  his  aged  parents  may 
have  somebody  left  to  feed  and  comfort  them ! " 

When  Haitong,  the  last  emperor  of  the  house  of  Ming,  saw 
himself  besieged  in  his  own  city  by  the  usurper,  he  was 
resolved  to  issue  from  his  palace  with  six  hundred  of  his 
guards,  and  give  the  enemy  battle  ;  but  they  forsook  him. 
Being  thus  without  hopes,  and  choosing  death  rather  than  to 
fall  alive  into  the  hands  of  a  rebel,  he  retired  to  his  garden, 
conducting  his  little  daughter,  an  only  child,  in  his  hand  ; 
there,  in  a  private  arbour,  unsheathing  his  sword,  he  stabbed 
the  young  innocent  to  the  heart,  and  then  despatched  himself, 
leaving  the  following  words  written  with  his  blood  on  the 
border  of  his  vest :  "  Forsaken  by  my  subjects,  abandoned  by 
my  friends,  use  my  body  as  you  will,  but  spare,  O  spare  my 
people ! " 

An  empire  which  has  thus  continued  invariably  the  same 
for  such  a  long  succession  of  ages  —  which,  though  at  last 
conquered  by  the  Tartars,  still  preserves  its  ancient  laws  and 
learning,  and  may  more  properly  be  said  to  annex  the  domi- 
nions of  Tartary  to  its  empire,  than  to  admit  a  foreign  conqueror 
—  an  empire  as  large  as  Europe,  governed  by  one  law,  acknow- 
ledging subjection  to  one  prince,  and  experiencing  but  one 
revolutioa  of  any  continuance  in  the  space  of  four  thousand 
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years, — this  is  something  so  peculiarly  great,  that  I  am  naturally 
led  to  despise  all  other  nations  on  the  comparison.  Here  we 
see  no  religious  persecutions,  no  enmity  between  mankind 
for  difference  in  opinion.  The  disciples  of  Lao  Kium,  the 
idolatrous  sectaries  of  Fohi,  and  the  philosophical  children  of 
Confucius,  only  strive  to  shew  by  their  actions  the  truth  of 
their  doctrines. 

Now  turn  from  this  happy,  peaceful  scene,  to  Europe,  the 
theatre  of  intrigue,  avarice,  and  ambition.  How  many  revo- 
lutions does  it  not  experience  in  the  compass  even  of  one  age ! 
and  to  what  do  these  revolutions  tend  but  the  destruction  of 
thousands  ?  Every  great  event  is  replete  with  some  new 
calamity.  The  seasons  of  serenity  are  passed  over  in  silence, 
their  histories  seem  to  speak  onh'  of  the  storm. 

There  we  see  the  Romans  extending  their  power  over 
barbarous  nations,  and  in  turn  become  a  prey  to  those  whom 
they  had  conquered.  We  see  those  barbarians,  when  become 
Christians,  engaged  in  continual  war  with  the  followers  of 
Mahomet ;  or,  more  dreadful  still,  destroying  each  other.  We 
see  councils  in  the  earlier  ages  authorizing  every  iniquity  — 
crusades  spreading  desolation  in  the  countrj'  left,  as  well  as 
that  to  be  conquered  —  excommunications  freeing  subjects 
from  natural  allegiance,  and  persuading  to  sedition  —  blood 
flowing  in  the  fields  and  on  scaffolds  —  tortures  used  as  argu- 
ments to  convince  the  recusant :  to  heiijhten  the  horror  of 
the  piece, behold  it  shaded  with  Mars,  rebellions,  treasons, plots, 
politics,  and  poison. 

And  what  advantage  has  any  country  of  Europe  obtained 
from  such  calamities  ?  Scarcely  any.  Their  dissensions,  for 
more  than  a  thousand  years,  have  served  to  make  each  other 
unhappy,  but  have  enriched  none.  All  the  great  nations  still 
nearly  preserve  their  ancient  limits  ;  none  have  been  able  to 
subdue  the  other,  and  so  terminate  the  dispute.  France,  in 
spite  of  the  conquests  of  Edward  the  Third  and  Henry  the 
Fifth,  notwithstanding  the  efforts  of  Charles  the  Fifth  and 
Philip  the  Second,  still  remains  within  its  ancient  limits. 
Spain,  Germany,  Great  Britain,  Poland,  the  States  of  the 
North,  are  nearly  still  the  same.  What  effect,  then,  has  the 
blood  of  so  many  thousands,  the  destruction  of  so  many  cities, 
produced  r  Nothing  either  great  or  considerable.  The 
Christian  princes  have  lost,  indeed,  much  from  the  enemies 
of  Christendom,  but  they  have  j»uined  nothing  from  each 
other.  Their  princes,  because  they  preferred  ambition  to 
justice,  deserve  the  character  of  enemies  to  mankind ;  and 
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their  priests,  by  neglecting  morsdity  for  opinion,  have  mistaken 
the  interests  of  society. 

On  whatever  side  we  regard  the  history  of  Europe,  we  shall 
perceive  it  to  be  a  tissue  of  crimes,  follies,  and  misfortunes 
—  of  politics  without  design,  and  wars  without  consequences: 
in  this  long  list  of  human  infirmity,  a  great  character,  or  a 
shining  virtue,  may  sometimes  happen  to  arise,  as  we  often 
meet  a  cottage  or  a  cultivated  spot  in  the  most  hideous 
wilderness.  But  for  an  Alfred,  an  Alphonso,  a  Frederick,  or 
an  Alexander  III,  we  meet  a  thousand  princes  who  have 
disgraced  humanity. 


LETTER  XLIII. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  FUM  HOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT 
OF  THE  CEREBIOXIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN  IN  CHINA. 

We  have  just  received  accounts  here,  that  Voltaire,  the 
poet  and  philosopher  of  Europe,  is  dead  !  *  He  is  noM'  beyond 
the  reach  of  the  thousand  enemies  who,  while  living,  degraded 
his  writings,  and  branded  his  character.  Scarcely  a  page  of 
his  latter  productions,  that  does  not  betray  the  Eigonies  of  a 
heart  bleeding  under  the  scourge  of  unmerited  reproach, 
Happy,  therefore,  at  last,  in  escaping  from  calumny  !  happy 
in  leaving  a  world  that  was  unworthy  of  him  and  his  writings  I  t 

Let  others,  my  friend,  bestrew  the  hearses  of  the  great  with 
panegyric  ;  but  such  a  loss  as  the  world  has  now  sutFered, 
affects  me  with  stronger  emotions.  When  a  jjliilosopher  dies, 
I  consider  myself  as  losing  a  patron,  an  instructor,  and  a  frieud. 
I  consider  the  world  as  losing  one  who  might  serve  to  console 
her  amidst  the  desolations  of  war  and  ambition.  Nature  every 
day  produces  in  abundance,  men  capable  of  filling  all  the 

•  This  was  a  false  report :  Voltaire  flid  not  die  till  1774.  — B." 
f  The  eulogium  which  the  author  passes  on  Voltaire's  intellectual 
powers,  every  candid  mind  must  acknowledge  to  be  just  —  though  it  is  to 
be  regretted,  that  talents  so  pre-eminent  should  have  been  so  often  mis- 
employed ;  but,  surely,  the  great  apostle  of  infidelity  is  not  a  very  happy 
instance  of  a  man  of  genius  sinking  under  neglect  or  unmerited  reproach? 
Perhaps  no  literary  character,  except  Pope,  ever  enjoyed  greater  reputation 
during  his  life,  or  received  more  aiiulation  from  his  contemporaries,  than 
Voltaire.  The  squibs  of  the  minor  wits  and  litL-rary  dunces,  he  bin  self 
delighted  to  provoke  by  his  sat're  ;  and  bis  misfortunes,  such  as  they 
were,  resulted,  not  from  the  wcild's  injustice,  but  from  his  own  peculiar 
humour.  Goldsmith  wrote  a  life  of  him,  —  a  hasty  compilation  from  the 
magazines  and  newspapers.  —  B. 
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requisite  duties  of  authority  ;  but  she  is  niggard  in  the  birth 
of  an  exalted  mind,  scarcely  producing  in  a  century  a  single 
genius  to  bless  and  enlighten  a  degenerate  age.  Prodigal  in 
the  production  of  kings,  governors,  mandarines,  chams,  and 
courtiers,  she  seems  to  have  forgotten,  for  more  than  three 
thousand  years,  the  manner  in  which  she  once  formed  the 
brain  of  a  Confucius  ;  and  well  it  is  she  has  forgotten,  when  a 
bad  world  gave  him  so  verj-  bad  a  reception. 

Whence,  my  friend,  this  malevolence,  which  has  ever  pur- 
sued the  great,  even  to  the  tomb  ?  whence  this  more  than 
fiend-like  disposition  of  embittering  the  lives  of  those  who 
would  make  us  more  wise  and  more  happy  ? 

When  I  cast  my  eye  over  the  fates  of  several  philosophers, 
who  have,  at  different  periods,  enlightened  mankind,  I  must 
confess  it  inspires  me  with  the  most  degrading  reflections  on 
humanity.  When  I  read  of  the  stripes  of  Mentius,  the  tortures 
of  Tchin,  the  bowl  of  Socrates,  and  the  bath  of  Seneca  ;  when 
I  hear  of  the  persecutions  of  Dante,  the  imprisonment  of 
Galileo,  the  indignities  suffered  by  Montaigne,  the  banishment 
of  Cartesius,  the  infamy  of  Bacon,  and  that  even  Locke  himself 
escaped  not  without  reproach  :  when  I  think  on  such  subjects, 
I  hesitate  whether  most  to  blame  the  ignorance  or  the  villainy 
of  my  fellow-creatures. 

Should  you  look  for  the  character  of  Voltaire  among  the 
journalists  and  illiterate  writers  of  the  age,  you  will  there  find 
him  characterized  as  a  monster,  with  a  head  turned  to  wisdom 
and  a  heart  inclining  to  vice  ;  the  powers  of  his  mind  and  the 
baseness  of  his  principles  forming  a  detestable  contrast.  But 
seek  for  his  character  among  writers  like  himself,  and  you  find 
him  very  differeiitly  descriljed.  You  perceive  him,  in  their 
accounts,  possessed  of  good-nature,  humanity,  greatness  of 
soul,  fortitude,  and  almost  every  virtue  ;  in  this  description, 
those  who  might  be  supposed  best  acquainted  with  his  character 
are  unanimous.  The  Royal  Prussian,*  D'Argens.f  Diderot, | 
D'Alembert,  and  Fontenelle,  cons])ire,  in  drawing  the  picture, 
in  describing  the  friend  of  man,  and  the  patron  of  every  rising 
genius. 

An  inflexible  perseverance  in  what  he  thought  was  right, 
and  a  generous  detestation  of  flattery,  formed  the  ground- 
work of  this  great  man's  character.  From  these  principles 
many  strong  virtues  and  few  faults  arose  :  as  he  was  warm  in 
liis  iriendship,  and  severe  in  his  resentment,  all  that  mention 

•  Philosoplie  saos  iouci.  f  Let.  Chiu.  \  Eucyclopedie. 
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him  seem  possessed  of  the  same  qualities,  and  speak  of  him 
with  rapture  or  detestation.  A  person  of  his  eminence  can 
have  few  indifferent  as  to  his  character  :  every  reader  must 
be  an  enemy  or  an  admirer. 

This  poet  began  the  course  of  glory  so  early  as  the  age  of 
eighteen,  and  even  then  was  author  of  a  tragedy  which 
deserves  applause.  Possessed  of  a  small  jjatrimony,  he  pre- 
served his  independence  in  an  age  of  venality,  and  supported 
the  dignity  of  learning,  by  teaching  his  contemporary  writers 
to  live  like  him  above  the  favours  of  the  great.  He  was 
banished  his  native  country  for  a  satire  upon  the  royal  concu- 
bine. He  had  accepted  the  place  of  historian  to  the  French 
king,  but  refused  to  keep  it,  when  he  found  it  was  presented 
only  in  order  that  he  should  be  the  first  flatterer  of  the  state. 

The  great  Prussian  received  him  as  an  ornament  to  his 
kingdom,  and  had  sense  enough  to  value  his  friendship,  and 
profit  by  his  instructions.  In  this  court  he  continued  till  an 
intrigue,  with  which  the  world  seems  hitherto  unacquainted, 
obliged  him  to  quit  that  country.  His  own  happiness,  the 
happiness  of  the  monarch,  of  his  sister,  of  a  part  of  the  court, 
rendered  his  departure  necessary. 

Tired  at  length  of  courts,  and  all  the  follies  of  the  great,  he 
retired  to  Switzerland,  a  country  of  liberty,  where  he  enjoyed 
tranquillity  and  the  muse.  Here,  though  without  any  taste 
for  magnificence  tiimself,  he  usually  entertained  at  his  table 
the  learned  and  polite  of  Europe,  who  were  attracted  by  a 
desire  of  seeing  a  person  from  whom  they  had  received  so 
much  satisfaction.  The  entertainment  was  conducted  with 
the  utmost  elegance,  and  the  conversation  was  that  of  phi- 
losophers. Every  country  that  at  once  united  liberty  and 
science,  was  his  peculiar  favourite.  The  being  an  English- 
man was  to  him  a  character  that  claimed  admiration  and 
respect. 

Between  Voltaire  and  the  disciples  of  Confucius,  there  are 
many  differences  ;  however,  being  of  a  different  opinion  does 
not  in  the  least  diminish  my  esteem  :  I  am  not  displeased 
with  my  brother,  because  he  happens  to  ask  our  father  for 
favours  in  a  different  manner  from  me.  Let  his  errors  rest  in 
peace,  his  excellencies  deserve  admiration  ;  let  nie  with  the 
wise  admire  his  wisdom ;  let  the  envious  and  the  isrnorant 
ridicule  his  foibles  :  the  folly  of  others  is  ever  must  ridiculous 
to  those  who  are  themselves  most  foolish.  —  Adieu. 
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LETTER  XLIV. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  HINGPO,  A  SLAVE  IN  PERSIA. 

It  is  impossible  to  form  a  philosophic  system  of  happiness, 
which  is  adapted  to  every  condition  in  life,  since  every 
person  who  travels  in  this  great  pursuit  takes  a  separate  road. 
The  differing  colours  which  suit  different  complexions,  are 
not  more  various  than  the  different  pleasures  appropriated  to 
different  minds.  The  various  sects  who  have  pretended  to 
give  lessons  to  instruct  me  in  happiness,  have  described  their 
own  particular  sensations  without  considering  ours  ;  have  only 
loaded  their  disciples  \N'ith  constraint,  without  adding  to  their 
real  felicity. 

If  I  find  pleasure  in  dancing,  how  ridiculous  would  it  be  in 
me  to  prescribe  such  an  amusement  for  the  entertainment  of 
a  cripple  :  should  he,  on  the  other  hand,  place  his  chief 
delight  in  painting,  yet  would  he  be  absurd  in  recommending 
the  same  relish  to  one  wbo  had  lost  the  power  of  distinguishing 
colours.  General  directions  are,  therefore,  commonly  useless : 
and  to  be  particular  would  exhaust  volumes,  since  each  indi- 
vidual may  require  a  particular  system  of  precepts  to  direct 
his  choice. 

Every  mind  seems  capable  of  entertaining  a  certain  quantity 
of  happiness,  which  no  institutions  can  increase,  no  circum- 
stances alter,  and  entirely  independent  of  fortune.  Let  any 
man  compare  his  present  Ibrtune  with  the  past,  and  he  will 
probably  find  himself,  upon  the  whole,  neither  better  nor 
worse  than  formerly. 

Gratified  ambition,  or  irreparable  calamity,  may  produce 
transient  sensations  of  pleasure  or  distress.  Those  storms 
may  discompose  in  propottion  as  they  are  strong,  or  the  mind 
is  pliant  to  their  impression.  But  the  soul,  though  at  first 
lifted  up  by  the  event,  is  every  day  operated  upon  with 
diminished  influence,  and  at  length  subsides  into  the  level  of 
its  usual  tranquillity.  Should  some  unexpected  lurn  of  fortune 
take  thee  from  fetters,  and  place  thee  on  a  throne,  exultation 
would  be  natural  upon  the  change  ;  but  the  temper,  like  the 
face,  would  soon  resume  its  native  serenity. 

Every  wish,  therefore,  which  leads  us  to  expect  happiness 
somewhere  else  but  where  we  are,  every  institution  which 
teaches  us  that  we  should  be  better  by  being  possessed  of 
something  new,  which  promises  to  lift  us  a  step  higher  than 
we   are,  only  lays  a   foundation   for  uneasiness,    because   it 
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contracts  debts  which  we  cannot  repay  ;  it  calls  that  a  good, 
which,  when  we  have  found  it,  will  in  fact,  add  nothing  to  our 
happiness. 

To  enjoy  the  present,  without  regret  for  the  past,  or  solici- 
tude for  the  future,  has  been  the  advice  rather  of  poets  than 
philosophers.  And  yet  the  precept  seems  more  rational  than 
is  generally  imagined.  It  is  the  only  general  precept  respec- 
ting the  pursuit  of  happiness,  that  can  be  applied  with  pro- 
priety to  every  condition  of  life.  The  man  of  pleasure,  the 
man  of  business,  and  the  philosopher,  are  equally  interested 
in  its  disquisition.  If  we  do  not  find  happiness  in  the  present 
moment,  in  what  shall  we  find  it  ?  either  in  reflecting  on  the 
past,  or  prognosticating  the  future.  But  let  us  see  how  these 
are  capable  of  producing  satisfaction. 

A  remembrance  of  what  is  past,  and  an  anticipation  of  what 
is  to  come,  seem  to  be  the  two  faculties  by  which  man  differs 
most  from  other  animals.  Though  brutes  enjoy  them  in  a 
limited  degree,  yet  their  whole  life  seems  taken  up  in  the 
present,  regardless  of  the  past  and  the  future.  Man,  on  the 
contrary,  endeavours  to  derive  his  happiness,  and  experiences 
most  of  his  miseries,  from  these  two  sources. 

Is  this  superiority  of  reflection  a  prerogative  of  which  we 
should  boast,  and  for  which  we  should  thank  nature  ;  or  is  it  a 
misfortune  of  which  we  should  complain  and  be  humble  ? 
Either  from  the  abuse,  or  from  the  nature  of  things,  it  certainly 
makes  our  condition  more  miserable. 

Had  we  a  privilege  of  calling  up,  by  the  power  of  memory, 
only  such  passages  as  were  pleasing,  unmixed  with  such  as 
were  disagreeable,  we  might  then  excite,  at  pleasure,  an  ideal 
nappiness,  perhaps  more  poignant  than  actual  sensation.  But 
this  is  not  the  case  :  the  past  is  never  represented  without 
some  disagreeable  circumstance,  which  tarnishes  all  its  beauty; 
the  remembrance  of  an  evil  carries  in  it  nothing  agreeable,  and 
to  remember  a  good  is  always  accompanied  with  regret.  Thus 
we  lose  more  than  we  gain  by  the  remembrance. 

And  we  shall  find  our  expectation  of  the  future  to  be  a  gift 
more  distressful  even  than  the  former.  To  fear  an  approaching 
evil,  is  certainly  a  most  disagreeable  sensation  ;  and  in  expect- 
ing an  approaching  good,  we  experience  the  inquietude  of 
wanting  actual  possession. 

Thus,  whichever  way  we  look,  the  prospect  is  disagreeable. 
Behind,  we  have  left  pleasures  we  shall  never  more  enjoy, 
and  therefore  regret ;  and  before,  we  see  pleasures  which 
we   languish  to  possess,  and  are  consequently  uneasy  till  we 
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possess  them.  Was  there  any  method  of  seizing  the  present, 
unembittered  by  such  reflections,  then  would  our  state  be 
tolerably  easy. 

This,  indeed,  is  the  endeavour  of  all  mankind,  who,  untutored 
by  philosophy,  pursue,  as  much  as  they  can,  a  life  of  amusement 
and  dissipation.  Every  rank  in  life,  and  every  size  of  under- 
standing, seems  to  follow  this  alone;  or  not  pursuing  it, 
deviates  from  happiness.  The  man  of  pleasure  pursues  dissi- 
pation by  profession  ;  the  man  of  business  pursues  it  not  less, 
as  every  voluntary  labour  he  undergoes  is  only  dissipation  in 
disguise.  The  philosopher  himself,  even  while  he  reasons 
upon  the  subject,  does  it  unknowingly,  with  a  view  of  dissipa- 
ting the  thoughts  of  what  he  was,  or  what  he  must  be. 

The  subject,  therefore,  comes  to  this  :  Which  is  the  most 
perfect  sort  of  dissipation,  —  pleasure,  business,  or  philosophy  ? 
Which  best  serves  to  exclude  those  uneasy  sensations  which 
memory  or  anticipatioJi  produce  V 

The  enthusiasm  of  pleasure  charms  only  by  intervals.  The 
highest  rapture  lasts  only  for  a  moment  ;  and  all  the  senses 
seem  so  combined,  as  to  be  soon  tired  into  languor  by  the 
gratification  of  any  one  of  them.  It  is  only  among  the  poets 
we  hear  of  men  changing  to  one  delight,  when  satiated  with 
another.  In  nature  it  is  very  different  :  the  glutton,  when 
sated  with  the  full  meal,  is  unqualified  to  feel  the  real  pleasure 
of  drinking  ;  the  drunkard,  in  turn,  finds  few  of  those  tran- 
sports which  lovers  boast  in  enjoyment :  and  the  lover,  when 
cloyed,  finds  a  diminution  of  every  other  appetite.  Thus,  after 
a  full  indulgence  of  any  one  sense,  the  man  of  ])leasure 
finds  a  languor  in  all,  is  placed  in  a  chasm  between  past  and 
expected  enjoyment,  perceives  an  interval  which  must  be  filled 
up.  The  present  can  give  no  satisfaction,  because  he  has 
already  robbed  it  of  every  charm  :  a  mind  thus  left  without 
immediate  employment,  naturalK'  recurs  to  the  past  or  future  ; 
the  reflector  finds  that  he  was  liajipy,  and  knows  that  he  can- 
not be  so  now  :  he  sees  that  he  may  yet  be  happy,  and  wishes 
the  hour  was  come  :  thus  every  period  of  his  continuance  is 
miserable,  except  that  very  short  one  of  immediate  gratification. 
Instead  of  a  life  of  dissipation,  none  has  moj-e  frequent  con- 
versations with  disagreeable  5f//'than  he  :  his  enthusiasms  are 
but  few  and  transient  ;  his  appetites,  like  angry  creditors, 
continually  making  fruitless  demands  for  what  he  is  unable  to 
pay ;  and  the  greater  his  former  pleasures,  the  more  strong  his 
regret,  the  more  impatient  his  expectations.  A  life  of  pleasure 
is  therefore  the  most  unpleasing  life  in  the  world. 
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Habit  has  rendered  the  man  of  business  more  cool  in  his 
desires  ;  he  finds  less  regret  for  past  pleasures,  and  less  solici- 
tude for  those  to  come.  The  life  he  now  leads,  though  tainted 
in  some  measure  with  hope,  is  yet  not  afflicted  so  strongly 
with  regret,  and  is  less  divided  between  short-lived  rapture  and 
lasting  anguish.  The  pleasures  he  has  enjoyed  are  not  so 
vivid,  and  those  he  has  to  expect,  cannot  consequently  create 
so  much  anxiety. 

The  philosopher,  who  extends  his  regard  to  all  mankind, 
must  still  have  a  smaller  concern  for  what  has  already  affected, 
or  may  hereafter  affect,  himself:  the  concerns  of  others  make 
his  whole  study,  and  that  study  is  his  pleasure  ;  and  this 
pleasure  is  continuing  in  its  nature,  because  it  can  be  changed 
at  will,  leaving  but  few  of  these  anxious  intervals  which  are 
employed  in  remembrance  or  anticipation.  The  philosopher 
by  this  means  leads  a  life  of  almost  continued  dissipation;  and 
reflection,  which  makes  the  uneasiness  and  misery  of  others, 
serves  as  a  companion  and  instructor  to  him. 

In  a  word,  positive  haj)piness  is  constitutional,  and  incapable 
of  increase  ;  misery  is  ar'iticial,  and  generally  proceeds  from 
our  folly.  Philosophy  can  add  to  our  nappincss  in  no 
other  manner  but  by  diminishing  our  misery  :  it  should  not 
pretend  to  increase  our  present  stock,  but  make  us  economists 
of  what  we  are  possessed  of.  The  great  source  of  calamity 
ies  in  regret  or  anticipation  :  he,  therefore,  is  most  wise,  who 
thinks  of  the  present  alone,  regardless  of  the  past  or  the  future. 
This  is  impossible  to  the  man  of  pleasure  ;  it  is  difficult  to  the 
man  of  business  ;  and  is  in  some  measure  attainable  by  the 
philosopher.  Happy,  were  all  born  philosophers,  all  born  with 
a  talent  of  thus  dissipating  our  own  cares,  by  spreading  them 
upon  all  mankind!  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  XLV. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,    TO    FUM   HOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT  OF 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMV  AT  PEKIN,  IN  CHINA. 

Though  the  frequent  invitations  I  receive  from  men  of 
distinction  here  might  excite  the  vanity  of  some,  I  am  quite 
mortified,  however,  when  I  consider  the  motives  that  inspire 
their  civility.  I  am  sent  for  not  to  be  treated  as  a  friend,  but 
to  satisfy  curiosity ;  not  to  be  entertained  so  much  as  wondered 
at ;  the  same  earnestness  which  excites  them  to  see  a  Chinese, 

I 
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would  have  made  them  equally  proud  of  a  visit  from  the 
rhinoceros. 

From  the  highest  to  the  lowest,  this  people  seem  fond  of 
sights  and  monsters,  I  am  told  of  a  person  here  who  gets  a 
very  comfortable  livelihood  by  making  wonders,  and  then 
selling  or  shewing  them  to  the  people  for  money  ;  no  matter 
how  insignificant  they  were  in  the  beginning,  by  locking 
them  up  close,  and  shewing  for  money,  they  soon  become 
prodigies  I  His  first  essay  in  this  way  was  to  exhibit  himself  as 
a  wax-work  figure  behind  a  glass  door  at  a  puppet  show.  Thus, 
keeping  the  spectators  at  a  proper  distance,  and  having  his 
head  adorned  with  a  copper  crown,  he  looked  extremely 
natural,  and  very  like  the  life  itself.  He  continued  this  exhibi- 
tion with  success,  till  an  involuntary  fit  of  sneezing  brought 
him  to  life  before  all  the  sjjectators,  and  consequently  rendered 
him  for  that  time  as  entirely  useless  as  the  peaceable  inhabitant 
of  a  catacomb. 

Determined  to  act  the  statue  no  more,  he  next  levied 
contributions  under  the  figure  of  an  Indian  king;  and  by 
painting  his  face,  and  counterfeiting  the  savage  howl,  he 
frighted  several  ladies  and  children  with  amazing  success  :  in 
this  manner,  therefore,  he  might  have  lived  very  comfortably, 
had  he  not  been  arrested  for  a  debt  that  was  contracted  when 
he  was  the  figure  in  wax-work  .  thus  his  face  underwent  an 
involuntary  ablution,  and  he  found  himself  reduced  to  his 
primitive  complexion  and  indigence. 

Afte?  some  time,  being  freed  from  jail,  he  was  now  grown 
wiser,  and  instead  of  making  himself  a  wonder,  was  resolved 
only  to  make  wonders.  He  learned  the  art  of  pasting  up  of 
mummies;  was  never  at  a  loss  for  an  artificial  lusiis  natures; 
nay,  it  has  been  reported,  that  he  has  sold  seven  petrified 
lobsters  of  his  own  manufacture  to  a  noted  collector  of  rarities ; 
but  this  the  learned  Cracovius  Putridus  has  undertaken  to 
refute  in  a  very  elaborate  dissertation. 

His  last  wonder  was  nothing  more  than  a  halter,  yet  by 
this  halter  he  gained  more  than  by  all  his  former  exhibitions. 
The  people,  it  seems,  had  got  it  in  their  heads,  that  a  certain 
noble  criminal  was  to  be  hanged  with  a  silken  rope.*  Now, there 
was  nothing  they  so  much  wished  to  see  as  this  very  rope; 
and  he  was  resolved  to  gratify  their  curiosity  :  he  therefore 
got  one  made,  not  only  of  silk,  but,  to  render  it  more  striking, 

•  Tt  is  said  that  Lord  Ferrers,  the  criminal  here  meant,  actually 
petitioned  that  he  niii;ht  be  hanged  with  a  silken  rope  ;  but  his  requ.st 
was  not  complied  with.  —  B. 
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several  threa<ls  of  gold  were  interniixed.  The  people  paid 
their  money  only  to  see  silk,  but  were  highly  satisfied  when 
they  found  it  was  mixed  with  gold  into  the  bargain.  It  is 
scarcely  necessary  to  mention,  that  the  projector  sold  his 
silken  rope  for  almost  what  it  had  cost  him,  as  soon  as  the 
criminal  was  known  to  be  hanged  in  hempen  materials. 

By  their  fondness  of  sights,  one  would  be  apt  to  imagine, 
that  instead  of  desiring  to  see  things  as  they  should  be,  they 
are  rather  solicitous  of  seeing  them  as  they  ought  not  to  be. 
A  cat  with  four  legs  is  disregarded,  though  never  so  useful  ; 
but  if  it  has  but  two,  and  is  consequently  incapable  of  catching 
mice,  it  is  reckoned  inestimable,  and  every  man  of  taste  is 
ready  to  raise  the  auction.  A  man,  though  in  his  person 
faultless  as  an  aerial  genius,  might  starve  ;  but  if  stuck  over 
with  hideous  warts  like  a  porcupine,  his  fortune  is  made  for 
ever,  and  he  may  propagate  the  breed  with  impunity  and 
applause. 

A  good  woman  in  my  neighbourhood,  who  was  bred  a 
habit-maker,  though  she  handled  her  needle  tolerably  well, 
eould  scarcely  get  employment.  But  being  obliged  by  an 
accident,  to  have  both  her  hands  cut  off  from  the  elbows,  what 
would  in  another  country  have  been  her  ruin,  made  her 
fortune  here  :  she  was  now  thought  more  fit  for  her  trade 
than  before ;  business  flowed  in  apace,  and  all  people  paid  for 
seeing  the  mantuamaker  who  wrought  without  hands. 

A  gentleman,  shewing  me  his  collection  of  pictures,  stopped 
at  one  with  peculiar  admiration  :  "  There,"  cries  he,  "  is  an 
inestimable  piece."  I  gazed  at  the  picture  for  some  time,  but 
could  see  none  of  those  graces  with  which  he  seemed  enraptured ; 
it  appeared  to  me  the  most  paltry  piece  of  the  whole  collection  : 
I  therefore  demanded  where  those  beauties  lay,  of  which  I  was 
yet  insensible.  "  Sir,"  cries  he,  "  the  merit  does  not  consist 
in  the  piece,  but  in  the  manner  in  which  it  was  done.  The 
painter  drew  the  whole  with  his  foot,  and  held  the  pencil 
between  his  toes :  I  bought  it  at  a  very  great  price  ;  for 
peculiar  merit  should  ever  be  rewarded." 

But  these  jieople  are  not  more  fond  of  wonders,  than  liberal 
in  rewarding  those  who  shew  them.  From  the  wonderful  dog 
of  knowledge,  at  present  under  the  patronage  of  the  nobility, 
down  to  the  man  with  the  box,  who  professes  to  shew  "  the 
best  imitation  of  Nature  that  was  ever  seen,"  they  all  live  in 
luxury.  A  singing  woman  shall  collect  subscriptions  in  her 
own  coach  and  six  ;  a  fellow  shall  make  a  fortune  by  tossing 
a  straw  from  his  toe  to  his  nose  ;  one  in  particular  has  found 
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tliat  eating  fire  was  the  most  ready  way  to  live  ;  and  another, 
who  jingles  several  bells  fixed  to  his  cap,  is  the  only  man  that 
I  know  of,  who  has  received  emolument  from  the  labours  of 
his  head. 

A  young  author,  a  man  of  good-nature  and  learning,  was 
complaining  to  me  some  nights  ago  of  this  misplaced  gene- 
rosity of  the  times.  "  Here,"  says  he,  "  have  I  spent  part  of 
my  youth  in  attempting  to  instruct  and  amuse  my  fellow- 
creatures,  and  all  my  reward  has  been  solitude,  poverty,  and 
reproach  ;  while  a  fellow,  possessed  of  even  the  smallest  share 
of  fiddling  merit,  or  who  has  perhaps  learned  to  whistle 
double,  is  rewarded,  applauded,  and  caressed!" — "  Prithee, 
young  man,"  says  I  to  him,  "  are  you  ignorant,  that  in  so 
large  a  city  as  this,  it  is  better  to  be  an  amusing  than  a  useful 
member  of  society?  Can  you  leap  up,  and  touch  your  feet 
four  times  before  you  come  to  the  ground?" — "  No,  sir."  — 
**  Can  you  pimp  for  a  man  of  quality  ?" — "  No,  sir."  —  "  Can 
you  stand  upon  two  horses  at  full  speed?" — "  No,  sir."  — 
"  Can  j-ou  swallow  a  penknife  ?"  — "  I  can  do  none  of  these 
tricks."  —  '•  Why  then,"  cried  I,  "  there  is  no  other  prudent 
mean  of  subsistence  left,  but  to  apprize  the  town  that  you 
speedily  intend  to  eat  up  your  own  nose,  by  subscription." 

I  h  ive  frequently  regretted  that  none  of  our  Eastern  pos- 
♦•ure-masters,  or  showmen,  have  ever  ventured  to  England.  I 
should  be  pleased  to  see  that  money  circulate  in  Asia,  which 
IS  now  sent  to  Italy  and  France,  in  order  to  bring  their 
vagabonds  hither.  Several  of  our  tricks  would  undoubtedly 
give  the  English  high  satisfaction.  Men  of  fashion  would  be 
greatly  pleased  with  the  postures  as  well  as  the  condescension 
of  our  dancing  girls  ;  and  the  ladies  would  equally  admire  the 
conductors  of  our  fireworks.  What  an  agreeable  surprise 
would  it  be  to  see  a  huge  fellow  with  whiskers  flash  a  charged 
blunderbuss  full  in  a  lady's  face,  without  singeing  her  hair,  or 
melting  her  pomatum.  Perhaps,  when  the  first  surprise  was 
over,  she  might  then  grow  fimiliar  with  danger;  and  the 
ladies  niiiiht  vie  with  each  other  in  standing  fire  with  intre- 
pidity. 

Hut  of  all  the  wonders  of  the  East,  the  most  useful,  and  I 
should  fincy  the  most  pleasing,  would  l)e  the  looking-glass  of 
Lao,  which  reflects  the  mind  as  well  as  the  body.  It  is  said, 
tluit  the  Emperor  Chusi  used  to  make  his  concubines  dress 
their  heads  and  their  hearts  in  one  of  these  glasses  every 
morning  :  while  the  lady  was  at  her  toilet,  he  would  freqtiently 
look  over  her  shoulder  ;  and  it  is  recorded,  that  among  the 
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three  hundred  which  composed  his  seraglio,  not  one  was 
found  whose  mind  was  not  even  more  beautiful  than  her 
person. 

I  make  no  doubt  but  a  glass  in  this  country  would  have  the 
very  same  effect.  The  English  ladies,  concubines  and  all, 
would  undoubtedly  cut  very  pretty  figures  in  so  faithful  a 
monitor.  There,  should  we  happen  to  peep  over  a  lady's 
shoulder  while  dressing,  we  might  be  able  to  see  neither 
gaming  nor  ill-nature  ;  neither  pride,  debaucherj%  nor  a  love 
of  gadding.  We  should  find  her,  if  an\-  sensible  defect 
appeared  in  the  mind,  more  careful  in  rectifying  it,  than 
plastering  up  the  irreparable  decays  of  the  person  ;  nay,  I  am 
even  apt  to  fancy,  that  ladies  would  find  more  real  pleasure  in 
this  utensil  in  private,  than  in  any  other  bauble  imported  from 
China,  though  ever  so  expensive  or  amusing. 


LETTER  XLVI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Upon  finishing  my  last  letter,  I  retired  to  rest,  reflecting 
upon  the  wonders  of  the  glass  of  Lao,  wishing  to  be  possessed 
of  one  here,  and  resolved,  in  such  a  case,  to  obli^'c  every  lady 
with  a  sight  of  it  for  nothing.  What  fortune  denied  me 
waking,  fancy  supplied  in  a  dream  :  the  glass,  I  know  not  how, 
was  put  into  my  possession,  and  I  could  perceive  several 
ladies  approaching,  some  voluntarily,  others  driven  forward 
against  their  wills,  by  a  set  of  discontented  genii,  whom  by 
intuition  I  knew  were  their  husbands. 

The  apartment  in  which  I  was  to  shew  away,  was  filled 
with  several  gaming-tables,  as  if  just  forsaken  ;  the  candles 
were  burnt  to  the  socket,  and  the  hour  was  five  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  Placed  at  one  end  of  the  room,  which  was  of 
prodigious  length,  I  could  more  easily  distinguish  every  female 
figure  as  she  marched  up  from  the  door  ;  but,  guess  my 
surprise,  when  I  could  scarcely  perceive  one  blooming  or 
agreeable  face  among  the  number.  This,  however,  I  attributed 
to  the  early  hour,  and  kindly  considered  that  the  face  of  a 
lady  just  risen  from  bed,  ought  always  to  find  a  compassionate 
advocate. 

The  first  person  who  came  up  in  order  to  view  her  intellec- 
tual face,  was  a  commoner's  wife,  who,  as  I  afterwards  found, 
being  bred  up  during  her  virginity  in  a  pawnbroker's  shop,  now 
attempted  to  make  up  the  defects  of  breeding  and  sentiment 
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by  the  magnificence  of  lier  dress,  and  the  expensiveness  of 
lier  amusements.  "  Mr  Showman,"  cried  she,  approaching, 
"  I  am  told  you  has  something  to  shew  in  that  there  sort  of 
magic  lantern,  by  which  folks  can  see  themselves  on  the 
inside  :  I  protest,  as  ni}'  Lord  Beetle  says,  I  am  sure  it  will 
be  vastly  pretty,  for  I  have  never  seen  any  thing  like  it  before. 
But  how, —  Are  we  to  strip  otf  our  clothes,  and  be  turned 
inside  out  ?  if  so,  as  Lord  Beetle  says,  I  absolutely  declare 
off;  for  I  would  not  strip  for  the  world  before  a  man's  face, 
and  so  I  tells  his  Lordship  almost  every  night  of  my  life."  I 
informed  the  lady  that  I  would  dispense  with  the  ceremony  of 
stripping,  and  immediately  i)resented  my  glass  to  her  view. 

As  when  a  first-rate  beauty,  after  having  with  difficulty 
escaped  the  small-pox,  revisits  her  favourite  mirror — that 
mirror  which  had  repeated  the  flattery  of  every  lover,  and 
even  added  force  to  the  compliment  —  expecting  to  see  what 
had  so  often  given  her  pleasure,  she  no  longer  beholds  the 
cherry  lip,  the  polished  forehead,  and  speaking  blush,  but  a 
hateful  phiz,  quilted  into  a  thousand  scams  by  the  hand  of 
deformity  ;  grief,  resentment,  and  rage  fill  her  bosom  by  turns 
—she  blames  the  fates  and  the  stars,  but,  most  of  all,  the 
unhappy  glass  feels  her  resentment :  So  it  was  with  the  lady 
in  question  ;  she  had  never  seen  her  own  mind  before,  and 
was  now  shocked  at  its  deformity.  One  single  look  was 
sufficient  to  satisfy  her  curiosity  :  I  held  up  the  glass  to  her 
face,  and  she  shut  her  eyes  ;  no  entreaties  could  prevail  upon 
her  to  gaze  once  more.  She  was  even  going  to  snatch  it  from 
my  hands,  and  break  it  in  a  thousand  pieces.  I  found  it  was 
time,  therefore,  to  dismiss  her  as  incorrigible,  and  shew  away 
to  the  next  that  offered. 

This  was  an  unmarried  lady,  who  continued  in  a  state  of 
virginity  till  thirty-six,  and  then  admitted  a  lover  when  she 
despaired  of  a  husband.  No  woman  was  louder  at  a  revel 
than  she,  perfectly  free  iiearted,  and  almost,  in  every  respect, 
a  man  ;  she  understood  ridicule  to  perfection,  and  was  known 
even  to  sally  out  in  order  to  beat  the  watch.  "  Here,  you,  my 
dear,  with  the  outlandish  face,"  said  she,  addressing  me,  "  let 
me  take  a  single  peep.  Not  that  I  care  three  damns  what 
figure  I  may  cut  in  the  glass  of  such  an  old-fashioned  creature  : 
if  I  am  allowed  the  beauties  of  the  face  by  jjeople  of  fashion,  I 
know  the  woild  will  be  complaisant  enough  to  toss  me  the 
beauties  of  the  mind  into  the  bargain."  1  held  my  glass  before 
her  as  she  desired,  and,  must  confess,  was  shocked  with  the 
reflection.     The  lady,  however,  gazed  for  some  time  with  the 
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utmost  complacency ;  and,  at  last,  turnino:  to  me  with  the 
most  satisfied  smile,  said,  she  never  could  think  she  had  been 
half  so  handsome. 

Upon  her  dismission,  a  ladj^  of  distinction  was  reluctantly 
hauled  along  to  the  glass  by  her  husband.  In  bringing  her 
forward,  as  he  came  first  to  the  glass  himself,  his  mind  appeared 
tinctured  with  immoderate  jealousy,  and  I  was  going  to 
reproach  him  for  using  her  with  such  severity  ;  but  when  the 
lady  came  to  present  herself,  I  immediately  retracted  :  for, 
alas !  it  was  seen  that  he  had  but  too  much  reason  for  his 
suspicions. 

The  next  was  a  lady  who  usually  teased  all  her  acquaintance 
in  desiring  to  be  told  of  her  faults,  and  then  never  mended 
any.  Upon  approaching  the  glass,  I  could  readily  perceive 
vanity,  affectation,  and  some  other  ill-looking  blots  on  her 
mind  ;  wherefore,  by  my  advice,  she  immediately  set  about 
mending.  But  I  could  easily  find  she  was  not  earnest  in  the 
work  ;  for  as  she  repaired  them  on  one  side,  they  generally 
broke  out  on  another.  Thus,  after  three  or  four  attempts,  she 
began  to  make  the  ordinary  use  of  the  glass  in  setting  her  hair. 

The  company  now  made  room  for  a  woman  of  learning,  who 
ajjproached  with  a  slow  pace  and  a  solemn  countenance, 
which,  for  her  oWn  sake,  I  could  wish  had  been  cleaner. 
"  Sir,"  cried  the  lady,  flourishing  her  hand,  which  held  a  pinch 
of  snufl',  "  I  shall  lio  enraptured  by  having  presented  to  my 
view,  a  mind  with  wliich  I  have  so  long  studied  to  be 
acquainted  ;  but,  in  order  to  give  the  sex  a  proper  example,  I 
must  insist,  that  all  the  company  ma^'  be  permitted  to  look 
over  my  shoulder."  I  bowed  assent,  and,  presenting  the 
glass,  shewed  the  lady  a  mind  by  no  means  so  fair  as  she  had 
expected  to  see.  Ill-nature,  ill-placed  pride,  and  spleen,  were 
too  legible  to  be  mistaken.  Nothing  could  be  more  amusing 
than  the  mirth  of  her  female  companions  who  had  looked 
over.  They  had  hated  her  from  the  beginning,  and  now  the 
apartment  echoed  with  a  universal  laugh.  Nothing  but  a 
fortitude  like  hers  could  have  withstood  their  raillery  :  she 
stood  it,  however  ;  and,  when  the  burst  was  exhausted,  with 
great  tranquillity  she  assured  the  company,  that  the  whole  was 
a  deceptio  vuius,  and  that  she  was  too  well  acquainted  with  her 
own  mind,  to  believe  any  false  representations  from  another. 
Thus  saying,  she  retired  with  a  sullen  satisfaction,  resolved 
not  to  mend  her  faults,  but  to  write  a  criticism  on  the  mental 
reflector. 

I  must  own,  by  this  time,  I  began  myself  to  suspect  the 
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fidelity  of  my  mirror  ;  for,  as  the  ladies  appeared  at  least  to 
have  the  merit  of  rising  early,  since  they  were  up  at  five,  I  was 
amazed  to  find  nothing  of  this  good  quality  pictured  upon  their 
minds  in  the  reflection  :  I  was  resolved,  therefore,  to  commu- 
nicate my  suspicions  to  a  lady  whose  intellectual  countenance 
appeared  more  fair  than  any  of  the  rest,  not  having  above 
seventy-nine  spots  in  all,  besides  slips  and  foibles,  "  I  own, 
young  woman,"  said  I,  "  that  there  are  some  virtues  upon  that 
mind  of  yours  ;  but  there  is  still  one  which  I  do  not  see 
represented,  I  mean  that  of  rising  betimes  in  ihe  morning  —  I 
fancy  the  glass  false  in  that  particular."  The  young  lady 
smiled  at  my  simplicity  ;  and,  with  a  blush,  confessed,  that  she 
and  the  whole  company  had  been  up  all  night  gaming. 

By  this  time  all  the  ladies,  except  one,  had  seen  themselves 
successively,  and  disliked  the  show  or  scolded  the  showman  : 
I  was  resolved,  however,  that  she  who  seemed  to  neglect 
herself,  and  was  neglected  by  the  rest,  should  take  a  view ; 
and,  going  up  to  a  corner  of  the  room  where  she  still  continued 
sitting,  I  presented  my  glass  full  in  her  face.  Here  it  was  that 
I  exulted  in  my  success  ;  no  blot,  no  stain  appeared  on  any 
part  of  the  faithful  mirror.  As  when  the  large  unwritten  page 
presents  its  snowy  spotless  bosom  to  the  writer's  hand,  so 
appeared  the  glass  to  my  view.  "  Here,  O  ye  daughters  of 
English  ancestors ! "  cried  I,  "  turn  hither,  and  behold  an 
object  worthy  imitation!  Look  upon  the  mirror  now,  and 
acknowledge  its  justice,  and  this  woman's  pre-eminence ! " 
The  ladies,  obeying  the  summons,  came  up  in  a  group,  and 
looking  on,  acknowledged  there  was  some  truth  in  the  picture, 
as  the  person  now  represented  had  been  deaf,  dumb,  and  a 
fool  from  her  cradle  ! 

This  much  of  my  dream  I  distinctly  remember ;  the  rest 
was  filled  with  chimeras,  enchanted  castles,  and  flying  dragons 
as  usual.  As  you,  my  dear  Fum  Hoam,  are  particularly  versed 
in  the  interpretation  of  those  midnight  warnings,  what  pleasure 
should  I  find  in  your  explanation !  But  that  our  distance 
prevents :  I  make  no  doubt,  however,  but  that,  from  my 
description,  you  will  very  much  venerate  the  good  qualities  of 
the  English  ladies  in  general,  since  dreams,  you  know,  go 
always  by  contraries.  —  Adieu. 


CITIZEN  OF  THK  WORLD.  137 

LETTER  XLVII. 
FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  HINGPO,  A  SLAVE,  IN  PERSIA.* 

Your  last  letters  betray  a  mind  seemingly  fond  of  wisdom, 
yet  tempested  up  by  a  thousand  various  passions.  You  would 
fondly  persuade  me,  that  my  former  lessons  still  influence  your 
conduct,  and  yet  your  mind  seems  not  less  enslaved  than  your 
body.  Knowledge,  wisdom,  erudition,  arts,  and  elegance,  what 
are  they  but  the  mere  trappings  of  the  mind,  if  they  do  not 
serve  to  increase  the  happiness  of  the  possessor?  A  mind 
rightly  instituted  in  the  school  of  philosophy,  acquires  at  once 
the  stability  of  the  oak,  and  the  flexibility  of  the  osier.  The 
truest  manner  of  lessening  our  agonies,  is  to  shrink  from  their 
pressure  —  is  to  confess  that  we  feel  them. 

The  fortitude  of  European  sages  is  but  a  dream ;  for  where 
lies  the  merit  in  being  insensible  to  the  strokes  of  fortune,  or 
in  dissembling  our  sensibility  ?  If  we  are  insensible,  that 
arises  only  from  a  happy  constitution  ;  that  is  a  blessing 
previously  granted  by  Heaven,  and  which  no  art  can  procure, 
no  institutions  improve. 

If  we  dissemble  our  feelings,  we  only  artificially  endeavour 
to  persuade  others  that  we  enjoy  privileges  which  we  actually 
do  not  possess.  Thus,  while  we  endeavour  to  appear  happy, 
we  feel  at  once  all  the  pangs  of  internal  misery,  and  all  the 
self-reproaching  consciousness  of  endeavouring  to  deceive. 

I  know  but  of  two  sects  of  philosophers  in  the  world  that 
have  endeavoured  to  inculcate  that  fortitude  is  but  an  imaginary 
virtue, —  I  mean  the  followers  of  Confucius,  and  those  who 
profess  the  doctrines  of  Christ.  All  other  sects  teach  pride 
under  misfortunes  ;  they  alone  teach  humility.  Night,  says 
our  Chinese  philosopher,  not  more  surely  follows  the  day,  than 
groans  and  tears  grow  out  of  pain  ;  when  misfortunes  there- 
fore oppress,  when  tyrants  threaten,  it  is  our  interest,  it  is  our 
duty  to  fly  even  to  dissipation  for  support,  to  seek  redress  from 
friendship,  or  seek  redress  from  that  best  of  friends  who  loved 
us  into  being. 

Philosophers,  my  son,  have  long  declaimed  against  the  j)as- 
sions,  as  being  the  source  of  all  our  miseries  :  they  are  the 
source  of  all  our  misfortunes,  I  own,  but  they  are  the  source  of 
our  pleasures  too  ;  and  every  endeavour  of  our  lives,  and  all 

•  This  letter  appears  to  be  little  more  tlun  a  rhapsody  of  scntimeott 
from  Confucius.     Vide  the  Latin  translation. 
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the  institutions  of  philosophy,  should  tend  to  this,  not  to  dis- 
semble an  absence  of  passion,  but  to  repel  those  which  lead  to 
vice,  by  those  which  direct  to  virtue. 

The  soul  may  be  compared  to  a  field  of  battle,  where  two 
armies  are  ready  ever}'  moment  to  encounter  :  not  a  single 
vice  but  has  a  more  powerful  opponent,  and  not  one  virtue  but 
may  be  overborne  by  a  combination  of  vices.  Reason  guides 
the  bands  of  either  host ;  nor  can  it  subdue  one  passion  but  by 
the  assistance  of  another.  Thus  as  a  bark,  on  every  side  beset 
with  storms,  enjoys  a  state  of  rest,  so  does  the  mind,  when 
influenced  by  a  just  equipoise  of  the  passions,  enjoy  tran- 
quillity, 

I  have  used  such  means  as  my  little  fortune  would  admit  to 
procure  your  freedom.  I  have  lately  written  to  the  governor 
of  Argun  to  pay  your  ransom,  thougii  at  the  expense  of  all 
the  wealth  1  brought  with  me  from  China.  If  we  become 
poor,  we  shall  at  least  have  the  pleasure  of  bearing  poverty 
together  ;  for  what  is  fatigue  or  famine,  when  weighed  against 
friendship  and  freedom.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  XL VIII. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTAXGI,  TO  ,  MERCHANT  IN 

AMSTERDAM. 

Happenlng  some  days  ago  to  call  at  a  painter's  to  atnube 

myself  in  examining  some  pictures,  (I  had  no  design  to  buy,) 
it  surprised  me  te  see  a  young  prince  mi  the  working  room, 
dressed  in  a  painter's  apron,  and  assiduously  learning  the  trade. 
We  instantly  remembered  to  have  seen  each  other  ;  and,  after 
the  usual  compliments,  I  stood  by  while  he  contiimed  to  paint 
on.  As  every  thing  done  by  the  rich  is  praised  —  as  princes 
here,as  well  as  in  Ciiina,  are  neverwithout  followers  —  three  or 
four  persons,  who  had  the  appearance  of  gentlemen,  were 
placed  behind  to  comfort  and  applaud  hiui  at  every  stroke. 

Need  I  tell,  that  it  struck  me  with  very  disagreeable  sensa- 
tions, to  see  a  youth,  who,  by  his  station  in  life,  had  it  in  his 
power  to  be  useful  to  thousands,  thus  letting  his  mind  run  to 
waste  upon  canvass,  and  at  the  same  time  fancying  himself 
improving  in  taste,  and  tilling  his  rank  with  proper  decorum  ? 

As  seeing  an  error,  and  attempting  to  redress  it,  are  only 
one  and  the  same  with  me,  I  took  occasion,  upon  his  lordship's 
desiring  my  opinion  of  a  Chinese  scroll,  intended  for  the  frame 
of  a  picture,  to  assure  him,  that  a  mandarine  of  China  thought 


CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD.  139 

a  minute  acquaintance  with  such  mechanical  trifles  below  his 
digruity. 

This  reply  raised  the  indignation  of  some,  and  the  contempt 
of  others  :  I  could  hear  the  names  of  Vandal,  Goth,  taste, 
polite  arts,  delicacy,  and  fire,  repeated  in  tones  of  ridicule  or 
resentment.  But  considering  that  it  was  in  vain  to  argue 
against  people  who  had  so  much  to  say,  without  contradicting 
them,  I  begged  leave  to  repeat  a  fairy  tale.  This  request 
redoubled  their  laughter  ;  but,  not  easily  abashed  at  the  raillery 
of  boys,  I  persisted,  observing,  that  it  would  set  the  absurdity 
of  placing  our  affections  upon  trifles  in  the  strongest  point  of 
view  ;  and  adding,  that  it  was  hoped  the  moral  would  com- 
pensate for  its  stupidity.  "  For  Heaven's  sake,"  cried  the 
great  man,  washing  his  brush  in  water,  "  let  us  have  no 
morality  at  present ;  if  we  must  have  a  stor}',  let  it  be  without 
any  moral."  I  pretended  not  to  hear  ;  and,  while  he  handled 
the  brush,  proceeded  as  follows  :  — 

"  In  the  kingdom  of  Bonbobbin,  which,  by  the  Chinese 
annals,  appears  to  have  flourished  twenty  thousand  years  ago, 
there  reigned  a  prince  endowed  with  every  accomplishment 
which  generally  distinguishes  the  sons  of  kings.  His  beauty 
was  brighter  than  the  sun.  The  sun,  to  which  he  was  nearly 
related,  would  sometimes  stop  his  course,  in  order  to  look  down 
and  admire  him. 

"  His  mind  was  not  less  perfect  than  his  body  :  he  knew  all 
things,  without  having  ever  read :  philosophers,  poets,  and 
historians,  submitted  their  works  to  his  decision ;  and  so  pene* 
trating  was  he,  that  he  could  tell  you  the  merit  of  a  book  by 
looking  on  the  cover.  He  made  epic  poems,  tragedies,  and 
pastorals,  with  surprising  facility  ;  song,  epigram,  or  rebus,  was 
all  one  to  him,  though  it  was  observed  he  could  never  finish  an 
acrostic.  In  short,  the  fairy  who  presided  at  his  birth  had 
endowed  him  with  almost  every  perfection,  or,  wiiat  was  just 
the  same,  his  subjects  were  ready  to  acknowledge  he  possessed 
them  all ;  and,  for  his  own  part,  he  knew  nothing  to  the 
contrary.  A  prince  so  accomplished,  received  a  name  suitable 
to  his  merit ;  and  he  was  called  Bonbennin-bonbobbin-bon- 
bobbinet,  which  signifies,  Enlightcner  of  the  Sun. 

"  As  he  was  very  powerful,  and  yet  unmarried,  all  the  neigh- 
bouring kings  earnestly  sought  his  alliance.  Each  sent  his 
daughter,  dressed  out  in  the  most  magnificent  manner,  and  with 
the  most  sumptuous  retinue  imaginable,  in  order  to  allure  the 
prince  ;  so  that  at  one  time  there  were  seen  at  liis  court 
not  less  than  seven  hundred  foreign  princesses,  of  exquisite 
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eentiment  and  beauty,  each  alone  sufficient  to  make  seven 
hundred  ordinary  men  happy. 

"  Distracted  in  such  a  variety,  the  generous  Bonbennin,  had 
he  not  been  oblij^ed  by  the  laws  of  the  empire  to  make  choice 
of  one,  would  very  willingly  have  married  them  all,  for  none 
understood  gallantry  better.  He  spent  numberless  hours  of 
solicitude  in  endeavouring  to  determine  whom  he  should 
choose  :  one  lady  was  possessed  of  everv-  perfection,  but  he 
disliked  her  eyebrows  ;  another  was  brighter  than  the  morning 
star,  but  he  disapproved  her  fong-whang  ;  a  third  did  not 
lay  white  enough  on  her  cheek  ;  and  a  fourth  did  not  sufficiently 
blacken  her  nails.  At  last,  after  numberless  disappointments 
on  the  one  side  and  the  other,  he  made  choice  of  the  incom- 
parable Nanhoa,  Queen  of  the  Scarlet  Dragons. 

"  The  preparations  for  the  royal  nuptials,  or  the  envy  of  the 
disappointed  ladies,  need  no  description  ;  both  the  one  and 
the  other  were  as  great  as  they  could  be  :  the  beautiful 
princess  was  conducted  amidst  admiring  multitudes  to  the 
royal  couch,  where,  after  being  divested  of  every  encumbering 
ornament,  she  was  placed,  in  expectance  of  the  youthful  bride- 
groom, who  did  not  keep  her  long  in  expectation.  He  came  more 
cheerful  than  the  morning,  and  printing  on  her  lips  a  burning 
kiss,  the  attendants  took  this  as  a  proper  signal  to  withdraw. 

"Perhaps  I  ought  to  have  mentioned  in  the  beginning,  that 
among  several  other  qualifications,  the  prince  was  fond  of 
collecting  and  breeding  mice,  which  being  a  harmless  pastime, 
none  of  his  counsellors  thought  proper  to  dissuade  him  from  ; 
he  therefore  kept  a  great  variety  of  these  pretty  little  animals, 
in  the  most  beautiful  cages,  enriched  with  diamonds,  rubies, 
emeralds,  pearls,  and  other  precious  stones  :  thus  he  inno- 
cently spent  four  hours  each  day,  in  contemplating  their 
innocent  little  pastimes. 

"  But  to  proceed  :  The  prince  and  princess  were  now  in  bed  ; 
one  with  all  the  love  and  expectation,  the  other  with  all  the 
modesty  and  fear,  which  is  natural  to  suppose  ;  both  willing, 
yet  afraid  to  begin ;  when  the  prince,  happening  to  look 
towards  the  outside  of  the  bed,  perceived  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  animals  in  the  world,  a  white  mouse  with  green  eyes, 
playing  about  the  floor,  and  performing  a  hundred  pretty 
tricks.  He  was  already  master  of  blue  mice,  red  mice,  and 
even  white  mice,  with  yellow  eyes,  but  a  white  mouse  with 
green  eyes,  was  what  he  had  long  endeavoured  to  possess  ; 
wherefore,  leaping  from  bed  with  the  utmost  impationce  and 
agility,   the    youthful   prince    attempted    to   seize   the   little 
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charmer,  but  it  was  fled  in  a  moment ;  for  alas  !  the  mouse  was 
sent  by  a  discontented  princess,  and  was  itself  a  fairy. 

"  It  is  impossible  to  describe  the  agony  of  the  prince  upon 
this  occasion  ;  he  sought  round  and  round  every  part  of  the 
room  ;  even  the  bed  where  the  princess  lay  was  not  exempt 
from  the  inquiry  :  he  turned  the  princess  on  one  side  and  the 
other,  stripped  her  quite  naked,  but  no  mouse  was  to  be  found  ; 
the  princess  herself  was  kind  enough  to  assist,  but  still  to  no 
purpose. 

"  '  Alas  ! '  cried  the  young  prince  in  agony,  '  how  unhappy 
am  I  to  be  thus  disappointed  !  never,  sure,  was  so  beautiful 
an  animal  seen  :  I  would  give  half  my  kingdom,  and  my 
princess,  to  him  that  would  find  it.'  The  princess,  though  not 
much  pleased  v\ith  the  latter  part  of  his  otl'er,  endeavoured  to 
comfort  him  as  well  as  she  could  :  she  let  him  know  that  he 
had  an  hundred  mice  already,  which  ought  to  be  at  least  suffi- 
cient to  satisfy  any  philosopher  like  him.  Though  none  of 
them  had  green  eyes,  yet  he  should  learn  to  thank  Heaven 
that  they  had  eyes.  She  told  him  (for  she  was  a  profound 
moralist)  that  incurable  evils  must  be  borne,  and  that  useless 
lamentations  were  vain,  and  that  man  was  born  to  misfortunes  ; 
she  even  entreated  him  to  return  to  bed,  and  she  would  endea- 
vour to  lull  him  on  her  bosom  to  repose  :  but  still  the  prince 
continued  inconsolable  ;  and  regarding  her  with  a  stern  air,  for 
which  his  family  was  remarkable,  he  vowed  never  to  sleep  in  the 
royal  palace,  or  indulge  himself  in  the  innocent  pleasures  of 
matrimony,  till  he  had  found  the  white  mouse  with  the  green 
eyes." 

"  Prithee,  Colonel  Leech,"  cried  his  Lordship,  interrupting 
me,  "  how  do  you  like  that  nose  ?  don  't  you  think  there  is 
something  of  the  manner  of  Rembrandt  in  it  ?  —  A  prince  in 
all  this  agony  for  a  white  mouse,  oh,  ridiculous!  —  Don't  you 
think.  Major  Vampyre,  that  eyebrow  stippled  very  prettily  ?  — 
But  pray,  what  are  the  green  eyes  to  the  [jurpose,  except  to 
amuse  children  ?  —  I  would  give  a  thousand  guineas  to  lay  on 
the  colouring  of  his  cheek  more  smoothly. —  But  I  ask  pardon  ; 
pray,  sir,  proceed." 


LETTER  XLIX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

"  Kings,"  continued  I,  "at  that  time  were  difTerent  from 
what  they  are  now  ;  they  then  never  engaged  their  word  for 
atiy  thing  which  they  did  not  rigorously  intend  to  perform. 
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This  was  the  case  of  Bonbennin,  who  continued  all  night  to 
lament  his  misfortunes  to  the  princess,  who  echoed  groan  for 
groan.  When  morning  came,  he  published  an  edict,  offering 
half  his  kingdom,  and  his  princess,  to  the  person  who  should 
catch  and  bring  him  the  white  mouse  with  the  green  eyes. 

"  The  edict  was  scarcely  published,  when  all  the  traps  in 
the  kingdom  were  baited  with  cheese  ;  numberless  mice  were 
taken  and  destroyed  ;  but  still  the  much-wished-for  mouse  was 
not  among  the  number.  The  privy-council  was  assembled 
more  than  once  to  give  their  advice  ;  but  all  their  deliberations 
came  to  nothing,  even  though  there  were  two  complete  vermin- 
killers,  and  three  professed  rat-catchers  of  the  number.  Fre- 
quent addresses,  as  is  usual  on  extraordinary  occasions,  were 
sent  from  all  parts  of  the  empire  ;  but  though  these  promised 
well,  though  in  them  he  received  an  assurance  that  his  faithful 
subjects  would  assist  in  his  search  with  their  lives  and  fortunes, 
yet,  with  all  their  lo\alty,  they  failed  when  the  time  came  that 
the  mouse  was  to  be  caught. 

"  The  prince,  therefore,  was  resolved  to  go  himself  in  search, 
determined  never  to  lie  two  nights  in  one  place,  till  he  had 
found  what  he  sought  for.  Thus,  quitting  his  palace  without 
attendants,  he  set  out  upon  his  journey,  and  travelled  through 
many  a  desert,  and  crossed  many  a  river,  over  high  hills,  and 
down  along  vales,  still  restless,  still  inquiring  wherever  he 
came  ;  but  no  white  mouse  was  to  be  found. 

"  As  one  day,  fatigued  with  his  journey,  he  was  shading 
himself  from  the  heat  of  the  midday  sun,  under  the  arching 
branches  of  a  banana  tree,  meditating  on  the  object  of  his 
pursuit,  he  perceived  an  old  woman,  hideously  deformed, 
approaching  him  ;  by  her  stoop,  and  the  wrinkles  of  her  visage, 
she  seemed  at  least  live  hundred  years  old  ;  and  the  spotted 
toad  was  not  more  freckled  than  was  her  skin.  '  Ah !  prince 
Bonbennin -bonbobbin-bonbobbinet,'  cried  the  creature, 
'  what  has  led  vou  so  many  thousand  miles  from  your  own 
kingdom  ?  what  is  it  you  look  for,  and  what  induces  you  to 
travel  into  the  kingdom  of  the  Emmets?'  The  prince,  who 
was  excessively  complaisant,  told  her  the  whole  story  three 
times  over ;  for  she  was  hard  of  hearing.  '  Well,'  says  the 
old  fairy,  for  such  she  was,  '  I  promise  to  put  you  in  possession 
of  the  white  mouse  with  green  eyes,  and  that  immediately  too, 
upon  one  condition.' — '  One  condition  I  '  cried  the  prince  in 
a  rapture,  '  name  a  thousand  ;  I  shall  undergo  them  all  with 
pleasure.' — '  Nay,'  interrupted  the  old  fairy,  '  I  fsk  but  one, 
and  that  not  very  mortifying  neither, — it  is  only  that  you 
instantly  consent  to  marry  me.' 
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"  It  is  impossible  to  express  the  prince's  confusion  at  this 
demand  ;  he  loved  the  mouse,  but  he  detested  the  bride  :  he 
hesitated  ;  he  desired  time  to  think  upon  the  proposal  ;  he 
would  have  been  glad  to  consult  his  friends  on  such  an  occasion. 
'  Nay,  nay,'  cried  the  odious  fairy,  '  if  you  demur,  I  retract 
my  promise;  I  do  not  desire  to  force  my  favours  on  any  man. 
Here,  you  my  attendants,'  cried  she,  stamping  with  her  foot, 
'  let  my  machine  be  driven  up  ;  Barbacela,  Queen  of  Emmets, 
is  not  used  to  contemptuous  treatment.'  She  had  no  sooner 
spoken  than  her  fiery  chariot  appeared  in  the  air,  ilrawn  by 
two  snails  ;  and  she  was  just  going  to  step  in,  when  the  prince 
reflected,  that  now  or  never  was  the  time  to  be  possessed  of 
the  white  mouse ;  and  quite  forgetting  his  lawful  prince.«;s 
Nanhoa,  falling  on  his  knees,  he  implored  forgiveness  for  having 
rashly  rejected  so  much  beauty.  This  well-timed  compliment 
instantly  appeased  the  angry  fairy.  She  affected  a  hideous 
leer  of  approbation,  and  taking  the  young  prince  by  the  hand, 
conducted  him  to  a  neighbouring  church,  where  they  were 
married  together  in  a  moment.  As  soon  as  the  ceremony  was 
performed,  the  prince,  who  was  to  the  last  degree  desirous  of 
seeing  his  favourite  mouse,  reminded  the  bride  of  her  promise. 
'  To  confess  a  truth,  my  prince,'  cried  she,  '  I  myself  am  that 
very  white  mouse  you  saw  on  your  wedd  ng-night  in  the  royal 
apartment.  I  now,  therefore,  give  you  the  choice,  whether 
you  would  have  me  a  mouse  by  day,  and  a  woman  by  night, 
or  a  mouse  by  night,  and  a  woman  by  day  ? '  Though  the 
prince  was  an  excellent  casuist,  he  was  quite  at  a  loss  how  to 
determine,  but  at  last  thought  it  most  prudent  to  have  recourse 
to  a  blue  cat  that  had  followed  him  from  his  own  dominions, 
and  frequently  amused  him  with  its  conversation,  and  assisted 
him  with  its  advice  ;  in  fact,  this  cat  was  no  other  than  the 
faithful  princess  Nanhoa  herself,  who  had  shared  with  him  all 
his  hardships  in  this  disguise. 

"  By  her  instructions  he  was  determined  in  his  choice,  and 
returning  to  the  old  fairy,  prudently  observed,  that  as  she  must 
have  been  sensible  he  had  married  her '  only  for  the  sake  of  what 
she  had,'  and  not  for  her  personal  qualifications,  he  thought  it 
would,  for  several  reasons,  be  most  convenient  if  she  continued 
a  woman  by  day,  and  appeared  a  mouse  by  night. 

"  The  old  fairy  was  a  good  deal  mortified  at  her  husband's 
want  of  gallantry,  though  she  was  reluctantly  obliged  to 
comply  :  the  day  was  therefore  spent  in  the  most  polite 
amusements  ;  the  gentlemen  talked  smut,  the  ladies  laughed, 
and  were  angry.     At  last  the  happy  night  drew  near,  the  blue 
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cat  still  stuck  by  the  side  of  its  master,  and  even  followed  him 
to  the  bridal  apartment.  Barbacela  entered  the  chamber, 
wearing  a  train  fifteen  yards  long,  supported  by  porcupines, 
and  all  over  beset  with  jewels,  which  served  to  render  her 
more  detestable.  She  was  just  stepping  into  bed  to  the  prince, 
forgetting  her  promise,  when  he  insisted  upon  seeing  her  in 
the  shape  of  a  mouse.  She  had  promised,  and  no  fairy  can 
break  her  word  ;  wherefore,  assuming  the  figure  of  the  most 
beautiful  mouse  in  the  world,  she  skipped  and  played  about 
with  an  infinity  of  amusement.  The  prince,  in  an  agony  of 
rapture,  was  desirous  of  seeing  his  pretty  play-fellow  move  a 
slow  dance  about  the  floor  to  his  own  singing  ;  he  began  to 
sing,  and  the  mouse  immediately  to  perform  with  the  most 
perfect  knowledge  of  time,  and  the  finest  grace  and  greatest 
gravity  imaginable.  It  only  began,  for  Nanhoa,  who  had  long 
waited  for  the  opportunity  in  the  shape  of  a  cat,  flew  upon  it 
instantly  without  remorse,  and  eating  it  up  in  the  hundredth 
part  of  a  moment,  broke  the  charm,  and  then  resumed  her 
natural  figure. 

"  The  prince  now  found  that  he  had  all  along  been  under  the 
power  of  enchantment,  that  his  passion  for  the  white  mouse 
was  entirely  fictitious,  and  not  the  genuine  complexion  of  his 
soul ;  he  now  saw  that  his  earnestness  after  mice  was  an 
illiberal  amusement,  and  much  more  becoming  a  rat-catcher 
than  a  prince.  All  his  meannesses  now  stared  him  in  the 
face  ;  he  begged  the  discreet  princess's  pardon  a  hundred 
times.  The  princess  very  readily  forgave  him  ;  and  both 
returning  to  their  palace  in  Bonbobbin,  lived  very  happily 
together,  and  reigned  many  years,  with  all  that  wisdom,  which, 
by  the  story,  they  appear  to  have  been  possessed  of ;  perfectly 
convinced  by  their  former  adventures,  that  they  who  plice  their 
affections  on  trifles  at  first  for  amusement,  will  find  those  triflei 
at  last  become  their  most  serious  concern,"  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  L. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,    TO    FUM  IIOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT  OF 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN,  IN  CHINA. 

Ask  an  Englishman  what  nation  in  the  world  enjoys  most 
freedom,  and  he  immediately  answers,  his  own.  Ask  him  in 
what  that  freedom  princij)ally  consists,  and  he  is  instantly 
silent.  This  ha])py  pre-eminence  does  not  arise  from  the 
people's  enjoying  a  larger  share  in  legislation  than  elsewhere; 
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for  in  this  particular,  several  states  in  Europe  excel  them  ;  nor 
does  it  arise  from  a  greater  exemption  from  taxes,  for  few 
countries  pay  more  :  it  does  not  proceed  from  their  being 
restrained  by  fewer  laws,  for  no  people  are  burdened  with  so 
many  ;  nor  does  it  particularly  consist  in  the  security  of  their 
property,  for  property  is  pretty  well  secured  in  every  polite 
state  in  Europe. 

How,  then,  are  the  English  more  free  (for  more  free  they 
certainly  are)  than  the  people  of  any  other  country,  or  under 
any  other  form  of  government  whatever  ?  Their  freedom 
consists  in  their  enjoying  all  the  advantages  of  democracy, 
with  this  superior  prerogative  borrowed  from  monarchy,  that 
the  severity  of  their  laws  may  be  relaxed  without  endangering 
the  constitution. 

In  a  monarchical  state  in  which  the  constitution  is  strongest, 
the  laws  may  be  relaxed  without  danger ;  for  though  the 
people  should  be  unanimous  in  the  breach  of  any  one  in 
particular,  yet  still  there  is  an  effective  power  superior  to  the 
people,  capable  of  enforcing  obedience,  whenever  it  may  be 
proper  to  inculcate  the  law  either  towards  the  support  or 
welfare  of  the  community. 

But  in  all  those  governments  where  laws  derive  their  sanction 
from  the  people  alone,  transgressions  cannot  be  overlooked 
without  bringing  the  constitution  into  danger.  They  who 
transgress  the  law  in  such  a  case,  are  those  who  prescribe  it, 
by  which  means  it  loses  not  only  its  influence  but  its  sanction. 
In  every  republic  the  laws  must  be  strong,  because  the 
constitution  is  feeble  ;  they  must  resemble  an  Asiatic  husband, 
who  is  justly  jealous,  because  he  knows  himself  impotent. 
Tims,  in  Holland,  Switzerland  and  Genoa,  new  laws  are  not 
frequently  enacted,  but  the  old  ones  are  observed  with  unre- 
mitting severity.  In  such  republics,  therefore,  the  people  are 
slaves  to  laws  of  their  own  making,  little  less  than  in  unmixed 
monarchies,  where  they  are  slaves  to  the  will  of  one,  subject 
to  frailties  like  themselves. 

In  England,  from  a  variety  of  happy  accidents,  their 
constitution  is  just  strong  enough,  or,  if  you  will,  monarchical 
enough,  to  permit  a  relaxation  of  the  severity  of  laws,  and 
yet  those  laws  still  to  remain  sufficiently  strong  to  govern  the 
people.  This  is  the  most  perfect  state  of  civil  liberty,  of 
w  liich  we  can  form  any  idea  :  Here  we  see  a  greater  number 
of  laws  than  in  any  other  country,  while  the  people  at  the 
same  time  obey  only  such  as  are  immediately  conducive  to  the 
interests  of  society ;  several  are  unnoticed,  many  unknown ; 
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lome  kept  to  be  revived  and  enforced  upon  proper  occasions ; 
others  left  to  grow  obsolete,  even  without  the  necessity  of 
abroofation. 

There  is  scarcely  an  Englishman  who  does  not  almost 
every  day  of  his  life  offend  with  impunity  against  some  express 
Jaw,  and  for  which,  in  a  certain  conjuncture  of  circumstances, 
he  would  not  receive  punishment.  Gaming-houses,  preaching 
at  prohibited  places,  assembled  crowds,  nocturnal  amusements, 
public  shows,  «nd  a  hundred  other  instances,  are  forbid  and 
frequented.  These  prohibitions  are  useful  ;  though  it  be 
prudent  in  their  magistrates,  and  happy  for  the  people,  that 
they  are  not  enforced,  and  none  but  the  venal  or  mercenary 
attempt  to  enforce  them. 

The  law,  in  this  case,  like  an  indulgent  parent,  still  keeps 
the  rod,  though  the  child  is  seldom  corrected.  Were  those 
pardoned  offences  to  rise  into  enormity,  were  they  likely  to 
obstruct  the  happiness  of  society,  or  endanger  the  state,  it  is 
then  that  justice  would  resume  her  terrors,  and  punish  those 
faults  she  had  so  often  overlooked  with  indulgence.  It  is  to 
this  ductility  of  the  laws  that  an  Englishman  owes  the 
freedom  he  enjoys  superior  to  others  in  a  more  popular 
government :  every  step,  therefore,  the  constitution  takes 
towards  a  democratic  form,  every  diminution  of  the  regal 
authority,  is,  in  fact,  a  diminution  of  the  subject's  freedom ; 
but  every  attempt  to  render  the  government  more  popular, 
not  only  impairs  natural  liberty,  but  even  will  at  last  dissolve 
the  political  constitution. 

Every  popular  government  seems  calculated  to  last  only  for 
a  time ;  it  grows  rigid  with  age,  new  laws  are  multiplying, 
and  the  old  continue  in  force  ;  the  subjects  are  oppressed, 
burdened  with  a  multiplicity  of  legal  injunctions  ;  there  are 
none  from  whom  to  expect  redress,  and  nothing  but  a  strong 
convulsion  in  the  state  can  vindicate  them  into  former  liberty  : 
thus  the  peo])le  of  Rome,  a  few  great  ones  excepted,  found 
more  real  freedom  under  their  emperors,  though  tyrants,  than 
they  had  experienced  in  the  old  age  of  the  commonwealth,  in 
which  their  laws  were  become  numerous  and  painful,  in 
which  new  laws  were  every  day  enacting,  and  the  old  ones 
executed  with  rigour.  They  even  refused  to  be  reinstated  in 
their  former  prerogatives,  upon  an  offer  made  them  to  this 
pur])ose  ;  for  they  actually  found  emperors  the  only  means  of 
•oftening  the  rigours  of  tiieir  constitution. 

The  constitution  of  England  is  at  present  possessed  of  the 
itrength  of  its  native  oak,  and  the  tlexibility  of  the  bending 
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tamarisk;  but  should  the  people  at  any  time,  with  a  mistakcii 
zeal,  pant  after  an  imaginary  freedom,  and  fancy  that  abridgiui; 
monarchy  was  increasing  their  privileges,  they  would  be  verv 
much  mistaken,  since  every  jewel  plucked  from  the  crov.-n  of 
majesty,  would  only  be  made  use  of  as  a  bribe  to  corruption  : 
it  might  enrich  the  few  who  shared  it  among  them,  but  would 
in  fact  impoverish  the  public. 

As  the  Roman  senators,  by  slow  and  imperceptible  degrees, 
became  masters  of  the  people,  yet  still  flattered  them  with  a 
show  of  freedom,  while  themselves  only  were  free  ;  so  it  is 
possible  for  a  body  of  men,  while  they  stand  up  for  privileges, 
to  grow  into  an  exuberance  of  power  themselves,  and  the 
public  become  actuiilly  dependent,  while  some  of  its  individuals 
only  govern. 

If,  then,  my  friend,  there  should  in  this  country  ever  be  on 
the  throne  a  king,  who,  through  good  nature  or  age,  should 
give  up  the  smallest  part  of  his  prerogative  to  the  people;  if 
there  should  come  a  minister  of  merit  and  popularity  —  but  I 
have  room  for  no  more.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LI. 

TO  THE  SA3IE. 

As  I  was  yesterday  seated  at  breakfast  over  a  pensive  dish 
of  tea,  my  meditations  were  interrupted  by  my  old  friend  and 
companion,  who  introduced  a  stranger,  dressed  pretty  much 
like  himself.  The  gentleman  made  several  apologies  for  hi« 
visit,  begged  of  me  to  impute  his  intrusion  to  the  sincerity  of 
his  respect,  and  the  warmth  of  his  curiosity. 

As  I  am  very  suspicious  of  my  company  when  I  find  them 
very  civil  without  any  apparent  reason,  I  answered  the 
stranger's  caresses  at  first  with  reserve  ;  which  my  friend 
perceiving,  instantly  let  me  into  my  visitant's  trade  and  cha- 
racter, asking  Mr  Fudge,  whether  he  had  lately  published  any 
thing  new  ?  I  now  conjectured  that  my  guest  was  no  other 
than  a  bookseller,  and  his  answer  confirmed  my  suspicions. 

"  Excuse  me,  sir,"  says  he,  "  it  is  not  the  season  ;  books 
have  their  time  as  well  as  cucumbers.  I  would  no  more  bring 
out  a  new  work  in  summer,  than  I  would  sell  pork  in  the  dog 
days.  Nothing  in  my  way  goes  off  in  summer,  except  very 
light  goods  indeed.  A  review,  a  magaziiic,  or  a  sessions' 
paper,  may  amuse  a  summer  reader  ;  but  all  our  stock  of 
value  we  reserve  for  a  spring  and  winter  trade." — <•  I  „;>,st 
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confess,  sir,"  says  I,  "  a  curiosity  to  know  what  you  call  a 
valuable  stock,  which  can  only  bear  a  winter  perusal." — "  Sir," 
replied  the  bookseller,  "  it  is  not  my  way  to  en,-  up  my  own 
goods  ;  but,  without  exaggeration,  I  will  Venture'to  shew  with 
any  of  the  trade  :  my  books  at  least  have  the  peculiar  advan- 
tage of  being  always  new  ;  and  it  is  my  way  to  clear  off  my 
old  to  the  trunk-makers  every  season.  I  have  ten  new  title- 
pages  now  about  me,  which  only  want  books  to  be  added  to 
make  them  the  finest  things  in  nature.  Others  may  pretend 
to  direct  the  rulgar ;  but  that  is  not  my  way ;  I  always  let 
the  vulgar  direct  me  ;  wherever  popular  clamour  arises,  I 
always  echo  the  million.  For  instance,  should  the  people  in 
general  say,  that  such  a  man  is  a  rogue,  I  instantly  give  orders 
to  set  him  down  in  print  a  villain  ;  thus  every  man  buys  the 
book,  not  to  learn  new  sentiments,  but  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  his  own  reflected." — "  But,  sir,"  interrupted  I,  "you 
speak  as  if  you  yourself  wrote  the  books  j-ou  published  ;  may 
I  be  so  bold  as  to  ask  a  sight  of  some  of  those  intended 
publications  which  are  shortly  to  surprise  the  world?"  —  "As 
-to  that,  sir,"  replied  the  talkative  bookseller,  "  I  only  draw 
out  the  plans  myself ;  and  though  I  am  very  cautious  of 
communicating  them  to  any,  yet,  as  in  the  end  I  have  a  favour 
to  ask,  you  shall  see  a  fe>v  of  them.  Here,  sir,  here  they  are  j 
diamonds  of  the  first  water,  I  assure  you.  Imprimis,  a  trans- 
lation of  several  medical  precepts  for  the  use  of  such  physi- 
cians as  do  not  understand  Latin.  Item,  the  young  clergyman's 
art  of  placing  patches  regularly,  with  a  dissertation  on  the 
different  manners  of  smiling  without  distorting  the  face.  Item, 
the  whole  art  of  love  made  perfectly  easy,  by  a  broker  of 
Change  Alley.  Item,  the  proper  manner  of  cutting  blacklead 
pencils,  and  making  crayons,  by  the  Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of 

.      Item,   the   muster-master-general,   or   the   review   of 

reviews." — "Sir,"  cried  I,  interrupting  him,  "  my  curiosity, 
with  regard  to  title-pages,  is  satisfied  ;  I  should  be  glad  to  see 
some  longer  manuscript,  a  history  or  an  epic  poem." — "  Bless 
me  I"  cries  the  man  of  industrj',  "now  you  speak  of  an  epic 
poem,  you  shall  see  an  excellent  farce.  Here  it  is ;  dip  into 
it  where  you  will,  it  will  be  found  replete  with  true  modern 
humour.  Strokes,  sir  ;  it  is  filled  with  strokes  of  wit  and 
satire  in  every  line." — "  Do  you  call  these  dashes  of  the  pen 
strokes,"  replied  I,  "  for  I  must  confess  I  can  see  no  other  ?  " 
— "  And  pray,  sir,"  returned  he,  "  what  do  you  call  them  ? 
Do  vou  see  any  thing  good  now-a-days,  that  is  not  filled  with 
strokes  —  and  dashes?  —  sir,  a  well  placed  dash  makes  half 
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the  wit  of  our  writers  of  moilera  humour.*  I  bought  a  piece 
last  season  that  had  no  other  merit  upon  earth  than  nine 
hundred  and  ninet\--five  breaks,  seventy-two  ha-ha's,  throe 
good  things,  and  a  garter.  And  yet  it  played  off,  and  bounced, 
and  cracked)  and  made  more  sport  than  a  firework."  — "  I 
fancy,  then,  sir,  you  were  a  considerable  gainer?"-^"  It  must 
be  owned  the  piece  did  pay  ;  but,  upon  the  whole,  1  cannot 
much  boast  of  last  winter's  success  :  I  gained  by  two  murders  ; 
but  then  I  lost  by  an  ill-timed  charity  sermon.  I  was  a  con- 
siderable suli'erer  by  my  Direct  Road  to  an  Estate,  but  the 
Infernal  Guide  brought  me  up  ajfain.  Ah,  sir,  that  was  a 
piece  touched  off  by  the  hand  of  a  master  ;  filled  with  good 
things  from  one  end  to  the  other.  The  author  had  nothing 
but  the  jest  in  view  ;  no  dull  moral  lurking  beneath,  nor  ill- 
natured  satire  to  sour  the  reader's  good-humour  ;  he  wisely 
considered,  that  moral  and  humour  at  the  same  time  were 
quite  overdoing  the  business." — "  To  what  purpose  was  the 
book  then  published?"  cried  I. — '-Sir,  the  book  was  pub- 
lished in  order  to  be  sold  ;  and  no  book  sold  better,  except 
the  criticisms  upon  it,  which  came  out  soon  after  :  of  all  kinds 
of  writing,  that  goes  off  best  at  present  ;  and  I  generally 
fasten  a  cttticism  upon  every  selling  book  that  is  published. 

"  I  once  had  an  author  who  never  left  the  least  opening  for 
the  critics  :  close  was  the  word,  always  very  right  and  very 
dull,  ever  on  the  safe  side  of  an  argument ;  yet,  with  all  his 
qualifications,  incapable  of  coming  into  favour.  I  soon  per- 
ceived that  his  bent  was  for  criticism  ;  and,  as  he  was  good 
for  nothing  else,  supplied  him  with  pens  and  paper,  and 
planted  him,  at  the  beginning  of  every  month,  as  a  censor  on 
the  works  of  others.  In  short,  I  found  him  a  treasure  ;  no 
merit  could  escape  him  :  but  what  is  most  remarkable  of  all, 
he  ever  wrote  best  and  bitterest  when  drunk."  — "  But  are 
there  not  8ome  works,"  interrupted  I,  "  that,  from  the  very 
manner  of  their  composition,  must  be  exempt  from  criticism  ; 
particularly  such  as  profess  to  disregard  its  laws?"  — "  There 
is  no  work  whatsoever  but  he  can  criticise,"  rej)lied  the  book- 
seller ;  "  even  though  you  wrote  in  Chinese,  he  would  have  a 
pluck  at  you.  Suppose  you  should  take  it  into  your  head  to 
publish  a  book,  let  it  be  a  volume  of  Chinese  letters,  for 

•  This  idea  us  well  ridiculed  by  Cowper  in  his  Table  Talk, 

A  Prnloifiic,  intcrdash'd  with  many  a  stroke. 

An  art  oonlrived  to  mdvcrtise  a  joke. 

So  that  thf  jc»t  is  clearly  t>.  be  seen, 

Kot  in  the  tronU  —but  in  the  gap  between. 
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ini?tance ;  write  how  you  will,  he  shall  shew  the  world  j-ou 
could  have  MTitten  better.  Should  j-ou,  with  the  most  local 
exactness,  stick  to  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  country 
from  wlience  you  come  ;  should  you  confine  yourself  to  the 
narrow  limits  of  Eastern  knowledge,  and  be  perfectly  simple, 
and  perfectly  natural,  he  has  then  the  strongest  reason  to 
exclaim.  He  may,  with  a  sneer,  send  you  back  to  China  for 
readers.  He  may  observe,  that  after  the  first  or  second  letter, 
the  iteration  of  the  same  simplicity  is  insupportably  tedious  ; 
but  the  worst  of  all  is,  the  public,  in  such  a  case,  will  anticipate 
his  censures,  and  leave  you,  with  all  your  uninstructive  sim- 
plicity, to  be  mauled  at  discretion." 

"  Yes,"  cried  I,  "  but  in  order  to  avoid  his  indignation,  and, 
what  I  should  fear  more,  that  of  the  public,  I  would,  in  such  a 
case,  write  with  all  the  knowledge  I  was  master  of.  As  I  am 
not  possessed  of  much  learning,  at  least  I  would  not  suppress 
what  little  I  had ;  nor  would  I  appear  more  stupid  than  nature 
has  made  me." — "  Here,  then,"  cries  the  bookseller,  "  we 
should  have  you  entirely  in  our  power :  unnatural,  un-Eastern, 
quite  out  of  character,  erroneously  sensible,  would  be  the 
whole  cry.  Sir,  we  shoidd  then  hunt  you  down  like  a  rat." 
—  "  Head  of  ray  father! "  said  I,  "  sure  there  are  but  two  ways  ; 
the  door  must  either  be  shut  or  it  must  be  open.  I  must 
either  be  natural  or  unnatural." — "  Be  what  you  will,  we 
shall  criticise  you,"'  returned  the  bookseller,  "  and  prove  you 
a  dunce  in  spite  of  your  teeth.  But,  sir,  it  is  time  that  I 
should  come  to  business.  I  have  just  now  in  the  press  a 
history  of  China  ;  and  if  you  will  but  ])ut  your  name  to  it  as 
the  author,  I  shall  repay  the  obligation  with  gratitude."  — 
**  What,  sir  I "  replied  I,  "  put  my  name  to  a  work  which  I 
have  not  written  ?  Never,  while  I  retain  a  proper  respect  for 
the  public  and  myself."  The  l)luntness  of  my  reply  quite 
abated  the  ardour  of  the  bookseller's  conversation  ;  and,  after 
about  half  an  hour's  disagreeable  reserve,  he,  with  some  cere- 
mony, took  his  leave,  and  withdrew.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LII. 

TO  THK  SAME. 

In  all  other  countries,  my  dear  Fum  Hoam,  the  rich  are 
distinguished  by  their  dress.  In  Persia,  China,  and  most 
parts  of  Europe,  those  who  are  possessed  of  much  gold  or 
silver,  put  some  of  it  upon  their  clothes  ;  but  in  England, 
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those  who  carry  much  upon  their  clothes,  are  remarked  for 
having  but  httle  in  their  pockets.  A  tawdry  outside  is 
regarded  as  a  badge  of  poverty;  and  those  who  can  sit  at 
home,  and  gloat  over  their  thousands  in  silent  satisfaction, 
are  generally  found  to  do  it  in  plain  clothes. 

This  diversity  of  thinking  from  the  rest  of  the  world  which 
prevails  here,  I  was,  at  first,  at  a  loss  to  account  for  ;  but  am 
since  informed,  that  it  was  introduced  by  an  intercourse 
between  them  and  their  neighbours  the  French,  who,  whenever 
they  came  in  order  to  pay  these  islanders  a  visit,  were  gene- 
rally very  well  dressed,  and  very  poor,  daubed  with  lace,  but 
all  the  gilding  on  the  outside.  By  this  means,  laced  clothes 
have  been  brought  so  much  into  contempt,  that,  at  present, 
even  their  mandarines  are  ashamed  of  finery. 

I  must  own  myself  a  convert  to  English  simplicity  ;  I  am 
no  more  for  ostentation  of  wealth  than  of  learning  :  The 
person  who  in  company  should  pretend  to  be  wiser  than 
others,  I  am  apt  to  regard  as  illiterate  and  ill-bred  ;  the 
person  whose  clothes  are  extremely  fine,  I  am  too  apt  to 
consider  as  not  being  possessed  of  any  superiority  of  fortune, 
but  resembling  those  Indians  who  are  found  to  wear  all  the 
gold  they  have  in  the  world  in  a  bob  at  the  nose. 

I  was  lately  introduced  into  a  company  of  the  best  dressed 
men  I  have  seen  since  my  arrival.  Upon  entering  the  room, 
I  was  struck  with  awe  at  the  grandeur  of  the  different  dresses. 
That  personage,  thought  I,  in  blue  and  gold  must  be  some 
emperor's  son  ;  that  in  green  and  silver,  a  prince  of  the  blood  ; 
he  in  embroidered  scarlet,  a  prime  minister;  all  first  rate 
noblemen,  I  suppose,  and  well-looking  noblemen  too.  I  sat 
for  some  time  with  that  uneasiness  which  conscious  inferiority 
produces  in  the  ingenuous  mind,  all  attention  to  their  discourse. 
However,  I  found  their  conversation  more  vulgar  than  I  could 
have  expected  from  personages  of  such  distinction  :  If  these, 
thought  I  to  myself,  be  jjrinces,  they  are  the  most  stupid 
princes  I  have  ever  conversed  with  :  yet  still  I  continued  to 
venerate  their  dress !  for  dress  has  a  kind  of  mechanical 
influence  on  the  mind. 

My  friend  in  black,  mdeed,  did  not  behave  with  the  same 
deference,  but  contradicted  the  finest  of  them  all  in  the  most 
peremptory  to-nes  of  contempt.  But  I  had  scarcely  time  to 
wonder  at  the  imprudence  of  his  conduct,  v.hen  I  found 
occasion  to  be  equally  surprised  at  the  absurdity  of  theirs  ; 
for  upon  the  entrance  of  a  middle-aged  man,  dressed  in  a 
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cap,  dirty  shirt,  and  boots,  the  whole  circle  seemed  diminished 
of  their  former  importance,  and  contended  who  should  be  first 
to  pay  their  obeisance  to  the  stranger.  They  somewhat 
resembled  a  circle  of  Kalmucs  offering  incense  to  a  bear. 

Eager  to  know  the  cause  of  so  much  seeming  contradiction, 
I  whispered  my  friend  out  of  the  room,  and  found  that  the 
august  company  consisted  of  no  other  than  a  dancing  master, 
two  fiddlers,  and  a  third-rate  actor,  all  assembled  in  order  to 
make  a  set  at  country  dances  ;  and  the  middle  aged  gentleman 
whom  I  saw  enter,  was  a  squire  from  the  country,  and  desirous 
of  learning  the  new  manner  of  footing,  and  smoothing  up  the 
rudiments  of  his  rural  minuet. 

I  was  no  longer  surprised  at  the  authority  which  my  friend 
assumed  among  them — nay,  was  even  displeased  (pardon  my 
Eastern  education)  that  he  had  not  kicked  every  creature  of 
them  down  stairs.  "  What,"  said  I,  "  shall  a  set  of  such 
paltry  fellows  dress  themselves  up  like  sons  of  kings,  and 
claim  even  the  transitory  respect  of  half  an  hour  !  There 
should  be  some  law  to  restrain  so  manifest  a  breach  of 
privilege;  they  should  go  from  house  to  house  as  in  China, 
with  the  instruments  of  their  profession  strung  round  their 
necks  ;  by  this  means,  we  might  be  able  to  distinguish  and 
treat  them  in  a  style  of  becoming  contempt."  — "  Hold,  my 
friend,"  replied  my  companion,  "  were  your  reformation  to 
take  place,  as  dancing  masters  and  fiddlers  now  mimic  gentle- 
men in  appearance,  we  should  then  find  our  fine  gentlemen 
conforming  to  theirs.  A  beau  might  be  introduced  to  a  lady 
of  fashion,  with  a  fiddle-case  hanging  at  his  neck  by  a  red 
riband ;  and,  instead  of  a  cane,  might  carry  a  fiddlestick. 
Though  to  be  as  dull  as  a  first-rate  dancing  master  might  be 
used  with  proverbial  justice  ;  yet,  dull  as  he  is,  manj-^  a  fine 
gentleman  sets  him  up  as  the  proper  standard  of  politeness  ; 
copies  not  only  the  pert  vivacity  of  his  air,  but  the  flat  insipi- 
dity of  his  conversation.  In  short,  if  you  make  a  law  against 
dancing  masters  imitating  the  fine  gentleman,  you  should 
with  as  much  reason  enact,  that  no  fine  gentleman  shall  imitate 
the  dancing  master." 

After  I  had  left  my  friend,  I  made  towards  home,  reflecting 
as  I  went  upon  the  difficulty  of  distinguishing  men  by  their 
appearance.  Invited,  however,  by  the  freshness  of  the  evening, 
1  did  not  return  directly,  but  wont  to  ruminate  on  what  had 
j)assed  in  a  public  garden  belonging  to  the  city.  Here,  as  I 
gat  upon  one  of  the  benches,  and  ielt  the  pleasing  sympathy 
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which  nature  in  bloom  inspires,  a  disconsolate  figure  who  sat 
on  the  other  end  of  the  seat,  seemed  no  way  to  enjoy  the 
serenity  of  the  season. 

His  dress  was  miserable  beyond  description  :  a  threadbare 
coat,  of  the  rudest  materials;  a  shirt,  though  clean,  yet 
extremely  coarse  ;  hair  that  seemed  to  have  been  long  uncon- 
scious of  the  comb  ;  and  all  the  rest  of  his  equipage  impressed 
with  the  marks  of  genuine  poverty. 

As  he  continued  to  sigh,  and  testify  every  symptom  of 
despair,  I  was  naturally  led,  from  a  motive  of  humanity,  to 
offer  comfort  and  assistance.  You  know  my  heart ;  and  that 
all  who  are  miserable  may  claim  a  place  there.  The  pensive 
stranger  at  first  declined  my  conversation  ;  but  at  last  percei- 
ving a  peculiarity  in  my  accent  and  manner  of  thinking,  he 
began  to  unfold  himself  by  degrees. 

I  now  found  that  he  was  not  so  very  miserable  as  he  at  first 
appeared  ;  upon  my  offering  him  a  small  piece  of  money,  he 
refused  my  favour,  yet  without  appearing  displeased  at  my 
intended  generosity.  It  is  true,  he  sometimes  interrupted  the 
conversation  with  a  sigh,  and  talked  pathetically  of  neglected 
merit ;  yet  still  I  could  perceive  a  serenity  in  his  countenance, 
that,  upon  a  closer  inspection,  bespoke  inward  content. 

Upon  a  pause  in  the  conversation,  I  was  going  to  take  my 
leave,  when  he  begged  1  would  favour  him  with  ray  company 
home  to  supper.  I  was  surprised  at  such  a  demand  from  a 
person  of  his  appearance,  but  willing  to  indulge  curiosity,  I 
accepted  his  invitation ;  and,  though  I  felt  some  repugnance 
at  being  seen  with  one  who  appeared  so  very  wretched,  went 
along  with  seeming  alacrity. 

Still  as  he  approached  nearer  home,  his  good  humour 
proportionably  seemed  to  increase.  At  last  he  stopped,  not 
at  the  gate  of  a  hovel,  but  of  a  magnificent  palace  !  When  T 
cast  my  eyes  upon  all  the  sumptuous  elegance  which  every 
where  presented  upon  entering,  and  then  when  I  looked  at 
my  seeming  miserable  conductor,  I  could  scarcely  think  that 
all  this  finery  belonged  to  him  ;  yet  in  fact  it  did.  Numerous 
servants  ran  through  the  apartments  with  silent  assiduity ; 
several  ladies  of  beauty,  and  magnificently  dressed,  came  to 
welcome  his  return  ;  a  most  elegant  supper  was  provided  :  in 
short,  I  found  the  person  whom  a  little  before  I  had  sincerely 
pitied,  to  be  in  reality  a  most  refined  epicure,  —  one  who 
courted  contempt  abroad,  in  order  to  feel  with  keener  gust 
the  pleasure  of  pre-eminence  at  home. — Adieu. 
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LETTER  LIII. 

FROni  THE  SAME. 

How  often  have  we  admired  the  eloquence  of  Europe ! 
that  strength  of  thinking,  that  delicacy  of  imagination,  even 
beyond  the  efforts  of  the  Chinese  themselves.  How  were  we 
enraptured  with  those  bold  figures  which  sent  every  sentiment 
\idth  force  to  the  heart.  How  have  we  spent  whole  days 
together,  in  learning  those  arts  by  which  European  writers 
got  within  the  passions,  and  led  the  reader  as  if  by  enchant- 
ment. 

But  though  we  have  learned  most  of  the  rhetorical  figures 
■of  the  last  age,  yet  there  seems  to  be  one  or  two  of  great  use 
here,  which  have  not  yet  travelled  to  China.  The  figures 
I  mean  are  called  Bawdry  and  Pertness  :  none  are  more 
fashionable — none  so  sure  of  admirers  ;  they  are  of  such  a 
nature,  that  the  merest  blockhead,  by  a  proper  use  of  them, 
shall  have  the  reputation  of  a  wit ;  they  lie  level  to  the 
meanest  capacities,  and  address  those  passions  which  all  have, 
or  would  be  ashamed  to  disown. 

It  has  been  observed,  and  I  believe  with  some  truth,  that  it 
is  very  difficult  for  a  dunce  to  obtain  the  reputation  of  a  wit  ; 
yet,  by  the  assistance  of  the  figure  Bawdry-,  this  may  be  easily 
effected,  and  a  bawdy  blockhead  often  passes  for  a  fellow  of 
smart  parts  and  jiretensions.  Every  object  in  nature  helps 
the  jokes  forward,  without  scarcely'  any  effort  of  the  imagina- 
tion. If  a  lady  stands,  something  very  good  may  be  said 
upon  that  ;  if  she  happens  to  fall,  with  the  help  of  a  little 
fashionable  pruriency,  there  are  forty  sly  things  ready  on  the 
occasion.  But  a  prurient  jest  has  always  been  found  to  give 
most  pleasure  to  a  few  very  old  gentlemen,  who,  being  in 
some  measure  dead  to  other  sensations,  feel  the  force  of  the 
allusion  with  double  violence  on  the  organs  of  risibility. 

An  author  who  writes  in  this  manner  is  generally  sure, 
therefore,  of  having  the  very  old  and  the  impotent  among  his 
admirers  ;  for  these  he  may  properly  be  said  to  write,  and 
from  these  he  ought  to  expect  his  reward  ;  his  works  being 
often  a  very  projier  succedancum  to  cantharides,  or  an  asafoetida 
pill.  His  pen  should  be  considered  in  the  same  light  as  the 
equirt  of  an  apothecary,  both  being  directed  to  the  same 
generous  end. 

But  though  this  manner  of  writing  be  perfectly  adapted  to 
the  taste  of  gentlemen  and  ladies  of  fashion  here,  yet  still  it 
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deserves  greater  praise  in  being  eqnally  suited  to  the  most 
vulgar  apprehensions.  Tlie  very  ladies  and  gentlemen  of 
Benin  or  Caffraria  are  in  this  respect  tolerably  polite,  and 
might  relish  a  prurient  joke  of  this  kind  with  critical  propriety; 
probably,  too,  with  higher  gust,  as  they  wear  neither  breeches 
nor  petticoats  to  intercept  the  application. 

It  is  certain  I  never  could  have  thought  the  ladies  here, 
biassed  as  they  are  by  education,  capable  at  once  of  bravely 
throwing  off  their  prejudices,  and  not  only  applauding  books 
in  which  this  figure  makes  the  only  merit,  but  even  adopting  it 
in  their  own  conversation.  Yet  so  it  is  ;  the  pretty  innocents 
now  carry  those  books  openly  in  their  hands,  which  formerly 
were  hid  under  the  cushion  ;  they  now  lisp  their  double 
meanings  with  so  much  grace,  and  talk  over  the  raptures 
they  bestow  with  such  little  reserve,  that  I  am  sometimes 
reminded  of  a  custom  among  the  entertainers  in  China,  who 
think  it  a  piece  of  necessary  breeding  to  whet  the  appetites 
of  their  guests,  by  letting  them  smell  dinner  in  the  kitchen, 
before  it  is  served  up  to  table. 

The  veneration  we  have  for  many  things,  entirely  proceeds 
from  their  being  carefully  concealed.  Were  the  idolatrous 
Tartar  permitted  to  lift  the  veil  which  keeps  his  idol  from 
view,  it  might  be  a  certain  method  to  cure  his  future  supersti- 
tion :  with  what  a  noble  spirit  of  freedom,  therefore,  must 
that  writer  be  possessed,  who  bravely  paints  things  as  they 
are  —  who  lifts  the  veil  of  modesty  —  who  displays  the  most 
hidden  recesses  of  the  temple,  and  shews  the  erring  people 
that  the  object  of  their  vows  is  either,  perhaps,  a  mouse  or  a 
monkey  ! 

However,  though  this  figure  be  at  present  so  much  in 
fashion — though  the  professors  of  it  are  so  much  caressed  by 
the  great,  those  perfect  judges  of  literary  excellence,  —  yet  it 
is  confessed  to  be  only  a  revival  of  what  was  once  fashionable 
here  before.  There  was  a  time,  when,  by  this  very  manner 
of  writing,  the  gentle  Tom  Durfey,  as  I  read  in  English 
authors,  acquired  his  great  reputation,  and  became  the  favourite 
of  a  king.* 

*  The  name  of  this  unfortunate  author  was  a  standing  jest  to  the  wits 
of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  and  particularly  to  Dean  Swift,  who  has  made 
humorous  mention  of  him  in  his  Tale  of  a  Tub,  and  commemorated  him 
in  a  ludicrous  copy  of  verses,  •'  occasioned  by  an  &c.  at  the  end  of  Mr 
D'Urfey's  name  in  the  title  to  one  of  his  plays."  He  was  at  one  time  a 
popular  song  writer  anfl  satirist,  and  a  gieat  favourite  of  Charles  the 
Second,  whom  Addison  remembered  to  have  seen,  more  than  once, 
leaning   on   Tom's  shoulder,    and   humming  over   a  sung   with   him. 
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The  works  of  this  original  genius,  though  they  never 
travelled  abroad  to  China,  and  scarcely  have  reached  posterity 
at  home,  were  once  found  upon  every  fashionable  toilet,  and 
made  the  subject  of  polite,  I  mean  very  polite  conversation. 
'•■  Has  your  grace  seen  Mr  Durfey's  last  new  thing,  the  Oi/ht 
Hole  f  —  a  most  facetious  piece!" — "  Sure,  my  lord,  all  the 
world  must  have  seen  it ;  Durfey  is  certainly  the  most  comical 
creature  alive.  It  is  impossible  to  read  his  things  and  live. 
Was  there  ever  any  thing  so  natural  and  pretty,  as  when  the 
Squire  and  Bridget  meet  in  the  cellar  ?  And  then  the  diffi- 
culties they  both  find  in  broaching  the  beer  barrel,  are  so  arch 
and  so  ingenious  !  We  have  certainly  nothing  of  this  kind  in 
the  language."  In  this  manner  they  spoke  then,  and  in  this 
manner  they  speak  now  ;  for  though  the  successor  of  Durfey 
does  not  excel  him  in  wit,  the  world  must  confess  he  outdoes 
him  in  obscenity. 

There  are  several  verv'  dull  fellows,  who,  by  a  few  mecha- 
nical helps,  sometimes  learn  to  become  extremely  brilliant  and 
pleasing  ;  with  a  little  dexterity  in  the  management  of  the 
eyebrows,  fingers,  and  nose.  By  imitating  a  cat,  a  sow  and 
pigs, — b}'  a  loud  laugh,  and  a  slap  on  the  shoulder,  —  the  most 
ignorant  are  furnished  out  for  conversation.  But  the  writer 
finds  it  impossible  to  throw  his  winks,  his  shrugs,  or  his 
attitudes  upon  paper  ;  he  may  borrow  some  assistance,  indeed, 
by  printing  his  face  at  the  title  page  ;  but,  without  wit,  to  pass 
for  a  man  of  ingenuity,  no  other  mechanical  help  but  down- 
right obscenity  will  suffice.  By  speaking  of  some  peculiar 
sensations,  we  are  always  sure  of  exciting  laughter,  for  the  jest 
does  not  lie  in  the  writer,  but  in  the  subject. 

But  Bawdry  is  often  helped  on  by  another  figure,  called 
Pertness  ;  and  few  indeed  are  found  to  excel  in  one,  that  are 
not  possessed  of  the  other. 

As  in  common  conversation,  the  best  way  to  make  the 
audience  laugh  is  h\  first  laughing  yourself ;  so,  in  writing, 
the  properest  manner  is  to  shew  an  attempt  at  humour,  which 
will  pass  upon  most  for  humour  in  reality.  To  eft'ect  this, 
readers  must  be  treated  with  the  most  perfect  familiarity  :  in 
one  page  the  author  is  to  make  them  a  low  bow,  and  in  the 
next  to  pull  them  by  the  nose  ;  he  must  talk  in  riddles,  and 
then  send  them  to  bed,  in  order  to  dream  for  the  solution. 

D'UrfeyV  facetious  humour  also  recommended  him  to  the  notice  of 
King  William  ;  but,  as  in  the  case  of  most  court  favourites,  and  especially 
poets,  his  fortune  did  not  keep  pace  with  his  reputation.  He  died  poor, 
and  at  a  great  age,  in  17'23.  —  11. 
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He  must  speak  of  himself,  and  his  chapters,  and  his  manner, 
and  what  he  would  be  at,  and  his  own  importance,  and  his 
mother's  importance,  with  the  most  unpitying  prolixity  ;  now 
and  then  testifying  his  contempt  for  all  but  himself,  smiling 
without  a  jest,  and  without  wit  professing  vivacity.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LIV. 

FROJI  THE  SAME. 

Though  naturally  pensive,  yet  I  am  fond  of  gay  company, 
and  take  every  opportunity  of  thus  dismissing  the  mind  from 
dutj'.  From  this  motive,  I  am  otten  found  in  the  centre  of  a 
crowd  ;  and  wherever  ple2isure  is  to  be  sold,  am  alwE^s  a 
purchaser.  In  those  places,  \Nithout  being  remarked  by  any, 
I  join  in  whatever  goes  forward  ;  work  my  passions  into  a 
similitude  of  frivolous  earnestness,  shout  as  they  shout,  and 
condemn  as  they  happen  to  disapprove.  A  mind  thus  sunk 
for  a  while  below  its  natural  standard,  is  qualified  for  stronger 
flights,  as  those  first  retire  who  would  spring  forward  with 
greater  vigour. 

Attracted  by  the  serenity  of  the  evening,  my  friend  and  I 
lately  went  to  gaze  upon  the  company  in  one  of  the  public 
walks  near  the  city.  Here  we  sauntered  together  for  some 
time,  either  praising  the  beauty  of  such  eis  were  handsome,  or 
the  dresses  of  such  as  had  nothing  else  to  recommend  them. 
We  had  gone  thus  deliberately  forward  for  some  time,  when, 
stopping  on  a  sudden,  my  friend  caught  me  by  the  elbow,  and 
led  me  out  of  the  public  walk.  I  could  perceive  by  the 
quickness  of  his  pace,  and  by  his  frequently  looking  behind, 
that  he  was  attempting  to  avoid  somebody  who  followed  :  we 
now  turned  to  the  right,  then  to  the  left ;  as  we  went  forward, 
he  still  went  faster,  but  in  vain  ;  the  person  whom  he  attempted 
to  escape  hunted  us  through  every  doubling,  and  gained  upon 
us  each  moment,  so  that  at  last  we  fairly  stood  still,  resolving 
to  face  what  we  could  not  avoid. 

Our  pursuer  soon  came  up,  and  joined  us  with  all  the 
familiarity  of  an  old  acquaintance.  "  My  dear  Drybone,"  cries 
he,  shaking  my  friend's  hand,  "where  have  you  been  hiding 
this  half  a  century  ?  Positively  I  had  fancied  you  were  gone 
to  cultivate  matrimony  and  your  estate  in  the  country." 
During  the  reply,  I  had  an  opportunity  of  surveying  the 
appearance  of  our  new  companion  :  his  hat  was  pinched  up 
with  peculiar  smartness  ;  his  looks  were  pale,  thin,  and  sharp  ; 
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round  his  neck  he  wore  a  broad  black  riband,  and  in  his 
bosom  a  buckle  studded  with  glass  :  his  coat  was  trimmed 
with  tarnished  twist  ;  he  wore  by  his  side  a  sword  with  a  black 
hilt ;  and  his  stockings  of  siik,  though  newly  washed,  were 
grown  yellow  bj'  long  service.  I  was  so  much  engaged  with 
the  peculiarity  of  his  dress,  that  I  attended  only  to  the  latter 
part  of  inj'  friend's  reph',  in  which  he  complimented  Mr  Tibbs 
on  the  taste  of  his  clothes,  and  the  bloom  in  his  countenance  : 
"  Pshaw,  pshaw,  Will,"  cried  the  figure,  "  no  more  of  that,  if 
you  love  me:  you  know  I  hate  flattery, — on  my  soul  I  do  ;  and 
yet,  to  be  sure,  an  intimacy  with  the  great  will  improve  one's 
appearance,  and  a  course  of  venison  will  fatten  ;  and  yet, 
faith,  I  despise  the  great  as  much  as  you  do  ;  but  there  are  a 
great  many  damn'd  honest  fellows  among  them,  and  we  must 
not  quarrel  with  one  hall",  because  the  other  wants  weeding.  If 
they  were  all  such  as  my  Lord  Mudler,  one  of  the  most  good- 
natured  creatures  that  ever  squeezed  a  lemon,  I  should  myself 
be  among  the  number  of  their  admirers.  I  was  yesterday 
to  dine  at  the  Duchess  of  Piccadilly's.  My  lord  was  there. 
'  Ned,'  says  he  to  me,  '  Ned,'  says  he,  '  I  '11  hold  gold  to 
silver  I  can  tell  where  you  were  poaching  last  night.'  '  Poach- 
ing, my  lord"?'  sa\'s  I,  '  faith  you  have  missed  already;  for  I 
staid  at  home,  and  let  the  girls  poach  for  me.  That's  my  way  : 
I  take  a  fine  woman  as  some  animals  do  their  prey — stand 
still,  and  swoop,  they  fall  into  my  mouth.'" 

"  Ah,  Tibbs,  thou  art  a  happy  fellow,"  cried  ray  com- 
panion, with  looks  of  infinite  pity ;  "  I  hope  your  fortune  is 
as  much  improved  as  your  understanding  in  such  company?"  — 
"  Improved,"  replied  the  other;  "  You  shall  know,  —  but  let  it 
go  no  farther  —  a  great  secret — five  hundred  a-year  to  begin 
with  —  my  lord's  word  of  honour  for  it.  His  lordship  took  me 
down  in  his  own  chariot  yesterday,  and  we  had  a  tete-a-tete 
dinner  in  the  country,  where  we  talked  of  nothing  else." — "  I 
fancy  you  forget,  sir,"  cried  I,  "you  told  us  but  this  moment  of 
your  dining  yesterday  in  town." —  "  Did  I  say  so?  "  replied  he 
coollj' ;  "  to  be  sure  if  I  said  so,  it  was  so  —  Dined  in  town; 
egad,  now  I  do  remember,  I  did  dine  in  town ;  but  I  dined  in 
the  country  too  ;  for  you  must  know,  my  boys,  I  eat  two  dinners. 
By  the  by,  I  am  grown  as  nice  as  the  devil  in  my  eating.  I  '11  tell 
you  a  pleasant  affair  about  that:  —  We  were  a  select  party 
of  us  to  dine  at  Lady  Grogram's, — an  ati'ected  piece,  but  lot 
it  go  no  farther — a  secret — Well,  there  happened  to  be  no 
asafoetida  in  the  sauce  to  a  turkey,  u])on  which,  says  I,  I'll 
hold  a  thousand  guineas,  and  say  done  first,  that — liut,  dear 
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Drybone,  you  are  an  honest  creature  ;  lend  me  half-a-crown  for 

a  minute  or  two,  or  so,  just  till but  hearkee,  ask  me  for  it 

the  next  time  we  meet,  or  it  may  be  twenty  to  one  but  I  forget 
to  pay  you." 

When  he  left  us,  our  conversation  naturally  turned  upon  so 
extraordinary  a  character.  "  His  very  dress,"  cries  my  friend, 
"  is  not  less  extraordinary  than  his  conduct.  If  you  meet  him 
this  day,  you  find  him  in  rags  ;  if  the  next,  in  embroidery. 
With  those  persons  of  distinction  of  whom  he  talks  so  familiarly, 
he  has  scarcely  a  coffeehouse  acquaintance.  However,  both 
for  the  interests  of  society,  and  perhaps  for  his  own,  Heaven 
has  made  him  poor,  and  while  all  the  world  perceive  his  wants, 
he  fancies  them  concealed  from  every  eye.  An  agreeable 
companion,  because  he  understands  flattery  ;  and  all  must  be 
pleased  with  the  first  part  of  his  conversation,  though  all  are 
sure  of  its  ending  with  a  demand  on  their  purse.  While  his 
youth  countenances  the  levity  of  his  conduct,  he  may  thus 
earn  a  precarious  subsistence ;  but  when  age  comes  on,  the 
gravity  of  which  is  incompatible  with  buffoonery,  then  will  he 
find  himself  forsaken  by  all  ;  condemned  in  the  decline  of  life 
to  hang  upon  some  rich  family  whom  he  once  despised,  there 
to  undergo  all  the  ingenuity  of  studied  contempt,  to  be 
employed  only  as  a  spy  upon  the  servants,  or  a  bugbear  to 
fright  the  children  into  obedience." —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  AM  apt  to  fancy  I  have  contracted  a  new  acquaintance 
whom  it  will  be  no  easy  matter  to  shake  off".  My  little  Beau 
yesterday  overtook  me  again  in  one  of  the  public  walks,  and 
slapping  me  on  the  shoulder,  saluted  me  with  an  air  of  the 
most  perfect  familiarity.  His  dress  was  the  same  as  usual, 
except  that  he  had  more  powder  in  his  hair,  wore  a  dirtier 
shirt,  a  pair  of  temple  spectacles,  and  his  hat  under  his  arm. 

As  I  knew  him  to  be  a  harmless,  amusing  little  thing,  I 
could  not  return  his  smiles  with  any  degree  of  severity  :  so  we 
walked  forward  on  terms  of  the  utmost  intimacy,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  discussed  all  the  usual  topics  preliminary  to  particular 
conversation.  The  oddities  that  marked  his  character,  how- 
ever, soon  began  to  appear  ;  he  bowed  to  several  well-dressed 
persons,  who,  by  their  manner  of  returning  the  compliment, 
appeared   perfect  strangers.     At  intervals  be   drew   out  a 
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pocket-book,  seeming  to  take  memorandums  before  all  the 
company,  with  much  importance  and  assiduity.  In  this 
manner  he  led  me  through  the  length  of  the  whole  walk, 
fretting  at  his  absurdities,  and  fancying  myself  laughed  at  not 
less  than  him  by  every  spectator. 

When  we  were  got  to  the  end  of  our  procession,  "  Blast 
me,"  cries  he,  %vith  an  air  of  vivacity,  "  I  never  saw  the  Park 
so  thin  in  my  life  before !  There 's  no  company  at  all  to-day ; 
not  a  single  face  to  be  seen." — "  No  company!  "  interrupted  I 
peevishly  ;  "  no  company  where  there  is  such  a  crowd  ?  why, 
man,  there 's  too  much.  What  are  the  thousands  that  have  been 
laughing  at  us  but  company  ?  " — "  Lord,  my  dear,"  returned 
he,  with  the  utmost  good  humour,  "  you  seem  immensely 
chagrined  ;  but,  blast  me,  when  the  world  laughs  at  me,  I 
laugh  at  the  world,  and  so  we  are  even.  My  Lord  Trip,  Bill 
Squash  the  Creolian,  and  I,  sometimes  make  a  party  at  being 
ridiculous  ;  and  so  we  say  and  do  a  thousand  things  for  the 
joke's  sake.  But  I  see  you  are  grave,  and  if  you  are  forafine 
grave  sentimental  companion,  you  shall  dine  with  me  and  my 
wife  to-da\'  ;  I  must  insist  on 't.  I  '11  introduce  you  to  Mrs 
Tibbs,  a  lady  of  as  elegant  qualifications  as  any  in  nature  ;  she 
was  bred,  (but  that's  between  ourselves,)  under  the  inspection 
of  the  Countess  of  All-night.  A  charming  body  of  voice  ;  but 
no  more  of  that,  —  she  will  give  us  a  song.  You  shall  see  my 
little  girl  too,  Carolina  Wilhelmina  Amelia  Tibbs,  a  sweet 
pretty  creature  !  I  design  her  for  my  Lord  Drumstick's  eldest 
son  ;  but  that 's  in  friendship,  let  it  go  no  farther :  she  's  but  six 
years  old,  and  yet  she  walks  a  minuet,  and  plays  on  the  guitar 
immensely  already.  I  intend  she  shall  be  as  perfect  as  possible 
in  every  accomplishment.  In  the  first  place,  I  '11  make  her  a 
scholar  :  I  '11  teach  her  Greek  mjself,  and  learn  that  language 
purposely  to  instruct  her ;  but  let  that  be  a  secret." 

Thus  saying,  without  waiting  for  a  reply,  he  took  me  by  the 
arm,  and  hauled  me  along.  We  passed  through  many  dark 
alleys  and  winding  ways ;  for,  from  some  motives  to  me 
unknown,  he  seemed  to  have  a  particular  aversion  to  every 
frequented  street ;  at  last,  however,  we  got  to  the  door  of  a 
dismal  looking  house  in  the  outlets  of  the  town,  where  he 
informed  me  he  chose  to  reside  for  the  benefit  of  the  air. 

We  entered  the  lower  door,  which  ever  seemed  to  lie  most 
hospitably  open  ;  and  I  began  to  ascend  an  old  and  creaking 
staircase,  when,  as  he  mounted  to  shew  me  the  way,  he 
demanded,  whether  I  delijrhted  in  prospects  ;  to  which  answer- 
ing in  the  affirmative,  "  Then,"  says  he,  "  I  shall  shew  you 
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one  of  the  most  charming  in  the  Morld,  out  of  my  window  ;  we 
shall  see  the  ships  sailing,  and  the  whole  country  for  twenty 
miles  round,  tip  top,  quite  high.  My  Lord  Swamp  would  give 
ten  thousand  guineas  for  such  a  one ;  but,  as  I  sometimes 
pleasantly  tell  him,  I  always  love  to  keep  my  prospects  at 
home,  that  my  friends  may  visit  me  the  oftener." 

By  this  time  we  were  arrived  as  high  as  the  stairs  would 
permit  us  to  ascend,  till  we  came  to  what  he  was  facetiously 
pleased  to  call  the  first  floor  down  the  chimney  ;  and  knocking 
at  the  door,  a  voice  from  within  demanded,  "  Who  's  there  ?  " 
My  conductor  answered  that  it  was  him.  But  this  not  satis- 
fying the  querist,  the  voice  again  repeated  the  demand  ;  to 
which  he  answered  louder  than  before  ;  and  now  the  door  was 
opened  by  an  old  woman  with  cautious  reluctance. 

When  we  were  got  in,  he  welcomed  me  to  his  house  with 
great  ceremony,  and  turning  to  the  old  woman,  asked  where 
was  her  lady  ?  "  Good  troth,"  replied  she,  in  a  peculiar  dialect, 
"  she 's  washing  your  twa  shirts  at  the  next  door,  because  they 
have  taken  an  oath  against  lending  out  the  tub  any  longer." 
— "  My  two  shirts!"  cried  he  in  a  tone  that  faltered  with  con- 
fusion, "  what  does  the  idiot  mean  ?  " — "  I  ken  what  I  mean 
weel  enough,"  replied  the  other;  "she's  washing  your  twa 

shirts  at  the  next  door,  because " — "  Fire  and  fury,  no  more 

of  thy  stupid  explanations ! "  cried  he  ;  "  go  and  inform  her  we 
have  got  company.  Were  that  Scotch  hag,"  continued  he, 
turning  to  me,  "  to  be  for  ever  in  my  family,  she  would  never 
learn  |)oliteness,  nor  forget  that  absurd  poisonous  accent  of 
Iters,  or  testify  the  smallest  specimen  of  breeding  or  high  life  ; 
and  yet  it  is  very  surprising  too,  as  I  had  her  from  a  parliament 
iiian,  a  friend  of  mine  from  the  Highlands,  one  of  the  politest 
men  in  the  world  ;  but  that 's  a  secret." 

We  waited  some  time  for  Mrs  Tibbs'  arrival,  during  which 
interval  I  had  a  full  opportunity  of  surveying  the  chamber  and 
all  its  furniture,  which  consisted  of  four  chairs  with  old 
wrought  bottoms,  tiiat  he  assured  me  were  his  wife's  embroi- 
dery ;  a  square  table  that  had  been  once  japanned  ;  a  cradle 
ill  one  corner,  a  lumbering  cabinet  in  the  other  ;  a  broken 
shepherdess,  and  a  mandarine  without  a  head,  were  stuck  over 
the  chimney  ;  and  round  the  walls  several  paltry  unframed 
pictures,  which,  he  observed,  were  all  his  own  drawing. 
"  What  do  you  think,  sir,  of  that  head  in  the  corner,  done  in 
the  manner  of  Grisoni?  there's  the  true  keeping  in  it;  it  is 
my  own  face,  and  though  there  happens  to  be  no  likeness,  a 

L 
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Countess  offered  me  a  hundred  for  its  fellow  :  I  refused  her, 
for,  hang  it,  that  would  be  mechanical  you  know." 

The  wife  at  last  made  her  appearance,  at  once  a  slattern 
and  a  coquette  ;  much  emaciated,  but  still  carrying  the 
remains  of  beauty.  Slie  made  twenty  apologies  for  being  seen 
in  sucli  odious  dishabille,  but  hoped  to  be  excused,  as  she  had 
stayed  out  all  night  at  the  gardens  with  the  Countess,  who 
was  excessively  fond  of  the  horns.  "  And,  indeed,  my  dear," 
added  she,  turning  to  her  husband,  "  his  lordship  drank  your 
health  in  a  bumper."  —  "  Poor  Jack!"  cries  he,  "  a  dear  good- 
natured  creature,  I  know  he  loves  me.  But  I  hope,  my  dear, 
you  have  given  orders  for  dinner ;  you  need  make  no  great 
preparations  neither,  there   are  but  three  of  us ;  something 

elegant,  and  little  will  do, —  a  turbot,  an  ortolan,  a " — "  Or 

what  do  you  think,  my  dear,"  interrupts  the  wife,  "  of  a  nice 
pretty  bit  of  ox-cheek,  piping  hot,  and  dressed  with  a  little  of 
my  own  sauce  ?  " — "  The  very  thing!  "  replies  he  ;  "  it  will  eat 
best  with  some  smart  bottled  beer  :  but  be  sure  to  let  us  have 
the  sauce  his  Grace  was  so  fond  of.  I  hate  your  immense 
loads  of  meat  ;  that  is  country  all  over  ;  extremely  disgusting 
to  those  who  are  in  the  least  acquainted  with  high  life." 

By  this  time  my  curiosity  began  to  abate,  and  my  appetite 
to  increase  :  the  company  of  fools  may  at  first  make  us  smile, 
but  at  last  never  fails  of  rendering  us  melancholy  ;  I  therefore 
pretended  to  recollect  a  prior  engagement,  and,  after  having 
shewn  mj'  respect  to  the  house,  according  to  the  fashion  of 
the  English,  by  giving  the  old  servant  a  piece  of  money  at 
the  door,  I  took  my  leave  ;  Mrs  Tibbs  assuring  me,  that 
dinner,  if  I  stayed,  would  be  ready  at  least  in  less  than  two 
hours, 

LETTER  LVI. 

VROM  FUM   nOAM,  TO  ALTANGI,  THE  DISCONTENTED  WANDERER. 

The  distant  sounds  of  music,  that  catch  new  sweetness  as 
they  vibrate  through  the  long-drawn  valley,  are  not  more 
pleasing  to  the  ear  than  the  tidings  of  a  far  distant  friend. 

I  have  just  received  two  hundred  of  thy  letters  by  the 
Russian  caravan,  descriptive  of  the  manners  of  Europe.  You 
have  left  it  to  geographers  to  determine  the  size  of  their 
mountains  and  extent  of  their  lakes,  seeming  only  employed 
in  discovering  the  genius,  the  govcrnmoiit,  and  disposition  of 
the  peo])le. 

In  those  letters  I  perceive  a  journiJ  of  the  operations  of 
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your  mind  upon  whatever  occurs,  rather  than  a  detail  of  your 
travels  from  one  building  to  another;  of  your  takinsr  a  draught 
of  this  ruin,  or  that  obelisk  ;  of  paying  so  many  Tomans  for 
this  commodity,  or  laying  up  a  proper  store  for  the  passage  of 
some  new  wilderness. 

From  your  account  of  Russia,  I  learn  that  this  nation  is 
again  relaxing  into  pristine  barbarity  ;  that  its  great  emperor 
wanted  a  life  of  a  hundred  years  more,  to  bring  about  his 
vast  designs.  A  savage  people  may  be  resembled  to  their  own 
forests  :  a  few  years  are  sufficient  to  clear  away  the  obstruc- 
tions to  agriculture  ;  but  it  requires  many,  ere  the  ground 
acquires  a  proper  degree  of  fertility  :  the  Russians,  attached 
to  their  ancient  prejudices,  again  renew  their  hatred  to 
strangers,  and  indulge  every  former  brutal  excess.  So  true  it 
is,  that  the  revolutions  of  wisdom  are  slow  and  difficult  ;  the 
revolutions  of  folly  or  ambition  precipitate  and  easy.  "  We 
are  not  to  be  astonished,"  says  Confucius,*  "  that  the  wise 
walk  more  slowly  in  their  road  to  virtue,  than  fools  in  their 
passage  to  vice;  since  passion  drags  us  along,  while  wisdom 
only  points  out  the  way." 

The  German  empire,  that  remnant  of  the  majesty  of  ancient 
Rome,  appears,  from  your  account,  on  the  eve  of  dissolution. 
The  members  of  its  vast  body  want  every  tie  of  government 
to  unite  tliem,  and  seem  feebly  held  together  only  by  their 
respect  for  ancient  institutions.  The  very  name  of  country 
and  countrymen,  which  in  other  nations  makes  one  of  the 
strongest  bonds  of  government,  has  been  here  for  some  time 
laid  aside  ;  each  of  its  inhabitants  seeming  more  proud  of 
being  called  from  the  petty  state  which  gives  him  birth,  than 
by  the  more  well-known  title  of  German. 

This  government  may  be  regarded  in  the  light  of  a  severe 
master  and  a  feeble  opponent.  The  states  which  are  now 
subject  to  the  laws  of  the  empire,  are  only  watching  a  proper 
occasion  to  fling  off  the  yoke,  and  those  which  are  become  too 
powerful  to  be  compelled  to  obedience,  now  begin  to  think  of 
dictating  in  their  turn.  The  struggles  in  this  state  are,  there- 
fore, not  in  order  to  preserve,  but  to  destroy  the  ancient 
constitution  :  if  one  side  succeeds,  the  government  must 
become  despotic  ;  if  the  other,  several  states  will  subsist  with- 
out even  nominal  subordination  ;  but  in  either  case,  the 
Germanic  constitution  will  be  no  more. 

*  Though  this  fine  maxim  be  not  found  in  the  Latin  edition  of  the 
innrals  of  Confucius,  yet  we  find  it  ascribed  to  him  by  Le  Conite. 
J£lut  present  de  la  Chine,  vol.  i.  p.  342. 
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Sweden,  on  the  contran',  though  now  seemingly  a  strenuous 
assertor  of  its  liberties,  is  probably  only  hastening  on  to  des- 
potism. Their  senators,  while  they  pretend  to  vindicate  the 
freedom  of  the  people,  are  only  establishing  their  own  inde- 
pendence. The  deluded  people  will,  however,  at  last  perceive 
the  miseries  of  an  aristocratical  government  ;  they  will  per- 
ceive that  the  administration  of  a  society  of  men,  is  ever  more 
painful  than  that  of  one  only.  They  will  fly  from  this  most 
oppressive  of  all  forms,  where  one  single  member  is  capable 
of  controlling  the  whole,  to  take  refuge  under  the  throne, 
which  will  ever  be  attentive  to  their  complaints.  No  people 
long  endure  an  aristocratical  government,  when  they  can  apply 
elsewhere  for  redress.  The  lower  orders  of  people  may  be 
enslaved  for  a  time  by  a  number  of  tyrants,  but  upon  the  first 
opportunity,  they  will  ever  take  a  refuge  in  despotism  or 
democracy. 

As  the  Swedes  are  making  concealed  approaches  to  despo- 
tism, the  French,  on  the  other  hand,  are  imperceptibly  vindi- 
cating themselves  into  freedom.  When  I  consider  that  those 
parliaments  (the  members  of  which  are  all  created  by  the 
court,  the  presidents  of  which  can  act  only  by  immediate 
direction)  presume  even  to  mention  privileges  and  freedom, 
wtio,  till  of  late,  received  directions  from  the  throne  with 
implicit  humility  ;  when  this  is  considered,  I  cannot  help 
fancying  that  the  genius  of  freedom  has  entered  that  kingdom 
in  disguise.  If  they  have  but  three  weak  monarchs  more 
successively  on  the  throne,  the  mask  will  be  laid  aside,  and 
the  country  will  certainly  once  more  be  free.* 

When  I  compare  the  figure  which  the  Dutch  make  in  Europe 
with  that  they  assume  in  Asia,  I  am  struck  with  surprise.  In 
Asia,  I  find  them  the  great  lords  of  all  the  Indian  seas  ;  in 
Europe,  the  timid  inhabitants  of  a  paltry  state.  No  longer 
the  sons  of  freedom,  but  of  avarice  ;  no  longer  assertors  of  their 
rights  by  courage,  but  by  negotiations,  fawning  on  those  who 
insult  them,  and  crouching  under  the  rod  of  every  neighbouring 
])ower.  Without  a  friend  to  save  them  in  distress,  and  without 
virtue  to  save  themselves,  their  government  is  poor,  and  their 

*  This  was  written  in  1759,  and  Goldsmith  is  entitled  to  some  cicdit 
for  his  political  sagacity  in  perceiving  that  the  existing  institutions  of 
France  were  about  to  undergo  a  great  change.  His  prediction  was 
indeed  veiified  somewhat  sooner  than  he  contemplated :  but  no  human 
foresight  could  anticipate  the  rapid  progress  and  fearful  catastrophe  of 
the  bloody  revolution  of  1792.  The  French  people,  with  all  their  refine- 
ment, were  incapable  of  appreciating  or  long  preserving  their  recovered 
freedom.  — 13. 


CITIZEN  OF  THE  AVORLD.  165 

private  wealth  will  serve   but  to  invite  some   neighbouring 
invader. 

I  long  with  impatience  for  your  letters  from  England,  Den- 
mark, Holland,  and  Italy  ;  yet  why  wish  for  relations  which 
only  describe  new  calamities,  which  shew  that  ambition  and 
avarice  are  equally  terrible  in  every  region !  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LVII. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  FUJI   HOAM,   FIRST  PRESIDENT  OP 
THE  CERE3I0NIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN,  IN   CHINA. 

I  HAVE  frequently  admired  the  manner  of  criticising  in  China, 
where  the  learned  are  assembled  in  a  body  to  judge  of  every 
new  publication ;  to  examine  the  merits  of  the  work,  without 
knowing  the  circumstances  of  the  author  ;  and  then  to  usher  it 
into  the  world  with  proper  marks  of  respect  or  reprobation. 

In  England,  there  are  no  such  tribunals  erected  ;  but  if  a 
man  thinks  proper  to  be  a  judge  of  genius,  few  will  be  at  the 
pains  to  contradict  his  pretensions.  If  any  choose  to  be  critics, 
it  is  but  saying  they  are  critics,  and  from  that  time  forward, 
they  become  invested  with  full  power  and  authority  over  every 
caitiff  who  aims  at  their  instruction  or  entertainment. 

As  almost  every  member  of  society  has,  by  this  means,  a 
vote  in  literary  transactions,  it  is  no  way  surprising  to  find  the 
rich  leading  the  way  here,  as  in  other  common  concerns  of 
life;  to  see  them  either  bribing  the  numerous  herd  of  voters 
by  their  interest,  or  browbeating  them  by  their  authority. 

A  great  man  says,  at  his  table,  that  such  a  book  is  no  bad 
thing.  Immediately  the  praise  is  carried  off  by  five  flatterers, 
to  be  dispersed  at  twelve  different  coffeehouses,  from  whence 
it  circulates,  still  improving  as  it  proceeds,  through  forty-five 
houses,  where  cheaper  liquors  are  sold  ;  from  thence  it  is 
carried  away  by  the  honest  tradesman  to  his  own  fireside, 
where  the  applause  is  eagerly  caught  up  by  his  wife  and 
children,  who  have  been  long  taught  to  regard  his  judgment 
as  the  standard  of  perfection.  Thus,  when  we  have  traced  a 
wide  extended  literary  reputation  up  to  its  original  source,  we 
shall  find  it  derived  from  some  great  man,  who  has,  perhaps, 
received  all  his  education  and  English  from  a  tutor  of  Berne, 
or  a  dancing  master  of  Picardy. 

The  English  are  a  people  of  good  sense ;  and  I  am  the  more 
surprised  to  find  them  swayed  in  their  opinions  by  men  who 
often,  from  their  very  education,  are  incompetent  judges.  Men 
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who,  being  always  bred  in  affluence,  see  the  world  only  on  one 
side,  are  surely  improper  judges  of  human  nature  :  they  may, 
indeed,  describe  a  ceremony,  a  pageant,  or  a  ball  ;  but  how 
can  they  pretend  to  dive  into  the  secrets  of  the  human  heart, 
who  have  been  nursed  up  only  in  forms,  and  daily  behold 
nothing  but  the  same  insipid  adulation,  smiling  upon  every 
face  ?  Few  of  them  have  been  bred  in  that  best  of  schools, 
the  school  of  adversity  ;  and,  by  what  I  can  learn,  fewer  still 
have  been  bred  in  any  school  at  all. 

From  such  a  description,  one  would  think,  that  a  droning 
duke,  or  a  dowager  dutchess,  was  not  possessed  of  more  just 
pretensions  to  taste  than  persons  of  less  quality  ;  and  yet 
whatever  the  one  or  the  other  may  write  or  praise,  shall  pass 
for  perfection,  without  farther  examination.  A  nobleman  has 
but  to  take  a  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  write  away  through  three 
large  volumes,  and  then  sign  his  name  to  the  title-page  ; 
though  the  whole  might  have  been  before  more  disgusting 
than  his  own  rent-roll,  yet  signing  his  name  and  title  gives 
value  to  the  deed ;  title  being  alone  equivalent  to  taste,  ima- 
gination, and  genius. 

As  soon  as  a  piece,  therefore,  is  published, the  first  questions 
are,  Who  is  the  author  ?  Does  he  keep  a  coach  ?  Where  lies 
his  estate  ?  What  sort  of  a  table  does  he  keep  ?  If  he  hap- 
pens to  be  poor,  and  unqualified  for  such  a  scrutiny,  he  and 
his  works  sink  into  irremediable  obscurity;  and  too  late  he 
finds,  that  having  fed  upon  turtle  is  a  more  ready  way  to  fame 
than  having  digested  Tully. 

The  poor  devil  against  whom  fashion  has  set  its  face,  vainly 
alleges,  that  he  has  been  bred  in  every  part  of  Europe  where 
knowledge  was  to  be  sold  ;  that  he  has  grown  pale  in  the 
study  of  nature  and  himself ;  his  works  may  please  upon  the 
perusal,  but  his  pretensions  to  fame  are  entirely  disregarded  : 
lie  is  treated  like  a  fiddler,  whose  music,  though  liked,  is  not 
much  praised,  because  he  lives  by  it ;  while  a  gentleman  per- 
former, though  the  most  wretched  scraper  alive,  throws  the 
audience  into  raptures.  The  fiddler,  indeed,  may  in  such  a  case 
console  himself  by  thinking,  that  while  the  other  goes  off  with 
all  the  praise,  he  runs  away  with  all  the  money  :  but  here  the 
parallel  drops ;  for  while  the  nobleman  triumphs  in  unmerited 
applause,  the  author  by  profession  steals  off  with  —  nothing. 

The  poor,  therefore,  here,  who  draw  their  pens  auxiliary  to 
the  laws  of  their  country,  must  think  themselves  very  happy 
if  they  find,  not  fame,  but  forgiveness  :  and  yet  they  are  hardly 
treated  ;  for  as  every  country  grows  more  polite,  the  press 
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becomes  more  useful  ;  and  writers  become  more  necessary,  as 
readers  are  supposed  to  increase.  In  a  polished  society,  that 
man,  though  in  rags,  who  has  the  power  of  enforcing  virtue 
from  the  press,  is  of  more  real  use  than  forty  stupid  brahmins, 
or  bonzes,  or  guebres,  though  they  preached  never  so  often, 
never  so  loud,  or  never  so  long.  That  man,  though  in  rags, 
who  is  capable  of  deceiving  even  indolence  into  wisdom,  and 
who  professes  amusement,  while  he  aims  at  reformation,  is  more 
useful  in  refined  society  than  twenty  cardinals,  with  all  their 
scarlet,  and  tricked  out  in  all  the  fopperies  of  scholastic  finery. 


LETTER  LVIII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

As  the  Man  in  Black  takes  every  opportunity  of  introducing 
me  to  such  company  as  may  serve  to  indulge  my  speculative 
temper,  or  gratify  my  curiosity,  1  was,  by  his  influence,  lately 
invited  to  a  visitation  dinner.  To  understand  this  term,  you 
must  know,  that  it  was  formerly  the  custom  here  for  the  prin- 
cipal priests  to  go  about  the  country  once  a-year,  and  examine 
upon  the  spot,  whether  those  of  subordinate  orders  did  their 
duty,  or  were  qualified  for  the  task  ;  whether  their  temples 
were  kept  in  proper  repair  or  the  laity  pleased  with  their 
administration. 

Though  a  visitation  of  this  nature  was  very  useful,  yet  it 
was  found  to  be  extremely  troublesome,  and  for  many  reasons 
utterly  inconvenient ;  for  as  the  principal  priests  were  obliged 
to  attend  at  court,  in  order  to  solicit  preferment,  it  was  im- 
possible they  could  at  the  same  time  attend  in  the  country, 
which  was  quite  out  of  the  road  to  promotion :  if  we  add  to 
this  the  gout,  wjjich  has  been  time  immemorial  a  clerical 
disorder  here,  together  with  the  bad  wiue,  and  ill-dressed 
provisions  that  must  infallibly  be  served  up  by  the  way,  it  was 
not  strange  that  the  custom  has  been  long  discontinued.  At 
present,  therefore,  every  head  of  the  church,  instead  of  going 
about  to  visit  his  priests,  is  satisfied  if  his  priests  come  in  a 
body  once  a-year  to  visit  him  ;  by  this  means  the  duty  of  half 
a-year  is  despatched  in  a  day.  When  assembled,  he  Jisks  each 
in  turn  how  they  have  behaved,  and  are  liked  ;  upon  which, 
those  who  have  neglected  their  duty,  or  are  disagreeable  to 
their  congregation,  no  doubt  accuse  themselves,  and  tell  him 
all  their  faults,  for  which  he  reprimands  them  most  severely. 

The  thoughts  of  being  introduced  iuto  a  company  of  pbilo- 
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sophers  and  learned  men,  (for  such  I  conceived  them,)  gave 
me  no  small  pleasure.  I  expected  our  entertainment  would 
resemble  those  sentimental  banquets,  so  finely  described  by 
Xenophon  and  Plato  :  I  was  hoping  some  Socrates  would  be 
brought  in  from  the  door,  in  order  to  harangue  upon  divine 
love  ;  but  as  for  eating  and  drinking,  I  had  prepared  myself  to 
be  disappointed  in  that  particular.  1  was  apprised  that  fasting 
and  temperance  were  tenets  strongly  recommended  to  the 
professors  of  Christianity,  and  I  had  seen  the  frugality  and 
mortification  of  the  priests  of  the  East ;  so  that  I  expected  an 
entertainment  where  we  should  have  much  reasoning  and  little 
meat. 

Upon  being  introduced,  I  confess  I  found  no  great  signs  of 
mortification  in  the  faces  or  persons  of  the  company.  How- 
ever, 1  imputed  their  florid  looks  to  temperance,  and  their 
corpulency  to  a  sedentary  way  of  living.  I  saw  several  pre- 
parations, indeed,  for  dinner,  but  none  for  philosophy.  The 
company  seemed  to  gaze  upon  the  table  with  silent  expectation ; 
but  this  I  easily  excused.  Men  of  wisdom,  thought  I,  are 
ever  slow  of  speech  ;  they  deliver  nothing  unadvisedly. 
"  Silence,"  says  Confucius,  "  is  a  friend  that  will  never  betray." 
They  are  now  probably  inventing  maxims  or  hard  sayings  for 
their  mutual  instruction,  when  some  one  shall  think  proper  to 
begin. 

My  curiosity  was  now  wrought  up  to  the  highest  pitch  ;  I 
impatiently  looked  round  to  see  if  any  were  going  to  interrupt 
the  mighty  pause  ;  when  at  last  one  of  the  company  declared, 
that  there  was  a  sow  in  his  neighbourhood  that  farrowed 
fifteen  pigs  at  a  litter.  This  I  thought  a  very  preposterous 
beginning  :  but  just  as  another  was  going  to  second  the  remark, 
dinner  was  served,  which  interrupted  the  conversation  for  that 
time. 

The  appearance  of  dinner,  which  consisted  of  a  variety  of 
dishes,  seemed  to  diffuse  new  cheerfulness  upon  every  face  ; 
so  that  I  now  expected  the  philosophical  conversation  to 
begin,  as  they  improved  in  good  humour.  The  principal 
priest,  however,  opened  his  mouth  with  only  observing,  that 
the  venison  had  not  been  kept  enough,  though  he  had  given 
strict  orders  for  having  it  killed  ten  days  before.  "  I  fear," 
continued  he,  "  it  will  be  found  to  want  the  true  heathy 
flavour  ;  you  will  find  nothing  of  the  original  wilduess  in  it." 
A  ])ricst,  who  sat  next  him,  having  smelt  it,  and  wiped  his 
noso,  "  Ah,  my  good  lord,"  cries  he,  "  you  are  too  modest,  it 
is  perfectly  fine  ;  every  body  knows  that  uobody  understands 
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keeping  venison  with  your  lordship." — "  Ay,  and  partridges 
too,"  interrupted  another  ;  "  I  never  find  them  right  any 
where  else."  His  lordship  was  going  to  reply,  when  a  third 
took  off  the  attention  of  the  company,  by  recommending  the 
pig  as  inimitable.  "  I  fancy,  my  lord,"  continues  he,  "  it  has 
been  smbthered  in  its  own  blood." — "  If  it  has  been  smothered 
in  its  blood,"  cried  a  facetious  member,  helping  himself,  "  we  '11 
now  smother  it  in  egg  sauce."  This  poignant  piece  of  humour 
produced  a  long  loud  laugh,  which  the  facetious  brother  ob- 
serving, and  now  that  he  was  in  luck,  willing  to  second  his 
blow,  assured  the  company  he  would  tell  them  a  good  story 
about  that :  "  As  good  a  story,"  cries  he,  bursting  into  a 
violent  fit  of  laughter  himself,  "  as  ever  you  heard  in  your 
lives.     There  was  a  farmer  in  my  parish  who  used  to  sup  upon 

wild  ducks  and  flummery;   so  this  farmer "  —  "Doctor 

Marrowfat,"  cries  his  lordship,  interrupting  him,  "  give  me 
leave  to   drink  your  health;"  — " — so  being  fond  of  wild 

ducks  and  flummery, "  — "  Doctor,"  adds  a  gentleman 

who  sat  next  to  him,  "  let  me  advise  you  to  a  wing  of  this 
turkey  ;" — "  — so  this  farmer  being  fond  " — "  Hob  and 

nob,  Doctor,  which  do  you  choose,  white  or  red?" — "  — so, 

being  fond  of  wild  ducks  and  flummery  ; "  — "  Take  care 

of  your  band,  sir,  it  may  dip  in  the  gravy."  The  Doctor,  now 
looking  round,  found  not  a  single  et/e  disposed  to  listen  ; 
wherefore,  calling  for  a  glass  of  wine,  he  gulped  down  the 
disappointment  and  the  tale  in  a  bumper. 

The  conversation  now  began  to  be  little  more  than  a 
rhapsody  of  exclamations  :  as  each  had  pretty  well  satisfied 
his  own  appetite,  he  now  found  sufliicient  time  to  press  others. 
"  Excellent !  the  very  thing  !  let  me  recommend  the  pig.  Do 
but  taste  the  bacon !  never  ate  a  better  thing  in  my  life  : 
exquisite  I  delicious  ! "  This  edifying  discourse  continued 
through  three  courses,  which  lasted  as  many  hours,  till  every 
one  of  the  company  was  unable  to  swallow  or  utter  any 
thing  more. 

It  is  very  natural  for  men,  who  are  abridged  in  one  excess, 
to  break  into  some  other.  The  clergy  here,  particularly  those 
who  are  advanced  in  years,  think  if  they  are  abstemious  with 
regard  to  women  and  wine,  they  may  indulge  their  other 
appetites  without  censure.  Thus  some  are  found  to  rise  in 
the  morning  only  to  a  consultation  with  their  cook  about 
dinner,  and,  when  that  has  been  swallowed,  make  no  other  use 
of  their  faculties  (if  they  have  any)  but  to  ruminate  on  the 
succeeding  meal. 
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A  debauch  in  wine  is  even  more  pardonable  than  this,  since 
one  glass  insensiblj'  leads  on  to  another,  and,  instead  of  sating, 
whets  the  appetite.  The  progressive  steps  to  it  are  cheerful  and 
seducing  ;  the  grave  are  animated,  the  melancholy  relieved, 
and  there  is  even  classic  authority  to  countenance  the  excess. 
But  in  eating,  after  nature  is  once  satisfied,  every  additional 
morsel  brings  stupidity  and  distempers  with  it,  and,  as  one  of 
their  owii  poets  expresses  it, — 

The  80ul  subsides,  and  wickedly  inclines 
To  seem  but  mortal,  even  in  sound  divines. 

Let  me  suppose,  after  such  a  meal  as  this  I  have  been 
describing,  while  all  the  company  are  sitting  in  lethargic 
silence  round  the  table,  groaning  under  a  load  of  soup,  pig, 
pork,  and  bacon  ;  let  me  suppose,  I  say,  some  hungry  beggar, 
with  looks  of  want,  peeping  through  one  of  the  windows,  and 
thus  addressing  the  assembly  :  "  Prithee,  pluck  those  napkins 
from  your  chins  ;  after  nature  is  satisfied,  all  that  you  eat 
extraordinary  is  ray  property,  and  I  claim  it  as  mine.  It  was 
given  you  in  order  to  relieve  me,  and  not  to  oppress  yourselves. 
How  can  they  comfort  or  instruct  others,  who  can  scarcely 
feel  their  own  existence,  except  from  the  unsavoury  returns 
of  an  ill-digested  meal  ?  But  though  neither  you  nor  the 
cushions  you  sit  upon  will  hear  me,  yet  the  world  regards  the 
excesses  of  its  teachers  with  a  prying  eye,  and  notes  their 
conduct  with  double  severity."  I  know  no  other  answer  any 
one  of  the  companj'  could  make  to  such  an  expostulation  but 
this  :  "  Friend,  you  talk  of  our  losing  a  character,  and  being 
disliked  by  the  world  ;  well,  and  supposing  ail  this  to  be  true, 
what  then  !  who  cares  for  the  world  ?  We  '11  preach  for  the 
world,  and  the  world  shall  pay  us  for  preaching,  whether  we 
like  each  other  or  not." 


LETTER  LIX. 
FROM  HINGPO,  TO  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  BY  THE  WAY  OF  MOSCOW. 

You  will  probably  be  pleased  to  see  my  letter  dated  from 
Terki,  a  city  which  lies  beyond  the  bounds  of  the  Persian 
empire  :  here,  blessed  with  security,  with  all  that  is  dear,  I 
double  my  raptures  by  communicating  them  to  you  :  the 
mind  sympathizing  with  the  freedom  of  tlie  body,  my  whole 
soul  is  dilated  in  gratitude,  love,  and  praise. 
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Yet,  were  my  own  happiness  all  that  inspired  my  present 
joy,  my  raptures  might  justly  merit  the  imputation  of  self- 
interest  ;  but  when  I  think  that  the  beautiful  Zelis  is  also  free, 
forgive  my  triumph  when  I  boast  of  having  rescued  from 
captivity  the  most  deserving  object  upon  earth. 

You  remember  the  reluctance  she  testified  at  being  obliged 
to  marry  the  tyrant  she  hated.  Her  compliance  at  last  was 
only  feigned,  in  order  to  gain  time  to  try  some  future  means 
of  escape.  During  the  interval  between  her  promise  and  the 
intended  performance  of  it,  she  came  undiscovered  one  even- 
ing to  the  place  where  1  generally  retired  after  the  fatigues 
of  the  day  :  her  appearance  was  like  that  of  an  aerial  genius 
when  it  descends  to  minister  comfort  to  undeserved  distress  ; 
the  mild  lustre  of  her  eye  served  to  banish  my  timidity  ;  her 
accents  were  sweeter  than  the  echo  of  some  distant  symphony. 
"  Unhappy  stranger,"  said  she,  in  the  Persian  language,  "  you 
here  perceive  one  more  wretched  than  thyself!  All  this 
solemnity  of  preparation,  this  elegance  of  dress,  and  the 
number  of  my  attendants,  serve  but  to  increase  my  miseries  : 
if  you  have  courage  to  rescue  an  unhappy  woman  from 
approaching  ruin,  and  our  detested  tyrant,  you  may  depend 
upon  my  future  gratitude."  I  bowed  to  the  ground,  and  she 
left  me  filled  with  rapture  and  astonishment.  Night  brought 
me  no  rest,  nor  could  the  ensuing  morning  calm  the  anxieties 
of  my  mind.  I  projected  a  thousand  methods  for  her  delivery  ; 
but  each,  when  strictly  examined,  appeared  impracticable  :  in 
this  uncertainty  the  evening  again  arrived,  and  1  placed  myself 
on  my  former  station  in  hopes  of  a  repeated  visit.  After 
some  short  expectation,  the  bright  perfection  again  appeared  : 
I  bowed,  as  before,  to  the  ground ;  when  raising  me  up,  she 
observed,  that  the  time  was  not  to  be  spent  in  useless  cere- 
mony ;  she  observed  that  the  day  following  was  appointed  for 
the  celebration  of  her  nuptials,  and  that  something  was  to  be 
done  that  very  night  for  our  mutual  deliverance.  1  ofi'ered 
with  the  utmost  humility  to  pursue  whatever  scheme  she 
should  direct :  upon  which  she  proposed  that  instant  to  scale 
the  garden  wall,  adding,  that  she  had  prevailt^d  upon  a  female 
slave,  who  was  now  waiting  at  the  appointed  place,  to  assist 
her  with  a  ladder. 

Pursuant  to  this  information  I  led  her  trembling  to  the 
place  appointed  ;  but  instead  of  the  slave  we  expected  to  see, 
Mostadad  himself  was  there  awaiting  our  arrival :  the  wretch 
in  whom  we  had  confided,  it  seems,  had  betrayed  our  design 
to  her  master,  and  he  now  saw  the  most  convincing  proofs  of 
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her  information.  He  was  just  going  to  draw  his  sabre,  when 
a  principle  of  avarice  repressed  his  fury ;  and  he  resolved, 
after  a  severe  chastisement,  to  dispose  of  me  to  another 
master ;  in  the  meantime  he  ordered  me  to  be  confined  in  the 
strictest  manner,  and  the  next  day  to  receive  a  hundred 
blows  on  the  soles  of  the  feet. 

When  the  morning  came,  I  was  led  out  in  order  to  receive 
the  punishment,  which,  from  the  severity  with  which  it  is 
generally  inflicted  upon  slaves,  is  worse  even  than  death. 

A  trumpet  was  to  be  the  signal  for  the  solemnization  of  the 
nuptials  of  Zelis,  and  for  the  infliction  of  my  punishment. 
Each  ceremony,  to  me  equally  dreadful,  was  just  going  to 
begin,  when  we  were  informed  that  a  large  body  of  Circassian 
Tartars  had  invaded  the  town,  and  were  laying  all  in  ruin. 
Every  person  now  thought  only  of  saving  himself:  I  instantly 
unloosed  the  cords  with  which  I  was  bound,  and  seizing  a 
scimitar  from  one  of  the  slaves  who  had  not  courage  to  resist 
me,  flew  to  the  women's  apartment  where  Zelis  was  confined, 
dressed  out  for  the  intended  nuptials.  I  bade  her  follow  me 
without  delay,  and  going  forward,  cut  my  way  through  the 
eunuchs,  who  made  but  a  faint  resistance.  The  whole  city 
was  now  a  scene  of  conflagration  and  terror  ;  every  person 
was  willing  to  save  himself,  unmindful  of  others.  In  this 
confusion,  seizing  upon  two  of  the  fleetest  coursers  in  the 
stables  of  Mostadad,  we  fled  northward  towards  the  kingdom 
of  Circassia.  As  there  were  several  others  flying  in  the  same 
manner,  we  passed  without  notice,  and  in  three  days  arrived 
at  Terki,  a  city  that  lies  in  a  valley  within  the  bosom  of  the 
frowning  mountains  of  Caucasus.  Here,  free  from  every 
apprehension  of  danger,  we  enjoy  all  those  satisfactions  which 
are  consistent  with  virtue  :  though  I  find  my  heart  at  intervals 
give  way  to  unusual  passions,  yet  such  is  my  admiration  for 
my  fair  companion,  that  I  lose  even  tenderness  in  distant 
respect.  Though  her  person  demands  particular  regard  even 
among  the  beauties  of  Circassia,  yet  is  her  mind  far  more 
iovely.  How  very  diff'erent  is  a  woman  who  thus  has  culti- 
vated her  understanding,  and  been  refined  into  delicacy  of 
sentiment,  from  the  daughters  of  the  East,  whose  education  is 
only  formed  to  improve  the  person,  and  make  them  more 
tempting  objects  of  prostitution ! —  Adieu. 
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LETTER  LX. 

FROM  THE  SAME. 

When  suflBciently  refreshed  after  the  fatigues  of  our  preci- 
pitate flight,  my  curiosity,  which  had  been  restrained  by  the 
appearance  of  immediate  danger,  now  began  to  revive  :  I 
longed  to  know  by  what  distressful  accident  my  fair  fugitive 
became  a  captive,  and  could  not  avoid  testifying  a  surprise 
how  so  much  beauty  could  be  involved  in  the  calamities  from 
M'hence  she  had  been  so  lately  rescued. 

"  Talk  not  of  personal  charms,"  cried  she,  with  emotion, 
"  since  to  them  I  owe  every  misfortune.  Look  "round  on  the 
numberless  beauties  of  the  country  where  we  are,  and  see 
how  Nature  has  poured  its  charms  upon  every  face  ;  and  yet 
by  this  profusion.  Heaven  would  seem  to  shew  how  little  it 
regards  such  a  blessing,  since  the  gift  is  lavished  upon  a  nation 
of  prostitutes. 

"  I  perceive  you  desire  to  know  my  story,  and  your  curio- 
sity is  not  so  great  as  nay  impatience  to  gratify  it :  I  find  a 
pleasure  in  telling  past  misfortunes  to  any,  but  when  my  deli- 
verer is  pleased  with  the  relation,  my  pleasure  is  prompted 
by  duty. 

*  "  I  was  born  in  a  country  far  to  the  west,  where  the  men 
are  braver,  and  the  women  more  fair,  than  those  of  Circassia ; 
where  the  valour  of  the  hero  is  guided  by  wisdom,  and  where 
delicacy  of  sentiment  points  the  shafts  of  female  beauty.  I 
was  the  only  daughter  of  an  officer  in  the  armj',  the  child  of 
his  age,  and  as  he  used  fondly  to  express  it,  the  only  chain 
that  bound  him  to  the  world,  or  made  his  life  pleasing.  His 
station  procured  him  an  acquaintance  with  men  of  greater 
rank  and  fortune  than  himself,  and  his  regard  for  me  induced 
him  to  bring  me  into  every  family  where  he  was  acquainted. 
Thus  I  was  early  taught  all  the  elegancies  and  fashionable 
foibles  of  such  as  the  world  calls  polite,  and,  though  without 
fortune  myself,  was  taught  to  despise  those  who  lived  as  if 
they  were  poor. 

"  My  intercourse  with  the  great,  and  my  affectation  of 
grandeur,  procured  me  many  lovers ;  but  want  of  fortune 
deterred  them  all  from  any  other  views  tiian  those  of  passing 
the  present  moment  agreeably,  or  of  meditating  my  future 

*  This  story  bears  a  striking  siniilitmle  to  the  real  history  of  Mis» 

S d,  who  aceompunicd  Larly  W e  in  her  retreat  near  Florence, 

aud  which  the  editor  had  from  her  own  month. 


174  CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD. 

ruin.  In  every  company  I  found  myself  addressed  in  a  warmer 
strain  of  passion  than  other  ladies  who  were  superior  in  point  of 
rank  and  beauty ;  and  this  I  imputed  to  an  excess  of  respect, 
which  in  reality  proceeded  from  very  different  motives. 

"  Among  the  number  of  such  as  paid  me  their  addresses, 
was  a  gentleman,  a  friend  of  my  father,  rather  in  the  decline 
of  life,  with  nothing  remarkable  either  in  his  person  or 
address  to  commend  him.  His  age,  which  was  about  forty, 
his  fortune,  which  was  moderate,  and  barely  sufficient  to 
support  him,  served  to  throw  me  off  my  guard,  so  that  I 
considered  him  as  the  only  sincere  admirer  I  had. 

"  Designing  lovers  in  the  decline  of  life  are  ever  most 
dangerous.  Skilled  in  all  the  weaknesses  of  the  sex,  they 
seize  each  favourable  opportunity  ;  and  by  having  less  passion 
than  3-outhful  admirers,  have  less  real  res])ect,  and  therefore 
less  timidity.  This  insidious  wretch  used  a  thousand  arts  to 
succeed  in  his  base  designs,  all  which  I  saw,  but  imputed  to 
different  views,  because  I  thought  it  absurd  to  believe  the  real 
motives. 

"  As  he  continued  to  frequent  my  father's,  the  friendship 
aetween  them  became  every  day  greater  ;  and  at  last,  from  the 
intimacy  with  which  he  was  received,  I  was  taught  to  look 
upon  him  as  a  guardian  and  a  friend.  Though  I  never  loved, 
yet  I  esteemed  him  ;  and  this  was  enough  to  make  me  wish 
for  a  union,  for  which  he  seemed  desirous,  but  to  which  he 
feigned  several  delays  ;  while,  in  the  meantime,  from  a  false 
report  of  our  being  married,  every  other  admirer  forsook  me. 

"  1  was  at  last,  however,  awakened  from  the  delusion,  by  an 
account  of  his  being  just  married  to  another  young  lady  with  a 
considerable  fortune.  This  was  no  great  mortification  to  me, 
as  I  had  always  regarded  him  merely  from  prudential  motives  ; 
but  it  had  a  very  different  effect  upon  my  father,  who,  rash 
and  passionate  bj'  nature,  and  besitles,  stimulated  by  a  mistaken 
notion  of  military  honour,  upbraided  his  friend  in  such  terms, 
that  a  challenge  was  soon  given  and  accejjted. 

"  It  was  about  midnight  when  I  was  awakened  by  a  message 
from  my  father,  who  desired  to  see  me  that  moment.  I  rose 
with  some  surprise,  and  following  the  messenger,  attended 
only  by  another  servant,  came  to  a  field  not  far  from  the  house, 
where  I  found  him — the  assertor  of  my  honour  —  my  only 
friend  and  supporter,  the  tutor  and  comi)auion  of  my  youth, 
lying  on  one  side,  covered  over  with  blood,  and  just  expiring  ! 
No  tears  streamed  down  my  cheeks,  nor  sigh  escaped  from  my 
breast,  at  an  object  of  such  terror.     I  sat  down,  and  supporting 
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his  aged  head  in  my  lap,  gazed  upon  the  ghastly  visage  with 
an  agony  more  poignant  even  than  despairing  madness.  The 
servants  were  gone  for  more  assistance.  In  this  gloomy  still- 
ness of  the  night  no  sounds  were  heard  but  his  agonizing 
respirations  ;  no  object  was  presented  but  his  wounds,  which 
still  continued  to  stream.  With  silent  anguish  I  hung  over 
•his  dear  face,  and  with  my  hands  strove  to  stop  the  blood  as 
it  flowed  from  his  wounds  :  he  seemed  at  first  insensible,  but 
at  last,  turning  his  dying  eyes  upon  me,  '  My  dear,  dear  child,' 
cried  he  ;  '  dt;ar  though  you  have  forgotten  your  own  honour 
and  stained  mine,  1  will  yet  forgive  you  :  by  abandoning 
virtue  you  have  undone  me  and  yourself,  yet  take  my  forgive- 
ness with  the  same  compassion  1  wish  Heaven  may  pity  me.' 
He  expired.  All  my  succeeding  happiness  fled  with  him. 
Reflecting  that  I  was  the  cause  of  his  death,  whom  only  I 
loved  upon  earth  —  accused  of  betraying  the  honour  of  his 
family  with  his  latest  breath  —  conscious  of  my  own  innocence, 
yet  without  even  a  possibility  of  vindicating  it — without 
fortune  or  friends  to  relieve  or  pity  me  —  abandoned  to  infamy 
and  the  wide  censuring  world,  —  I  called  out  upon  the  dead 
body  that  lay  stretched  before  me,  and  in  the  agony  of  my 
heart  asked,  why  he  could  have  left  me  thus? — '  Why,  my 
dear,  my  only  papa,  why  could  you  ruin  me  thus  and  yourself 
for  ever  ?  Oh,  pity  and  return,  since  there  is  none  but  you 
to  comfort  me ! ' 

"  I  soon  found  that  I  had  real  cause  for  sorrow  ;  that  1  was 
to  expect  no  compassion  from  my  own  sex,  nor  assistance 
from  the  other  ;  and  that  reputation  was  much  more  useful  in 
our  commerce  with  mankind,  than  really  to  deserve  it.  Where- 
ever  I  came,  I  perceived  mys'lf  received  either  with  contempt 
or  detestation  ;  or  wlienever  I  was  civilly  treated,  it  was  from 
the  most  base  and  ungenerous  motives. 

"  Thus  driven  from  the  society  of  the  virtuous,  I  was  at  last, 
in  order  to  dispel  the  anxieties  of  insupportable  solitude, 
obliged  to  take  up  with  the  company  of  those  whose  characters 
were  blasted  like  my  own  ;  but  who  perhaps  deserved  their 
infamy.  Among  this  number  was  a  lady  of  the  first  distinc- 
tion, wiiose  character  the  public  thouf;lit  proper  to  brand  even 
with  greater  infamy  than  mine.  A  similitude  of  distress  soon 
united  us ;  I  knew  that  general  reproach  had  made  her 
miserable  ;  and  1  had  learned  to  regard  misery  us  an  excuse 
for  guilt.  Though  this  lady  had  not  virtue  enouirh  to  avoid 
reproach,  yet  siie  had  too  much  delicate  sensibiliiy  not  to  feel 
it.     She  therefore  proposed  our  leaving  the  country  where  we 
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were  born,  and  going  to  live  in  Italy,  where  our  characters 
and  misfortunes  would  be  unknown.  With  this  I  eagerlv 
complied,  and  we  soon  found  ourselves  in  one  of  the  most 
charming  retreats  in  the  most  beautiful  province  of  that  en- 
chanting country. 

"  Had  my  companion  chosen  this  as  a  retreat  for  injured 
virtue,  a  harbour  where  we  might  look  with  tranquillity  on 
the  distant  angry  world,  I  should  have  been  happy  ;  but  very 
different  was  her  design  ;  she  had  pitched  upon  this  situation 
only  to  enjoy  those  pleasures  in  private,  which  she  had  not 
sufficient  effrontery  to  satisfy  in  a  more  open  manner.  A  nearer 
acquaintance  soon  shewed  me  the  vicious  part  of  her  character  j 
her  mind,  as  well  as  her  body,  seemed  formed  only  for  plea- 
sure ;  she  was  sentimental  only  as  it  served  to  protract  the 
immediate  enjoyment.  Formed  for  society  alone,  she  spoke 
infinitely  better  than  she  wrote,  and  wrote  infinitely  better 
than  she  lived.  A  person  devoted  to  pleasure  often  leads  the 
most  miserable  life  imaginable  ;  such  was  her  case  ;  she  con- 
sidered the  natural  moments  of  languor  as  insupportable, 
passed  all  her  hours  between  rapture  and  anxiety- ;  ever  in 
an  extreme  of  agony  or  of  bliss.  She  felt  a  pain  as  severe  for 
want  of  appetite  as  the  starving  wretch  wiio  wants  a  meal. 
In  those  intervals  she  usually  kept  her  bed,  and  rose  only 
when  in  expectation  of  some  new  enjoyment.  The  luxuriant 
air  of  the  country,  the  romantic  situation  of  her  palace,  and 
the  genius  of  a  people  whose  only  happiness  lies  in  sensual 
refinement,  all  contributed  to  banish  the  remembrance  of  her 
native  country. 

"  But  though  such  a  life  gave  her  pleasure,  it  had  a  very 
different  effect  upon  me  ;  I  grew  every  day  more  pensive,  and 
my  melancholy  was  regarded  as  an  insult  upon  her  good 
humour.  I  now  perceived  myself  entirely  unfit  for  all  society  ; 
discarded  from  the  good,  and  detesting  the  infimous,  1  seemed 
in  a  state  of  war  with  every  rank  of  people;  that  virtue,  which 
should  have  been  my  protection  in  the  world,  was  here  my 
crime  ;  in  short,  detesting  life,  I  was  determined  to  become  a 
recluse,  to  leave  a  world  where  I  found  no  pleasure  that  could 
allure  me  to  stay.  Thus  determined,  I  eml)arked  in  order  to 
go  by  sea  to  Rome,  where  I  intcmlcd  to  take  the  veil  :  but 
even  in  so  sliort  a  passage  my  hard  fortune  still  attended  me  ; 
our  ship  was  taken  by  a  Barbary  corsair ;  the  whole  crew,  and 
I  among  the  number,  being  made  slaves.  It  carries  too  much 
the  air  of  romance  to  inform  you  of  my  distresses  or  obstinacy 
in  this  miserable  state ;  it  is  enough  to  observe,  that  I  have 
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been  bought  by  several  masters,  each  of  whom,  perceiving  my 
reluctance,  rather  than  use  violence,  sold  me  to  another,  till  it 
was  my  happiness  to  be  at  last  rescued  by  you." 

Thus  ended  her  relation,  which  I  have  abridged,  but  as 
soon  as  we  are  arrived  at  Moscow,  for  which  we  intend  to  set 
out  shortly,  you  shall  be  informed  of  all  more  particularly.  In 
the  meantime,  the  greatest  addition  to  my  happiness  will  be 
to  hear  ofvours. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXI. 
FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALT.tXGI  TO  HINGPO. 

The  news  of  your  freedom  lifts  the  load  of  former  anxiety 
from  my  mind  ;  I  can  now  think  of  my  son  without  regret, 
applaud  his  resignation  under  calamities,  and  his  conduct  in 
extricating  himself  from  them. 

You  are  now  free,  just  let  loose  from  the  bondage  of  a  hard 
master  :  this  is  the  crisis  of  your  fate  ;  and  as  you  now  manage 
fortune,  succeeding  life  will  be  marked  with  happiness  or 
misery.  A  few  years'  perseverance  in  prudence,  which  at 
your  age  is  but  another  name  for  virtue,  will  ensure  comfort, 
pleasure,  tranquillity,  esteem  ;  too  eager  an  enjoyment  of  every 
good  that  now  offers,  will  reverse  the  medal,  and  present  you 
with  poverty,  anxiety,  remorse,  contempt. 

As  it  has  been  observed,  that  none  are  better  qualified  to 
give  others  advice,  than  those  who  have  taken  the  least  of  it 
themselves  ;  so  in  this  respect  I  find  myself  perfectly  authorized 
to  offer  mine,  even  though  1  should  wave  my  paternal  authority 
upon  this  occasion. 

The  most  usual  way  among  young  men  who  have  no 
resolution  of  their  own,  is  first  to  ask  one  friend's  advice,  and 
follow  it  for  some  time  ;  then  to  ask  advice  of  another,  and 
turn  to  that  ;  so  of  a  third  :  still  unsteady,  always  changing. 
However,  be  assured,  that  every  change  of  this  nature  is  for 
the  worse  :  people  may  tell  you  of  your  being  unfit  for  some 
peculiar  occupations  in  life  ;  but  heed  them  not  ;  whatever 
employment  you  follow  with  perseverance  and  assiduity,  will 
be  found  fit  for  you  ;  it  will  be  your  support  in  youth,  and 
comfort  in  age.  In  learning  the  useful  part  of  every  jirofession, 
very  moderate  abilities  will  suffice  ;  even  if  the  mind  be  a  little 
balanced  with  stupidity,  it  may  in  this  case  be  useful.  Great 
abilities  have  always  been  less  serviceable  to  the  possessors 
than  moderate  ones.     Life  has  been  compared  to  a  race,  but 
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the  allusion  still  improves  by  observing,  that  the  most  swift 
are  ever  the  least  manageable. 

To  know  one  profession  only,  is  enough  for  one  man  to 
know  ;  and  this  (whatever  the  professors  may  tell  you  to  the 
contrary)  is  soon  learned.  Be  contented,  therefore,  with  one 
good  employment ;  for  if  you  understand  two  at  a  time,  people 
will  give  you  business  in  neither. 

A  conjurorand  a  tailor  once  happened  to  converse  together. 
"  Alas !"  dies  the  tailor,  "  what  an  unhappy  poor  creature  am 
I  ;  if  people  should  ever  take  it  in  their  heads  to  live  without 
clothes,  I  am  undone  ;  I  have  no  other  trade  to  have  recourse 
to."  —  "  Indeed,  friend,  I  pity  you  sincerely,"  replies  the  con- 
juror; "but,  thank  Hearen,  things  are  not  quite  so  bad  with 
me  ;  for  if  one  trick  should  fail,  I  have  a  hundred  tricks  more 
for  them  yet.  However,  if  at  any  time  j'ou  are  reduced  to 
beggary,  apply  to  me,  and  I  will  relieve  you."  A  famine 
overspread  the  land  ;  the  tailor  made  a  shift  to  live,  because 
his  customers  could  not  be  without  clothes ;  but  the  poor 
conjuror,  with  all  his  hundred  tricks,  could  find  none  that  had 
money  to  throw  away  ;  it  was  in  vain  that  he  promised  to  eat 
fire,  or  to  vomit  pins  ;  no  single  creature  would  relieve  him, 
till  he  was  at  last  obliged  to  beg  from  the  very  tailor  whose 
calling  he  had  formerly  despised. 

There  are  no  obstructions  more  fatal  to  fortune  than  pride 
and  resentment.  If  you  must  resent  injuries  at  all,  at  least 
suppress  your  indignation  mitil  you  become  rich,  and  then 
shew  away  :  the  resentment  of  a  poor  man  is  like  the  efforts 
of  a  harmless  insect  to  sting  ;  it  may  get  him  crushed,  but 
cannot  defend  him.  Who  values  that  anger  which  is  consumed 
only  in  empty  menaces  ? 

Once  upon  a  time,  a  goose  fed  its  young  by  a  pond  side ; 
and  a  goose,  in  such  circumstances,  is  always  extremely  proud, 
and  excessively  punctilious.  If  any  other  animal,  without  the 
least  design  to  offend,  happened  to  pass  that  way,  the  goose 
was  immediately  at  him.  The  pond,  she  said,  was  hers,  and 
she  would  maintain  a  right  in  it,  and  support  her  honour, 
while  she  had  a  bill  to  hiss,  or  a  wing  to  flutter.  In  this 
manner  she  drove  away  ducks,  pigs,  and  chickens  ;  nay,  even 
the  insidious  cat  was  seen  to  scamper.  A  lounging  mastiff, 
however,  happened  to  pass  by,  and  thought  it  no  harm  if  he 
should  lap  a  little  of  the  water,  as  he  was  thirsty.  The 
guardian  goose  flew  at  him  like  a  fury,  pecked  at  him  with  her 
beak,  and  flapped  him  with  her  feathers.  The  dog  grew  angry, 
and  had  twenty  times  a  good  mind  to  give  her  a  sly  snap ; 
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but  suppressing  bis  indignation,  because  his  master  was  nigh, 
"  A  pox  take  thee,"  cries  he,  '•  for  a  fool !  sure  those  who 
have  neither  strength  nor  weapons  to  fight,  at  least  should  be 
civil :  that  fluttering  and  hissing  of  thine  may  one  day  get 
thine  head  snapped  off,  but  it  can  neither  injure  thy  enemies, 
nor  ever  protect  thee."  So  saying,  he  went  forward  to  the 
pond,  quenched  his  thirst  in  spite  of  the  goose,  and  followed 
ais  master. 

Another  obstruction  to  the  fortune  of  youth  is,  that  while 
they  are  willing  to  take  offence  fro.ii  none,  they  are  also  equally 
desirous  of  giving  none  offence.  From  hence  they  endeavour 
to  please  all,  comply  with  every  request,  attempt  to  suit 
themselves  to  every  company,  have  no  will  of  their  own,  but, 
like  wax,  catch  every  contiguous  impression-  By  thus 
attempting  to  give  universal  satisfaction,  they  at  last  find 
themselves  miserably  disappointed  :  to  bring  the  generality 
of  admirers  on  our  side,  it  is  sufficient  to  attempt  pleasing  a 
very  few. 

A  painter  of  eminence  was  once  resolved  to  finish  a  piece 
which  should  please  the  whole  world.  When,  therefore,  he 
had  drawn  a  picture,  in  which  his  utmost  skill  was  exhausted, 
it  was  exposed  in  the  public  market-place,  with  directions  at 
the  bottom  for  every  spectator  to  mark  with  a  brush,  which 
lay  by,  every  limb  and  feature  which  seemed  erroneous. 
The  spectators  came,  and  in  general  applauded  ;  but  each, 
willing  to  shew  his  talent  at  criticism,  marked  whatever  he 
thought  proper.  At  evening,  when  the  painter  came,  he  was 
mortified  to  find  the  whole  picture  one  universal  blot — not  a 
single  stroke  that  was  not  stigmatized  with  marks  of  disap- 
probation :  not  satisfied  with  this  trial,  the  next  day  he  was 
resolved  to  try  them  in  a  different  manner,  and,  exposing  his 
picture  as  before,  desired  that  every  spectator  would  mark 
those  beauties  he  approved  or  admired.  The  people  complied  ; 
and  the  artist  returning,  found  his  picture  replete  with  the 
marks  of  beauty  :  every  stroke  that  had  been  yesterday  con- 
demned, now  received  the  character  of  approbation.  "  Well," 
cries  the  painter,  "  I  now  find  that  the  best  way  to  please  one 
half  of  the  world,  is  not  to  mind  what  the  other  half  says ; 
since  what  are  faults  in  the  eyes  of  these,  shall  be  by  those 
regaided  as  beautios." —  Adieu. 
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LETTER  LXII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

A  CHARACTER,  such  OS  you  have  represented  that  of  your 
fair  companion,  which  continues  virtuous,  though  loaded  with 
infamy,  is  truly  great.  Many  regard  virtue  because  it  is 
attended  with  applause  ;  your  favourite  only  for  the  internal 
pleasure  it  confers.  I  have  often  wished  that  ladies  like  her 
were  proposed  as  models  for  female  imitation,  and  not  such 
as  have  acquired  fame  by  qualities  repugnant  to  the  natural 
softness  of  the  sex. 

Women  famed  for  their  valour,  their  skill  in  politics,  or 
their  learning,  leave  the  duties  of  their  own  sex,  in  order  to 
invade  the  privileges  of  ours.  I  can  no  more  pardon  a  fair 
one  for  endeavouring  to  wield  the  club  of  Hercules,  than  I 
could  him  for  attempting  to  twirl  her  distaff. 

The  modest  virgin,  the  prudent  wife,  or  the  careful  matron, 
are  much  more  serviceable  in  life  than  petticoated  philosophers, 
blustering  heroines,  or  virago  queens.  She  who  makes  her 
husband  and  her  children  happy,  who  reclaims  the  one  from 
vice,  and  trains  up  the  other  to  virtue,  is  a  much  greater 
character  than  ladies  described  in  romance,  whose  whole 
occupation  is  to  murder  mankind  with  shafts  from  their  quiver 
or  their  eyes. 

Women,  it  has  been  observed,  are  not  naturally  formed  for 
great  cares  themselves,  but  to  soften  ours.  Their  tenderness 
is  the  proper  reward  for  the  dangers  we  undergo  for  their 
preservation  ;  and  the  ease  and  cheerfulness  of  their  conver- 
sation, our  desirable  retreat  from  the  fatigues  of  intense 
application.  They  are  confined  within  the  narrow  limits  of 
domestic  assiduity :  and,  when  they  stray  beyond  them,  they 
move  be^'ond  their  sphere,  and  consequently  without  grace. 

Fame,  therefore,  has  been  very  unjustly  dispensed  among 
the  female  sex.  Those  who  least  deserved  to  be  remembered, 
meet  our  admiration  and  applause  ;  while  many,  who  have 
been  an  honour  to  humanity,  are  passed  over  in  silence. 
Perhaps  no  age  has  produced  a  stronger  instance  of  misplaced 
fame  than  the  present :  the  Semiramis  and  the  Thalestris  of 
antiquity  are  talked  of,  while  a  modern  character,  infinitely 
greater  than  either,  is  unnoticed  and  unknown. 

Catharina   Alexowna,*  bom  near  Derpat,  a  little  city  in 

•  This  account  seems  to  be  taken  from  the  manuscript  memoiri  of  H. 
Spilman,  Esq. 
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Livonia,  was  heir  to  no  other  inheritance  than  the  virtues  and 
frugality  of  her  parents.  Her  father  being  dead,  she  lived 
with  her  aged  mother  in  their  cottage  covered  with  straw ; 
and  both,  though  very  poor,  were  very  contented.  Here, 
retired  from  the  gaze  of  the  world,  by  the  labour  of  her  hands 
she  supported  her  parent,  who  was  now  incapable  of  supporting 
herself.  While  C'atharina  spun,  the  old  woman  would  sit  by 
and  read  some  book  of  devotion  ;  thus,  when  the  fatigues  of 
the  day  were  over,  both  would  sit  down  contentedly  by  their 
fireside,  and  enjoy  the  frugal  meal  with  vacant  festivitj'. 

Though  her  face  and  person  were  models  of  perfection,  yet 
her  whole  attention  seemed  bestowed  upon  her  mind  ;  her 
mother  taught  her  to  read,  and  an  old  Lutheran  minister 
instructed  her  in  the  maxims  and  duties  of  religion.  Nature 
had  furnished  her,  not  only  with  a  ready,  but  a  solid  turn  of 
thought,  not  only  with  a  strong,  but  a  right  understanding. 
Such  truly  female  accomjjlishments  procured  her  several 
solicitations  of  marriage  from  the  peasants  of  the  countrv-  ; 
but  their  offers  were  refused  ;  for  she  loved  her  mother  too 
tenderly  to  think  of  a  separation. 

Catharina  was  fifteen  when  her  mother  died ;  she  now 
therefore  left  her  cottage,  and  went  to  live  with  the  Lutheran 
minister,  by  whom  she  had  been  instructed  from  her  childhood. 
In  his  house  she  resided  in  quality  of  governess  to  his  children, 
at  once  reconciling  in  her  character  unerring  prudence  with 
surprising  vivacity. 

The  old  man,  who  regarded  her  as  one  of  his  own  children, 
had  her  instructed  in  dancing  and  music  by  the  masters  who 
attended  the  rest  of  his  family  ;  thus  she  continued  to  improve 
till  he  died,  by  which  accident  she  was  once  more  reduced  to 
pristine  poverty.  The  country  of  Livonia  was  at  this  time 
wasted  by  war,  and  lay  in  a  most  miserable  state  of  desolation. 
Those  calamities  are  ever  most  heavy  upon  the  poor  ;  where- 
fore Catharina,  though  possessed  of  so  many  accomplishments, 
experienced  all  the  miseries  of  hopeless  indigence.  Provisions 
becoming  eyery  day  more  scarce,  and  her  private  stock  being 
entirely  exhausted,  she  resolved  at  last  t^>  travel  to  Marien- 
burgh,  a  city  of  greater  plenty. 

With  her  scanty  wardrobe  packed  up  in  a  wallet,  she  set 
out  on  her  journey  on  foot :  she  was  to  walkthrough  a  region 
miserable  by  nature,  but  rendered  still  more  hideous  by  the 
Swedes  and  Russians,  who,  as  each  happened  to  become 
masters,  plundered  it  at  discretion  :  but  hunger  had  taught  her 
to  despise  the  dangers  and  fatigues  of  the  wav. 
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One  evening  upon  her  journey,  as  she  had  entered  a  cottage 
by  the  way-side,  to  take  up  her  lodging  for  the  night,  she  was 
insulted  by  two  Swedish  soldiers,  who  insisted  upon  qualifying 
her,  as  they  termed  it,  "  to  follow  the  camp."  They  might 
probably  have  carried  their  insults  into  violence,  had  not  a 
subaltern  officer,  accidentally  passing  by,  come  in  to  her  assist- 
ance :  upon  his  appearing,  the  soldiers  immediately  desisted ; 
but  her  thankfulness  was  hardly  greater  than  her  surprise, 
when  she  instantly  recollected  in  her  deliverer,  the  son  of  the 
Lutheran  minister,  her  formerinstructor,  benefactor,  and  friend. 

This  was  a  happj^  interview  for  Catharina  :  the  little  stock 
of  money  she  had  brought  from  home  was  by  this  time  quite 
exhausted  ;  her  clothes  were  gone,  piece  by  piece,  in  order  to 
satisfy  those  who  had  entertained  her  in  their  houses  :  her 
generous  countryman,  therefore,  parted  with  what  he  could 
spare,  to  buy  her  clothes,  furnished  her  with  a  horse,  and  gave 
her  letters  of  recommendation  to  Mr  Gluck,  a  faithful  friend 
of  his  father's,  and  superintendent  at  ]\Iarienburgh. 

Our  beautiful  stranger  had  only  to  appear  to  be  well 
received  ;  she  was  immediately  admitted  into  the  superinten- 
dent's family,  as  governess  to  hi?  two  daughters  ;  and  though 
yet  but  seventeen,  shewed  herself  capable  of  instructing  her 
sex,  not  only  in  virtue,  but  politeness.  Such  was  her  good 
sense  and  beauty,  that  her  master  himself  in  a  short  time 
offered  hiir  his  hand,  which,  to  his  great  surprise,  she  thought 
proper  to  refuse.  Actuated  by  a  piinciple  of  gratitude,  she 
was  resolved  to  marry  her  deliverer  only,  even  though  he  had 
lost  an  arm,  and  was  otherwise  disfigured  by  wounds  in  the 
service. 

In  order,  therefore,  to  prevent  farther  solicitations  from 
others,  as  soon  as  the  officer  came  to  town  upon  duty,  she 
offered  him  her  person,  which  he  accepted  with  transport,  and 
their  nuptials  were  solemnized  as  usual.  But  all  the  lines  of 
her  fortune  were  to  be  striking  :  the  very  day  on  which  they 
were  married,  the  Russians  laid  siege  to  Marienburgh.  The 
unhappy  soldier  had  now  no  tiu)e  to  enjoy  the  well  earned 
pleasures  of  matrimony  ;  he  was  called  off',  before  consumma- 
tion, to  an  attack,  from  which  he  was  never  after  seen  to 
return. 

In  the  meantime  the  siege  went  on  with  fury,  aggra- 
vated on  one  side  by  obstinacy,  on  the  other  by  revenge. 
This  war  between  the  two  northern  powers  at  that  time  was 
truly  barbarous  ;  the  innocent  jieasant,  and  the  harmless  virgin, 
often  shared  the  fate  of  the  soldier  in  arms.      Marienburgh 
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was  taken  by  assault ;  and  such  was  the  fury  of  the  assailants, 
that  not  only  the  garrison,  but  almost  all  the  inhabitants, 
men,  women,  and  children,  were  put  to  the  sword  :  at  length, 
when  the  carnage  was  pretty  well  over,  Catharina  was  found 
hid  in  an  oven. 

She  had  been  hitherto  poor,  but  still  was  free  ;  she  was  now 
to  conform  to  her  hard  fate,  and  learn  what  it  was  to  be  a 
slave  :  in  this  situation,  however,  she  behaved  with  piety  and 
humility ;  and  though  misfortunes  had  abated  her  vivacity, 
yet  she  was  cheerful.  The  fame  of  her  merit  and  resignation 
reached  even  Prince  MenzikofF,  the  Russian  general ;  he 
desired  to  see  her,  was  struck  with  her  beauty,  bought  her 
from  the  soldier  her  master,  and  placed  her  under  the  direc- 
tion of  his  own  sister.  Here  she  was  treated  with  all  the 
respect  which  her  merit  deserved,  while  her  beauty  every  day 
improved  with  her  good  fortune. 

She  had  not  been  long  in  this  situation,  when  Peter  the 
Great,  paying  the  Prince  a  visit,  Catharina  happened  to  come 
in  with  some  dry  fruits,  which  she  served  round  with  peculiar 
modesty.  The  mighty  monarch  saw,  and  was  struck  with  her 
beauty.  He  returned  the  next  day,  called  for  the  beautiful 
slave,  asked  her  several  questions,  and  found  her  understanding 
even  more  perfect  than  her  person. 

He  had  been  forced,  when  young,  to  marry  from  motives  Oi 
interest ;  he  was  now  resolved  to  marry  pursuant  to  his  own 
inclinations.  He  immediately  inquired  the  history  of  the  fair 
Livonian,  who  was  not  yet  eithteen.  He  traced  her  through 
the  vale  of  obscurity,  through  all  the  vicissitudes  of  her  fortune, 
and  found  her  truly  great  in  them  all.  The  meanness  of  her 
birth  was  no  obstruction  to  his  design  :  their  nuptials  were 
solemnized  in  private ;  the  Prince  assuring  his  courtiers,  that 
virtue  alone  was  the  properest  ladder  to  a  throne. 

We  now  see  Catharina,  from  the  low  mud- walled  cottage, 
empress  of  the  greatest  kingdom  upon  earth.  The  poor 
solitary  wanderer  is  now  surrounded  by  thousands,  Mho  find 
happiness  in  her  smile.  She,  who  formerly  wanted  a  meal, 
is  now  capable  of  dift'using  plenty  upon  whole  nations.  To 
her  fortune  she  owed  a  part  of  this  pre-eminence,  but  to  her 
virtues  more. 

She  ever  after  retained  those  great  qualities  which  first 

C laced  her  on  a  throne  ;  and,  while  the  extraordinary  prince, 
er  husband,  laboured  for  the  reformation  of  his  male  subjects, 
she  studied  in  her  turn  the  improvement  of  her  own  sex.  She 
altered  their  dresses,  introduced  mixed  assemblies,  instituted 
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an  order  of  female  knighthood  ;  and  at  length,  when  she  had 
greatly  filled  all  the  stations  of  empress,  friend,  wife  and 
mother,  bravely  died  without  regret,  regretted  by  all. — Adieu. 


LETTER  LXIII. 

FKOSI  LIEN  CHI  ALTAXGI,  TO  FUM  HOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT  OF 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEaiY  AT  PEKIN  IN  CHINA,  j 

In  every  letter  I  expect  accounts  of  some  new  revolutions 
in  China,  some  strange  occurrence  in  the  state,  or  disaster 
among  my  private  acquaintance.  I  open  every  packet  with 
tremulous  expectation,  and  am  agreeably  disappointed  when 
I  find  my  friends  and  my  country  continuing  in  felicity.  I 
wander,  but  they  are  at  rest ;  they  suffer  few  changes  but  what 
pass  in  my  own  restless  imagination  :  it  is  only  the  rapidity  of 
my  own  motion  gives  an  imaginary  swiftness  to  objects  which 
are  in  some  measure  immoveable. 

Yet  believe  me,  my  friend,  that  even  China  itself  is  imper- 
ceptibly degenerating  from  her  ancient  greatness  :  her  laws 
are  now  more  venal,  and  her  merchants  are  more  deceitful 
than  formerly  ;  the  very  arts  and  sciences  have  run  to  decay. 
Observe  the  carvings  on  our  ancient  bridges,  figures  that  add 
grace  even  to  nature  :  there  is  not  an  artist  now  in  all  the 
empire  that  can  imitate  their  beauty.  Our  manufacturers  in 
porcelain,  too,  are  inferior  to  what  we  once  were  famous  for ; 
and  even  Europe  now  begins  to  excel  us.  There  was  a  time 
when  China  was  the  receptacle  for  strangers  ;  when  all  were 
welcome  who  either  came  to  improve  the  state,  or  admire  its 
greatness  ;  now  the  empire  is  shut  up  from  every  foreign 
improvement,  and  the  very  inhabitants  discourage  each  other 
from  prosecuting  their  own  internal  advantages. 

Whence  this  degeneracy  in  a  state  so  little  subject  to  external 
revolutions  ?  how  happens  it  that  China,  which  is  now  more 
powerful  than  ever,  which  is  less  subject  to  foreign  invasions, 
and  even  assisted  in  some  discoveries  by  her  connections  with 
Europe  ;  whence  comes  it,  I  sa^^  that  the  empire  is  thus 
declining  so  fast  into  barbarity  ? 

This  decay  is  surely  from  nature,  and  not  the  result  of 
voluntary  degeneracy.  In  a  period  of  two  or  three  thousand 
years  she  seems  at  proper  intervals  to  produce  great  minds, 
with  an  effort  resembling  that  which  introduces  the  vicissitudes 
of  seasons.  They  rise  up  at  once,  continue  for  an  age,  enlighten 
the  world,  fall  like  ripened  corn,  and  mankind  again  gradually 
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relapse  into  pristine  barbarity.  We  little  ones  look  around, 
are  amazed  at  the  decline,  seek  after  the  causes  of  this  invisible 
decay,  attribute  to  want  of  encouragement  what  really  proceeds 
from  want  of  power,  are  astonished  to  find  every  art  and  every 
science  in  the  decline,  not  considering  that  autumn  is  over, 
and  fatigued  nature  again  begins  to  repose  for  some  succeeding 
effort. 

Some  periods  have  been  remarkable  for  the  production  of 
men  of  extraordinary  stature  ;  others  for  producing  some 
particular  animals  in  great  abundance  ;  some  for  excessive 
plenty  ;  and  others  again  for  seemingly  causeless  famine. 
Nature,  which  shews  herself  so  very  different  in  her  visible 
productions,  must  surely  differ  also  from  herself  in  the  produc- 
tion of  minds  ;  and  while  she  astonishes  one  age  with  the 
strength  and  stature  of  a  Milo  or  a  Maximin,  may  bless  another 
^^^th  the  wisdom  of  a  Plato,  or  the  goodness  of  an  Antonine. 

Let  us  not,  then,  attribute  to  accident  the  falling  off  of  every 
nation,  but  to  the  natural  revolution  of  things.  Often  in  the 
darkest  ages  there  has  appeared  some  one  man  of  surprising 
abilities,  who,  with  all  his  understanding,  failed  to  bring  his 
barbarous  age  into  refinement  :  all  mankind  seemed  to  sleep, 
till  nature  gave  the  general  call,  and  then  the  whole  world 
seemed  at  once  roused  at  the  voice  ;  science  triumphed  in 
every  country,  and  the  brightness  of  a  single  genius  seemed 
lost  in  a  galaxy  of  contiguous  glory. 

Thus  the  enlightened  periods  in  every  age  have  been 
universal.  At  the  time  when  China  first  began  to  emerge 
from  barbarity,  the  Western  world  was  equally  rising  into 
refinement  ;  when  we  had  our  Yau,*  they  had  their  Sesostris. 
In  succeeding  ages,  Confucius  and  Pythagoras  seem  born 
nearly  together,  and  a  train  of  philosophers  then  sprung  up  as 
well  in  Greece  as  in  China.  The  period  of  renewed  barbarity 
began  to  have  a  universal  spread  much  about  the  same  time, 
and  continued  for  several  centuries,  till,  in  the  year  of  the 
Christian  era,  1400,  the  Emperor  Yonglo  arose  to  revive  the 
learning  of  the  East ;  while  about  the  same  time,  the  Medicean 
family  laboured  in  Italy  to  raise  infant  genius  from  the  cradle. 
Thus  we  see  politeness  spreading  over  every  part  of  the 
world  in  one  age,  and  barbarity  succeeding  in  another ;  at  one 
period  a  blaze  of  light  diffusing  itself  over  the  whole  world, 
and  at  another  all  mankind  wrapped  up  in  the  profoundest 
ignorance. 

Such  has  been  the  situation  of  things  in  times  past,  and 

•  Yau  was  the  seventh  emperor  after  Fo-hi,  who  invented  the  Chinese 
characters,  and  is  supposed  tu  be  the  same  with  Noah.  —  U. 
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such,  probably,  it  will  ever  be.  China,  I  have  observed,  has 
evidently  begun  to  degenerate  from  its  former  politeness  ;  and 
were  the  learning  of  the  Europeans  at  present  candidly  con- 
sidered, the  decline  would  perhaps  appear  to  have  already 
taken  place.  We  should  find  among  the  natives  of  the  West, 
the  study  of  morality  disjjlaced  for  mathematical  disquisition, 
or  metaphysical  subtleties  ;  we  should  find  learning  begin  to 
separate  from  the  useful  duties  and  concerns  of  life,  while 
none  ventured  to  aspire  after  that  character,  but  they  who 
know  much  more  than  is  truly  amusing  or  useful.  We  should 
find  every  great  attempt  suppressed  by  prudence,  and  the 
rapturous  sublimity  in  writing  cooled  by  a  cautious  fear  of 
offence.  We  should  find  few  of  those  daring  spirits,  who 
bravely  ventured  to  be  wrong,  and  who  are  willing  to  hazard 
much  for  the  sake  of  great  acquisitions.  Providence  has 
indulged  the  world  with  a  period  of  almost  four  hundred 
years'  refinement ;  does  it  not  now  by  degrees  sink  us  into 
our  former  ignorance,  leaving  us  only  the  love  of  wisdom, 
while  it  deprives  us  of  its  advantages?  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXIV. 

TO  THE  S.UIE. 

The  princes  of  Europe  have  found  out  a  manner  of  reward- 
ing their  subjects  who  have  behaved  well,  by  presenting  them 
with  about  two  yards  of  blue  riband,  which  is  worn  about  the 
ehoulder.  They  who  are  honoured  with  this  mark  of  distinc- 
tion are  called  knights,  and  the  king  himself  is  always  the 
head  of  the  order.  This  is  a  very  frugal  method  of  recom- 
pensing the  most  important  services  ;  and  it  is  very  fortunate 
for  kings  that  their  subjects  are  satisfied  with  such  trifling 
rewards.  Should  a  nobleman  happen  to  lose  his  leg  in  a 
battle,  the  king  presents  him  with  two  yards  of  riband,  and 
he  is  paid  for  the  loss  of  his  limb.  Sliould  an  ambassador 
spend  all  his  paternal  fortune  in  supporting  the  honour  of  his 
country  abroad,  the  king  presents  him  with  two  yards  of 
riband,  which  is  to  be  considered  as  an  equivalent  to  his 
estate.  In  short,  while  an  European  king  has  a  yard  of  blue 
or  green  riband  left,*  he  need  be  under  no  apprehensions  of 
wanting  statesmen,  generals,  and  soldiers. 

I  cannot  sufficientiv  admire  those  kingdoms  in  which  men 
with  large  patrimonial  estates  are  willing  thus  to  undergo  real 

•  The  blue  riband  is  worn  by  the  Kniglits  of  the  Garter,  and  the 
jrcen  by  those  of  the  Thistle —  B. 
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hardships  for  empty  favours.  A  person,  already  possessed  of 
a  competent  fortune,  who  undertakes  to  enter  the  career  of 
ambition,  feels  many  real  inconveniences  from  his  station, 
while  it  procures  him  no  real  happiness  that  he  was  not 
possessed  of  before.  He  could  eat,  drink,  and  sleep,  before 
he  became  a  courtier,  as  well,  perhaps  better,  than  when 
invested  with  his  authorit}\  He  could  command  flatterers  in 
a  private  station,  as  well  as  in  his  public  capacity,  and  indulge 
at  home  every  favourite  inclination,  uncensured  and  unseen 
by  the  people. 

What  real  good,  then,  does  an  addition  to  a  fortune  already 
sufficient  procure  ?  Not  any.  Could  the  great  man,  by  having 
his  fortune  increased,  increase  also  his  appetites,  then  prece- 
dence might  be  attended  with  real  amusement. 

Was  he,  by  having  his  one  thousand  made  two,  thus 
enabled  to  enjoy  two  wives,  or  eat  two  dinners,  then,  indeed, 
he  might  be  excused  for  undergoing  some  pain,  in  order  to 
extend  the  sphere  of  his  enjoyments.  But,  on  the  contrary, 
he  finds  his  desire  for  pleasure  often  lessen,  as  he  takes  pains 
to  be  able  to  improve  it ;  and  his  capacity  of  enjoyment 
diminishes  as  his  fortune  happens  to  increase. 

Instead,  therefore,  of  regarding  the  great  Avith  envy,  ] 
generally  consider  them  with  some  share  of  compassion.  I 
look  upon  them  as  a  set  ot  good-natured,  misguided  people, 
who  are  indebted  to  us,  and  not  to  themselves,  for  all  the 
happiness  they  enjoj'.  For  our  pleasure,  and  not  their  own, 
they  sweat  under  a  cumbrous  heap  of  finery  ;  for  our  pleasure, 
the  lackeyed  train,  the  slow  parading  pageant,  with  all  the 
gravity  of  grandeur,  moves  in  review  :  a  single  coat,  or  a 
single  footman,  answers  all  the  purposes  of  the  most  indolent 
refinement  as  well  ;  and  those  who  have  twenty,  may  be  said 
to  keep  one  for  their  own  pleasure,  and  the  other  nineteen 
merely  for  ours.  So  true  is  the  observation  of  Confucius, 
"  That  we  take  greater  pains  to  persuade  others  that  we  are 
happy,  than  endeavouring  to  think  so  ourselves." 

But  though  this  desire  of  being  seen,  of  being  made  the 
subject  of  discourse,  and  of  supporting  the  dignities  of  an 
exalted  station,  be  troublesome  enough  to  the  ambitious,  yet 
it  is  well  for  society  that  there  are  men  thus  willing  to  exchange 
ease  and  safety  for  danger  and  a  riband.  We  lose  nothing  by 
their  vanity,  and  it  would  be  unkind  to  endeavour  to  deprive 
a  child  of  its  rattle.  If  a  duke  or  a  dutchess  are  willing  to 
carry  a  long  train  for  our  entertainment,  so  much  the  worse 
for  themselves  ;  if  they  choose  to  exhibit  in  public,  with  a 
hundred  lackeys  and  mamelukes  in  their  equipage,  for  our 
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entertainment,  still  so  much  the  worse  for  themselves;  it  is 
the  spectators  alone  who  give  and  receive  the  pleasure ;  they 
only  are  the  sweating  figures  that  swell  the  pageant. 

A  mandarine,  who  took  much  pride  in  appearing  with  a 
number  of  jewels  on  every  part  of  his  robe,  was  once  accosted 
by  an  old  sly  bonze,  who,  following  him  through  several 
streets,  and  bowing  often  to  the  ground,  thanked  him  for  his 
jewels.  "  What  docs  the  man  mean  ?  "  cried  the  mandarine  : 
"  Friend,  I  never  gave  thee  any  of  my  jewels."  — "  No," 
replied  the  other  ;  "  but  you  have  let  me  look  at  them,  and 
that  is  all  the  use  you  can  make  of  them  yourself;  so  there  is 
no  difference  between  us,  except  that  you  have  the  trouble  of 
watching  them,  and  that  is  an  ciiiployraent  I  don't  much 
desire."  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Though  not  very  fond  of  seeing  a  pageant  myself,  yet  I 
am  generally  pleased  with  being  in  the  crowd  which  sees  it : 
it  is  amusing  to  observe  the  effect  which  such  a  spectacle  has 
upon  the  variety  of  faces  ;  the  pleasure  it  excites  in  some, 
the  envy  in  others,  and  the  wishes  it  raises  in  all.  With  this 
design  1  lately  went  to  see  the  entry  of  a  foreign  ambassador, 
resolved  to  make  one  in  the  mob,  to  shout  as  they  shouted,  to 
fix  with  earnestness  upon  the  same  frivolous  objects,  and 
participate  for  a  while  the  pleasures  and  the  wishes  of  the 
vulgar. 

Struggling  here  for  some  time,  in  order  to  be  first  to  see 
the  cavalcade  as  it  passed,  some  one  of  the  crowd  unluckily 
happened  to  tread  upon  my  shoe,  and  tore  it  in  such  a  manner, 
that  I  was  utterly  unqualified  to  march  forward  with  the  main 
bodjs  and  obii;4"ed  to  fall  back  in  the  rear.  Thus  rendered 
incapable  of  being  a  spectator  of  the  show  myself,  I  was  at 
least  willing  to  observe  the  spectators,  and  limped  behind  like 
one  of  the  invalids  which  follow  the  march  of  an  army. 

In  this  plight,  as  I  was  considering  the  eagerness  that 
appeared  on  every  face,  how  some  bustled  to  get  foremost, 
and  others  contented  themselves  with  taking  a  transient  peep 
when  they  could  ;  how  some  j)raised  the  four  black  servants 
that  were  stuck  behind  one  of  the  equijjages,  and  some  the 
ribands  that  decorated  the  horses'  necks  in  another,  my  atten- 
tion was  called  off  to  an  object  more  extraordinary  than  any  I 
had  yet  seen  :  a  poor  cobbler  sat  in  his  stall  by  the  way- side, 
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and  continued  to  work,  while  the  crowd  passed  by,  without 
testifying  the  smallest  share  of  curiosity.  1  own  his  want  of 
attention  excited  mine  ;  and  as  I  stood  in  need  of  his  assis- 
tance, I  thought  it  best  to  employ  a  philosophic  cobbler  on 
this  occasion.  Perceiving  my  business,  therefore,  he  desired 
me  to  enter  and  sit  down,  took  my  shoe  in  his  lap,  and  began 
to  mend  it  with  his  usual  indifference  and  taciturnity. 

"  How,  ray  friend,"  said  I  to  him,  "  can  you  continue  to 
work,  while  all  those  fine  things  are  passing  by  your  door  ?  " 
"  Very  fine  they  are,  master,"  returned  the  cobbler,  "  for  those 
that  like  them,  to  be  sure  ;  but  what  are  all  those  fine  things 
to  me  ?  You  don't  know  what  it  is  to  be  a  cobbler,  and  so 
much  the  better  for  yourself.  Your  bread  is  baked  :  you 
may  go  and  see  sights  the  whole  day,  and  eat  a  warm  supper 
when  you  come  home  at  night  ;  but  for  me,  if  I  should  run 
hunting  after  all  these  fine  folk,  what  should  I  get  by  my 
journey  but  an  appetite,  and,  God  help  me  !  I  have  too  much 
of  that  at  home  already,  without  stirring  out  for  it.  Your 
people,  who  may  eat  four  meals  a-day,  and  a  supper  at  night, 
are  but  a  bad  example  to  such  a  one  as  I.  No,  master,  as 
God  has  called  me  into  this  world  in  order  to  mend  old  shoes, 
I  have  no  business  with  fine  folk,  and  they  no  business  with 
me."  I  here  interrupted  him  with  a  smile.  "  See  this  last, 
msister,"  continues  he,  "  and  this  hammer  ;  this  last  and 
hammer  are  the  two  best  friends  I  have  in  this  world  ;  nobody 
else  will  be  my  friend,  because  I  want  a  friend.  The  great 
folks  you  saw  pass  bj'  just  now  have  five  hundred  friends, 
because  they  have  no  occasion  for  them  :  now,  while  I  stick 
to  my  good  friends  here,  I  am  very  contented ;  but  when  I 
ever  so  little  run  after  sights  and  fine  things,  I  begin  to  hate 
my  work ;  I  grow  sad,  and  have  no  heart  to  mend  shoes  any 
longer." 

This  discourse  only  served  to  raise  my  curiosity  to  know 
more  of  a  man  whom  nature  had  thus  formed  into  a  philosopher. 
I  therefore  insensibly  led  him  into  a  history  of  his  adventures  : 
"  I  have  lived,"  said  he,  "  a  wandering  sort  of  a  life  now  five- 
and-fifty  years,  here  to-day,  and  gone  to-morrow  ;  for  it 
was  my  misfortune,  when  I  was  young,  to  be  fond  of  changing." 
— "  You  have  been  a  traveller,  then,  I  presume,"  interrupted 
I.  '•  I  cannot  boast  much  of  travelling,"  continued  he,  "  for  I 
have  never  left  the  parish  in  which  I  was  born  but  three  times 
in  my  life,  that  I  can  remember  ;  but  then  there  is  not  a  street 
in  the  whole  neighbourhood  that  I  have  not  lived  in,  at  some 
time  or  another.     When  I  began  to  settle  and  to  take  to  my 
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business  in  one  street,  some  unforeseen  misfortune,  or  a  desire 
of  tryino:  my  luck  elsewhere,  has  removed  me,  perhaps  a 
whole  mile  away  from  my  former  customers,  while  some  more 
lucky  cobbler  would  come  into  my  place,  and  make  a  handsome 
fortune  among  friends  of  my  making  :  there  was  one  who 
actually  died  in  a  stall  that  I  had  left,  worth  seven  pounds 
seven  shillings,  all  in  hard  gold,  which  he  had  quilted  into  the 
waistband  of  his  breeches." 

I  could  not  but  smile  at  these  migrations  of  a  man  by  the 
fireside,  and  continued  to  ask  if  he  had  ever  been  married. 
"  Ay,  that  I  have,  master,"  replied  he,  "  for  sixteen  long  years  ; 
and  a  weary  life  I  had  of  it,  Heaven  knows.  My  wife  took  it 
into  her  head,  that  the  only  way  to  thrive  in  this  world  was  to 
save  money  ;  so,  though  our  comings-in  were  but  about  three 
shillings  a-week,  all  that  ever  she  could  lay  her  hands  upon  she 
used  to  hide  away  from  me,  though  we  were  obliged  to  starve 
the  whole  week  after  for  it. 

"  The  first  three  years  we  used  to  quarrel  about  this  every 
day,  and  I  always  got  the  better  ;  but  she  had  a  hard  spirit, 
and  still  continued  to  hide  as  usual  :  so  that  I  was  at  last  tired 
of  quarreling  and  getting  the  better,  and  she  scraped  and 
scraped  at  pleasure,  till  I  was  almost  starved  to  death.  Her 
conduct  drove  uic  at  last  in  despair  to  the  alehouse  ;  here  I 
used  to  sit  with  people  who  hated  home  like  myself,  drank 
while  I  had  money  left,  and  ran  in  score  when  any  body  would 
trust  me  ;  till  at  last  the  landlady  coming  one  day  with  a  long 
bill  when  I  was  from  home,  and  putting  it  into  my  wife's  hands, 
the  length  of  it  etfectually  broke  her  heart.  I  searched  the 
whole  stall,  after  she  was  dead,  for  money,  but  she  had  hidden 
it  so  effectually,  that,  with  all  my  pains,  I  could  never  find  a 
farthing." 

By  this  time  my  shoe  was  mended,  and  satisfying  the  poor 
artist  for  his  trouble,  and  rewarding  him  besides  for  his  infor- 
mation, I  took  ray  leave,  and  returned  home  to  lengthen  out 
the  amusement  his  conversation  aflbrded,  by  communicating  it 
to  my  friend.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXVI. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  IIINGPO,  BY  THE  WAY  OF 
MOSCOW. 

Generosity,   properly   applied,   will   supply   every  other 
external  advantage  in  life,  but  the  love  of  those  we  converse 
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with  ;  it  will  procure  esteem,  and  <i  conduct  resembling  real 
affection  ;  but  actual  love  is  the  spontaneous  production  of  the 
mind  ;  no  generosity  can  purchase,  no  rewards  increase,  nor  no 
liberality  continue  it :  the  very  person  who  is  obliged,  has  it 
not  in  his  power  to  force  his  lingering  affections  upon  the 
object  he  should  love,  and  voluntarily  mix  passion  with 
gratitude. 

Imparted  fortune,  and  well-placed  liberality,  may  procure 
the  benefactor  good-will,  may  load  the  person  obliged  with 
the  sense  of  the  duty  he  lies  under  to  retaliate  ;  this  is  grati- 
tude ;  and  simple  gratitude,  untinctured  with  love,  is  all  the 
return  an  ingenuous  mind  can  bestow  for  former  benefits. 

But  gratitude  and  love  are  almost  opposite  affections  ;  love 
is  often  an  involuntary  passion,  placed  upon  our  companions 
without  our  consent,  and  frequently  conferred  without  our 
previous  esteem.  We  love  some  men,  we  know  not  why  ; 
our  tenderness  is  naturally  excited  in  all  their  concerns  ;  we 
excuse  their  faults  with  the  same  indulgence,  and  approve 
their  virtues  with  the  same  applause  with  which  we  consider 
our  own.  While  we  entertain  the  passion,  it  pleases  us ;  we 
cherish  it  with  delight,  and  give  it  up  with  reluctance  ;  and 
love  for  love  is  all  the  reward  we  expect  or  desire. 

Gratitude,  on  the  contrary,  is  never  conferred,  but  where 
there  have  been  previous  endeavours  to  excite  it ;  we  consider 
it  as  a  debt,  and  our  spirits  wear  a  load  till  we  have  discharged 
the  obligation.  Every  acknowledgment  of  gratitude  is  a 
circumstance  of  humiliation  ;  and  some  are  found  to  submit  to 
frequent  mortifications  of  this  kind,  proclaiming  what  obliga- 
tions they  owe,  merely  because  they  think  it  in  some  measure 
cancels  the  debt. 

Thus  love  is  the  most  easy  and  agreeable,  and  gratitude  the 
most  humiliating  affection  of  the  mind  :  we  never  reflect  on 
the  man  we  love,  without  exulting  in  our  choice,  while  he  who 
has  bound  us  to  him  by  benefits  alone,  rises  to  our  idea  as  a 

{)erson  to  whom  we  have  in  some  measure  forfeited  our 
reedom.  Love  and  gratitude  are  seldom,  therefore,  found  in 
the  same  breast  witliout  impairing  each  other ;  we  may 
tender  the  one  or  the  other  singly  to  those  we  converse  with, 
but  cannot  command  both  together.  By  attempting  to  in- 
crease, we  diminish  them  ;  the  mind  becomes  bankrupt  under 
too  large  obligations  ;  all  additional  benefits  lessen  every 
hope  of  future  return,  and  bar  up  every  avenue  that  leads  to 
tenderness. 

In  all  our  connections  with  society,  therefore,  it  is  not  only 


192  CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD. 

generous,  but  prudent,  to  appear  insensible  of  the  value  of 
those  favours  we  bestow,  and  endeavour  to  make  the  obliga- 
tion seem  as  slight  as  possible.  Love  must  be  taken  by 
stratagem,  and  not  by  open  force  :  we  should  seem  ignorant 
that  we  oblige,  and  leave  the  mind  at  full  liberty  to  give  or 
refuse  its  affections  ;  for  constraint  may  indeed  leave  the 
receiver  still  grateful,  but  it  will  certainly  produce  disgust. 

If  to  procure  gratitude  be  our  only  aim,  there  is  no  great 
art  in  making  the  acquisition  ;  a  benefit  conferred  demands  a 
just  acknowledgment,  and  we  have  a  right  to  insist  upon  our 
due. 

But  it  were  much  more  prudent  to  forego  our  right  on  such 
an  occasion,  and  exchange  it,  if  we  can,  for  love.  We  receive 
but  little  advantage  from  repeated  protestations  of  gratitude, 
but  they  cost  him  very  much  from  whom  we  exact  them  in 
return  :  exacting  a  grateful  acknowledgment,  is  demanding  a 
debt  by  which  the  creditor  is  not  advantaged,  and  the  debtor 
pays  with  reluctance. 

As  Mentius,  the  philosopher,  was  travelling  in  pursuit  of 
wisdom,  night  overtook  him  at  the  foot  of  a  gloomy  mountain, 
remote  from  the  habitations  of  men.  Here,  as  he  %vas 
straying,  while  rain  and  thunder  conspired  to  make  solitude 
still  more  hideous,  he  perceived  a  hermit's  cell,  and,  approach- 
ing, asked  for  shelter  :  "  Enter,"  cries  the  hermit,  in  a  severe 
tone  ;  "men  deserve  not  to  be  obliged, but  it  would  be  imitating 
their  ingratitude  to  treat  them  as  they  deserve.  Come  in  .- 
examples  of  vice  may  sometimes  strengthen  us  in  the  ways  of 
virtue." 

After  a  frugal  meal,  which  consisted  of  roots  and  tea, 
Mentius  could  not  repress  his  curiosity  to  know  why  the 
hermit  had  retired  from  mankind,  the  actions  of  whom  taught 
the  truest  lessons  of  wisdom.  "  Mention  not  the  name  of  man," 
cries  the  hermit,  with  indignation  ;  "  here  let  me  live  retired 
from  a  base  ungrateful  world  ;  here  among  the  beasts  of  the 
forest  I  shall  find  no  flatterers  :  the  lion  is  a  generous  enemy, 
and  the  dog  a  faithful  friend  ;  but  man,  base  man,  can  poison 
the  bowl,  and  smile  while  he  presents  it!"  — "  You  have  been 
used  ill  by  mankind?"  interrupted  the  philosopher  shrewdly. 
"  Yes,"  returned  the  hermit,  "  on  mankind  I  have  exhausted 
my  whole  fortune,  and  this  staff,  and  that  cup,  and  those  roots, 
are  all  that  I  have  in  return." — "  Did  you  bestow  your  fortune, 
or  did  you  only  lend  it?"  returned  Mentius. — "  I  bestowed 
it  undoubtedly,"  replied  the  other,  "  for  where  were  the  merit 
of  being  a  money-lender?"  — "  Did  they  ever  own  that  they 
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received  it?"  still  adds  the  philosopher. — "  A  thousand  times," 
cries  the  hermit ;  "  they  every  day  loaded  me  with  professions 
of  gratitude  for  obligations  received,  and  solicitations  for  future 
favours."  — "  If,  then,''  says  Mentius,  smiling,  "  you  did  not 
lend  your  fortune  in  order  to  have  it  returned,  it  is  unjust  to 
accuse  them  of  ingratitude  ;  they  owned  themselves  obliged, 
you  expected  no  more,  and  they  certainly  earned  each  favour  by 
frequently  acknowledging  the  obligation."  The  hermit  was 
struck  with  the  reply,  and  surveying  his  guest  with  emotion, — 
"  I  have  heard  of  the  great  Mentius,  and  you  certainly  are  the 
man  :  1  am  now  fourscore  years  old,  but  still  a  child  in  wisdom  ; 
take  me  back  to  the  school  of  man,  and  educate  me  as  one  of 
the  most  ignorant  and  the  youngest  of  your  disciples  ! " 

Indeed,  my  son,  it  is  better  to  have  friends  in  our  passage 
through  life  than  grateful  dependants,  and  as  love  is  a  more 
willing,  so  it  is  a  more  lasting  tribute  than  extorted  obligation. 
As  we  are  uneasy  when  greatly  obliged,  gratitude  once  refused 
CJin  never  after  be  recovered  :  the  mind  that  is  base  enough 
to  disallow  the  just  return,  instead  of  feeling  any  uneasiness 
upon  recollection,  triumphs  in  its  new  acquired  freedom,  and, 
in  some  measure,  is  pleased  with  conscious  baseness. 

Very  different  is  the  situation  of  disagreeing  friends  :  their 
separation  produces  mutual  uneasiness  ;  like  that  divided  being 
in  fabulous  creation,  their  sympathetic  souls  once  more  desire 
their  former  union  ;  the  joys  of  both  are  imperfect ;  their  gayest 
moments  tinctured  with  uneasiness  ;  each  seeks  for  the  smallest 
concessions  to  clear  the  way  to  a  wished-for  exjjlanation  ;  the 
most  trifling  acknowledgment,  the  slightest  accident,  serves 
to  effect  a  mutual  reconciliation. 

But  instead  of  pursuing  the  thought,  permit  me  to  soften 
the  severity  of  advice,  by  a  European  story,  which  will  fully 
illustrate  my  meaning. 

A  fiddler  and  his  wife,  who  had  rubbed  through  life,  as  most 
couples  usually  do,  sometimes  good  friends,  at  others  not  quite 
so  well,  one  day  happened  to  have  a  dispute,  which  was  con- 
ducted with  becoming  spirit  on  both  sides.  The  wife  was 
sure  she  was  right,  and  the  husband  was  resolved  to  have  his 
own  way.  What  was  to  be  done  in  such  a  case?  the  quarrel 
grew  worse  by  explanations,  and  at  last  the  fury  of  both  rose 
to  such  a  pitch,  that  they  made  a  vow  never  to  sleep  together 
in  the  same  bed  for  the  future.  This  was  the  most  rash  vow 
that  could  be  imagined,  for  they  were  still  friends  at  bottom, 
and  besides,  they  had  but  one  bed  in  the  house  :  however, 
resolved  they  weie  to  go  through  with  it,  and  at  night  the 

K 


194  CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD. 

fiddle-case  was  laid  in  the  bed  between  them,  in  order  to  make 
a  separation.  In  this  manner  they  continued  for  three  weeks  ; 
every  night  the  fiddle-case  being  placed  as  a  barrier  to  divide 
them. 

By  this  time,  however,  each  heartily  repented  of  their  vow, 
their  resentment  was  at  an  end,  and  their  love  began  to  return  ; 
they  wished  the  fiddle-case  away,  but  both  had  too  much  spirit 
to  begin.  One  night,  however,  as  they  were  both  lying  awake 
with  the  detested  fiddle-case  between  them,  the  husband  hap- 
pened to  sneeze,  to  which  the  wife,  as  is  usual  in  such  oases, 
bid  God  bless  him.  "Ay,  but,"  returns  the  husband,  "woman, 
do  you  say  that  from  you  heart?" — "  Indeed  I  do,  my  poor 
Nicholas,"  cries  his  wife  ;  "  I  say  it  with  all  my  heart."  — "  If 
so,  then,"  says  the  husband,  "  we  had  as  good  remove  the 
fiddle-case." 

LETTER  LXVII. 

TO  THE  S.\3IE. 

Books,  my  son,  while  they  teach  us  to  respect  the  interests 
of  others,  often  make  us  unmindful  of  our  own  ;  while  they 
instruct  the  youthful  reader  to  grasp  at  social  happiness,  he 
grows  miserable  in  detail,  and,  attentive  to  universal  harmony, 
often  forsets  that  he  himself  has  a  part  to  sustain  in  the  con- 
cert. I  dislike,  therefore,  the  philosopher,  who  describes  the 
inconveniences  of  life  in  such  pleasing  colours  that  the  pupil 
grows  enamoured  of  distress,  longs  to  try  the  charms  of  poverty, 
meets  it  without  dread,  nor  fears  its  inconveniences  till  he 
severely  feels  them. 

A  youth  who  has  thus  spent  his  life  among  books,  new  to  the 
world,  and  unacquainted  with  man  but  by  philosophic  informa- 
tion, may  be  considered  as  a  being  whose  n)ind  is  filled  with 
the  vulgar  errors  of  the  wise  ;  utterly  unqualified  for  a  journey 
through  life,  yet  confident  of  his  own  skill  in  the  direction,  he 
sets  out  with  confidence,  blunders  on  with  vanity,  and  finds 
himself  at  last  undone. 

He  first  has  learned  from  books,  and  then  lays  it  down  as  a 
maxim,  that  all  mankind  are  virtuous  or  vicious  in  excess  ;  and 
he  has  been  long  taught  to  detest  vice,  and  love  virtue  :  warm, 
therefore,  in  attachments,  and  steadfast  in  enmity,  he  treats 
every  creature  as  a  friend  or  ibe  ;  expects  from  those  he  loves 
unerring  integrity,  and  consigns  his  enemies  to  the  reproach  of 
wanting  every  virtue.  On  this  princi])le  he  proceeds  ;  and 
here  begin  his  disappointments.     Upon  a  closer  inspection  of 
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numan  nature  he  perceives,  that  he  should  have  moderated  his 
friendship,  and  softened  his  severity  ;  for  he  often  finds  the 
excellencies  of  one  part  of  mankind  clouded  with  vice,  and  the 
faults  of  the  other  brightened  with  virtue  ;  he  finds  no  character 
BO  sanctified  that  has  not  its  failings,  none  so  infamous  but  has 
somewhat  to  attract  our  esteem :  he  beholds  impiety  in  lawn, 
and  fidelity  in  fetters. 

He  now,  therefore,  but  too  late,  perceives  that  his  regards 
should  have  been  more  cool,  and  his  hatred  less  violent  ;  that 
the  truly  wise  seldom  court  romantic  friendships  with  the 
good,  and  avoid,  if  possible,  the  resentment  even  of  the  wicked  .- 
every  moment  gives  him  fresh  instances  that  the  bonds  of 
friendship  are  broken,  if  drawn  too  closely,  and  that  those 
whom  he  has  treated  with  disrespect  more  than  retaliate  the 
injury  ;  at  length,  therefore,  he  is  obliged  to  confess,  that  he 
has  declared  war  upon  the  vicious  half  of  mankind,  without 
being  able  to  form  an  alliance  among  the  virtuous  to  espouse 
his  quarrel. 

Our  book-taught  philosopher,  however,  is  now  too  far 
advanced  to  recede  ;  and  though  poverty  be  the  just  conse- 
quence of  the  many  enemies  his  conduct  has  created,  yet  he  is 
resolved  to  meet  it  without  shrinking.  Philosophers  have 
described  poverty  in  most  charming  colours,  and  even  his 
vanity  is  touched  in  thinking,  that  he  shall  shew  the  world,  in 
himself,  one  more  example  of  patience,  fortitude,  and  resigna- 
tion. "  Come,  then,  O  Poverty !  for  what  is  there  in  thee 
dreadful  to  the  Wise?  Temperance,  Health,  and  Frugality 
walk  in  thy  train  ;  Cheerfulness  and  Liberty  are  ever  thy 
companions.  Shall  any  be  ashamed  of  thee,  of  whom  Cincin- 
natus  was  not  ashamed  ?  The  running  brook,  the  herbs  of 
the  field,  can  amply  satisfy  nature  ;  man  wants  but  little,  nor 
that  little  long.*  Come,  then,  O  Poverty,  while  kings  stand 
by,  and  gaze  with  admiration  at  the  true  philosopher's  resigna- 
tion." 

The  goddess  appears  ;  for  Poverty  ever  comes  at  the  call  ; 
but,  alas  !  he  finds  her  by  no  means  the  charming  figure  books 
and  his  warm  imagination  had  painted.  As  when  an  Eastern 
bride,  whom  her  friends  and  relations  had  long  described  as  a 
model  of  perfection,  pays  her  first  visit,  the  longing  bridegroom 

»  Man  wanU  but  little,  nor  that  little  lon^. 

Youno's  Night  Thmighlt. 

Goldsmith  repeats  the  same  thought,  nearly  in  the  same  words,  in  his 
Hermit,  — 

Man  wants  but  little  Iutc  below. 
Nor  want!  that  little  long.  —  11. 
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lifts  the  veil  to  see  a  face  he  had  never  seen  before  ;  but  instead 
of  a  countenance  blazing  with  beautj"^  like  the  sun,  he  beholds 
deformity  shooting  icicles  to  his  heart  :  such  appears  Poverty 
to  her  new  entertainer  ;  all  the  fabric  of  enthusiasm  is  at 
once  demolished,  and  a  thousand  miseries  rise  up  on  its  ruins, 
while  Contempt,  with  pointing  finger,  is  foremost  in  the  hideous 
procession. 

The  poor  man  now  finds  that  he  can  get  no  kings  to  look  at 
him  while  he  is  eating  ;  he  finds  that  in  proportion  as  he  grows 
poor,  the  world  turns  its  back  upon  him,  and  gives  him  leave 
to  act  the  philosopher  in  all  the  majesty  of  solitude.  It  might 
be  agreeable  enoueh  to  play  the  philosopher  while  we  are 
conscious  that  mankind  are  spectators  ;  but  what  signifies 
wearing  the  mask  of  sturdy  contentment,  and  mounting  the 
stage  of  restraint,  when  not  one  creature  will  assist  at  the 
exhibition !  Thus  is  he  forsaken  of  men,  while  his  fortitude 
wants  the  satisfaction  even  of  self-applause  :  for  either  he  does 
not  feel  his  present  calamities,  and  that  is  natural  insensibility  ; 
or  he  disguises  his  feelings,  and  that  is  dissimulation. 

Spleen  now  begins  to  take  up  the  man  :  not  distinguishing 
in  his  resentments,  he  regards  all  mankind  with  detestation, 
and  commencing  man-hater,  seeks  solitude  to  be  at  liberty  to 
rail. 

It  has  been  said,  that  he  who  retires  to  solitude  is  either  a 
beast  or  an  angel.  The  censure  is  too  severe,  and  the  praise 
unmerited  ;  the  discontented  being,  who  retires  from  society, 
is  generally  some  good-natured  man,  who  has  begun  life 
without  experience,  and  knew  not  how  to  gain  it  in  his  inter- 
course with  mankind. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXVIII. 

l-ROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  FUM  HOA.M,  FIRST  PRESIDENT 
OF  THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADE.MV  AT  PEKIN  IN  CHINA. 

I  FORMERLY  acquainted  thee,  most  grave  Fum,  with  the 
excellence  of  the  English  in  the  art  of  healing.  The  Chinese 
boast  their  skill  in  pulses,  the  Siamese  their  botanical  know- 
ledge, but  the  English  advertising  ])hysicians  alone  of  being 
the  great  restorers  of  htaltli,  the  dispensers  of  youth,  and  the 
insurers  of  longevity.  I  can  never  enough  admire  the  sagacity 
of  this  country,  for  the  encouragement  given  to  the  professors 
of  this  art  :  with  what  indulgence  does  she  foster  up  those  of 
her  own  growth,  and   kindly  cherish  those  that  come  from 
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abroad  I  Like  a  skilful  gardener,  she  invites  them  from  every 
foreign  climate  to  herself.  Here  every  great  exotic  strikes 
root  as  soon  as  imported,  and  feels  the  genial  beam  of  favour  ; 
while  the  mighty  metropolis,  like  one  vast  magnificent  dung- 
hill, receives  tnem  indiscriminately  to  her  breast,  and  supplies 
each  with  more  than  native  nourishment. 

In  other  countries,  the  physician  pretends  to  cure  disorders 
in  the  lump  :  the  same  doctor  who  combats  the  gout  in  the  toe, 
shall  pretend  to  prescribe  for  a  pain  in  the  head ;  and  he  who 
at  one  time  cures  a  consumption,  shall  at  another  give  drugs 
for  a  dropsy.  How  absurd  and  ridiculous!  this  is  being  a 
mere  jack-of-all  trades.  Is  the  animal  machine  less  complicated 
than  a  brass  pin  ?  Not  less  than  ten  different  hands  are 
required  to  make  a  pin ;  and  shall  the  body  be  set  right  by  one 
single  operator  ? 

The  English  are  sensible  of  the  force  of  this  reasoning ; 
they  have,  therefore,  one  doctor  for  the  eyes,  another  for  the 
toes  ;  they  have  their  sciatica  doctors,  and  inoculating  doctors  ; 
they  have  one  doctor  who  is  modestly  content  with  securing 
them  from  bug-bites,  and  five  hundred  who  prescribe  for  the 
bite  of  mad  dogs. 

The  learned  are  not  here  retired,  with  vicious  modesty,  from 
public  view  ;  for  every  dead  wall  is  covered  with  their  names, 
their  abilities,  their  amazing  cures,  and  places  of  abode.  Few 
patients  can  escape  falling  into  their  hands,  unless  blasted  by 
lightning,  or  struck  dead  with  some  sudden  disorder.  It  may 
sometimes  happen,  that  a  stranger,  who  does  not  understand 
English,  or  a  countryman  who  cannot  read,  dies,  without  ever 
hearing  of  the  vivitying  drops,  or  restorative  electuary  ;  but, 
for  my  part,  before  1  was  a  week  in  town,  I  had  learned  to  bid 
the  whole  catalogue  of  disorders  defiance,  and  was  perfectly 
acquainted  with  the  names  and  the  medicines  of  every  great 
man,  or  great  woman  of  them  all. 

But  as  nothing  pleases  i;uriosity  more  than  anecdotes  of  the 
great,  however  minute  or  trifling,  I  must  present  you,  inade- 
quate as  my  abilities  are  ti  the  subject,  with  some  account  of 
those  personages  who  lead  in  this  honourable  profession. 

The  first  upon  the  list  of  glory  is  Doctor  Richard  Rock, 
F.  U.  N.  This  great  man,  short  of  stature,  is  fat,  and  waddles 
as  he  walks.  He  always  wears  a  white  three-tailed  wig  nicely 
combed,  and  frizzed  upon  each  cheek  ;  sometimes  he  carries  a 
cane,  but  a  hat  never.  It  is  indeed  very  remarkable,  that  this 
extraordinary  personage  should  never  w  ear  a  hat,  but  so  it  is, 
he  never  wears  a  hat.      He  is  usually  drawn  at  the  top  of  his 
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owTi  bills,  sitting  in  his  arm-chair,  holding  a  little  bottle 
between  his  finger  and  thnmb,  and  surronnded  with  rotten 
teeth,  nippers,  pills,  packets,  and  gallipots.  No  man  can 
promise  fairer  nor  better  than  he  ;  for,  as  he  observes,  "  Be 
your  disorder  never  so  far  gone,  be  under  no  uneasiness,  make 
yourself  quite  easy  :  I  can  cure  you." 

The  next  in  fame,  though  by  some  reckoned  of  equal  pre- 
tensions, is  Doctor  Timothy  Franks,  F.  O.  G.  H.  living  in  a 
place  called  the  Old  Bailey.  As  Rock  is  remarkably  squab, 
his  great  rival,  Franks,  is  as  remarkably  tall.  He  was  born  in 
the  year  of  the  Christ  an  era  1692,  and  is,  while  I  now  write, 
exactly  sixty-eight  years,  three  months,  and  four  days  old. 
Age,  however,  has  no  way  impaired  his  usual  health  and 
vivacity  :  I  am  toid  he  ^'eaerally  walks  with  his  breast  open. 
This  gentleman,  who  is  of  a  mixed  reputation,  is  particularly 
remarkable  for  a  becoming  assurance,  which  carries  him  gently 
through  life  ;  for,  except  Doctor  Rock,  none  are  more  blessed 
with  the  advantages  of  face  than  Doctor  Franks. 

And  yet  the  great  have  their  foibles  as  well  as  the  little.  I 
am  almost  ashamed  to  mention  it  :  let  the  foibles  of  the  great 
rest  in  peace  :  yet  I  must  impart  the  whole  to  my  frieud. 
These  two  great  men  are  actually  now  at  variance  :  yes,  my 
dear  Fum  Hoam,  by  the  head  of  our  grandfatlier,  they  are  now 
at  variance  like  mere  men,  mere  common  mortals  I  The  cham- 
pion Rock  advises  the  world  to  beware  of  bog-trotting  quacks, 
while  Franks  retorts  the  wit  and  the  sarcasm  (for  they  have 
both  a  world  of  wit)  by  fixing  on  his  rival  the  odious  appella- 
tion of  Dumplin  Dick.  He  calls  the  serious  Doctor  Rock, 
Dumplin  Dick!  Head  of  Confucius,  what  profanation! 
Dumplin  Dick  !  What  a  pity,  ye  powers,  that  the  learned, 
who  were  born  mulUcUly  to  assist  in  enlightening  the  world, 
should  thus  differ  among  themselves,  and  make  even  the  pro- 
fession ridiculous  !  Sure  the  world  is  wide  enough,  at  least  for 
two  great  personages  to  figure  in  :  men  of  science  should  leave 
controversy  to  the  little  world  below  them  ;  and  then  we 
might  see  Rock  and  Franks  walking  together  hand  in  hand, 
smiling  onward  to  inunortality. 

Next  to  these  is  Doctor  Walker,  preparator  of  his  own 
medicines.  This  gentleman  is  remarkable  for  an  aversion  to 
quacks  ;  frequently  cautioning  the  public  to  he  careful  into 
what  hands  they  commit  tlieir  safety ;  by  which  he  would 
insinuate,  that  if  tiiey  do  not  employ  him  alone,  they  must  be 
undone.  His  public  spirit  is  equal  to  his  success.  Not  for 
himself,  but  his  country,  is  the  gallipot  prepared,  and  the  drops 
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sealed  up  with  proper  directions,  for  any  part  of  the  town  or 
country  :  all  this  is  for  his  country's  good  ;  so  that  he  is  now 
grown  old  in  the  practice  of  physic  and  virtue  ;  and,  to  use  his 
own  elegance  of  expression,  "  There  is  not  such  another 
medicine  as  hi?  in  the  world  a^ain." 

This,  mj'  friend,  is  a  formidable  triumvirate  ;  and  yet,  for- 
midable as  they  are,  I  am  resolved  to  defend  the  honour  of 
Chinese  physic  against  them  all.  I  have  made  a  vow  to  sum- 
mon Doctor  Rock  to  a  solemn  disputation  in  all  the  mysteries 
of  the  profession,  before  the  fuce  of  every  Philomath  student 
in  astrology,  and  member  of  the  learned  societies.  I  adhere 
to,  and  venerate  the  doctrines  of  old  Wang-shu-ho.  In  the 
very  teeth  of  opposition,  I  will  maintain,  "  That  the  heart  is 
the  son  of  the  liver,  which  has  the  kidneys  for  its  mother,  and 
\he  stomach  for  its  wife."  *  I  have,  therefore,  drawn  up  a 
disputation  challenge,  which  is  to  be  sent  speedily,  to  this 
effect :  — 

"  I,  Lien  Chi  Altangi,  JB.  Jl.1S.3i).  native  of  Honan  in  China, 
to  Richard  Rock,  F.  U.  N.  native  of  Garbage  Alley,  in  Wap- 
ping,  defiance  :  Though,  sir,  I  am  perfectly  sensible  of  your 
importance,  though  no  stranger  to  your  studies  in  the  paths 
of  nature,  yet  there  may  be  many  things  in  the  art  of  physic 
with  which  you  are  yet  unacquainted.  I  know  full  well  a 
doctor  thou  art,  great  Rock,  and  so  am  I.  Wherefore  I 
challenge,  and  do  hereby  invite  you  to  a  trial  of  learning  upon 
hard  problems,  and  knotty  physical  points.  In  this  debate  we 
will  calmly  investigate  the  whole  theory  and  practice  of  medi- 
cine, botany,  and  chemistry;  and  I  invite  all  the  Philomaths, 
with  many  of  the  lecturers  in  medicine,  to  be  present  at  the 
dispute,  which,  I  hope,  will  be  carried  on  with  due  decorum, 
with  proper  gravity,  and  as  befits  men  of  erudition  and  science, 
among  each  other.  But  before  we  meet  face  to  face,  I  would 
thus  publicly,  and  in  the  face  of  the  whole  world,  desire  you 
to  answer  me  one  question  ;  I  ask  it  with  the  same  earnest- 
ness with  which  you  have  often  solicited  the  public  ;  answer 
me,  I  say,  at  once,  without  having  recourse  to  your  physical 
dictionary, —  Which  of  those  three  disorders  incident  to  the 
human  body,  is  the  most  fatal,  the  syncope,  parenthesis,  or 
apoplexy  ?  I  beg  your  reply  may  be  as  public  as  this  my 
demand,  f  I  am,  as  hereafter  may  be,  your  admirer,  or  your 
rival."  —  Adieu. 

•  See  Du  Haldc,  vol.  ii.  fol.  p.  185. 

f  The  (lay  after  this  was  published  the  editor  received  an  answer,  in 
which  the  doctor  seeins  to  be  of  opinion  that  the  apoplexy  ia  most  fatal. 
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LETTER  LXIX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Indulgent  Nature  seems  to  have  exempted  this  island 
from  many  of  those  epidemic  evils  which  are  so  fatal  in  other 
parts  of  the  world.  A  want  of  rain  but  for  a  few  days  beyond 
the  expected  season  in  China,  spreads  famine,  desolation,  and 
terror,  over  the  whole  country  ;  the  winds  that  blow  from  the 
brown  bosom  of  the  western  desert  are  impregnated  with 
death  in  every  gale  ;  but,  in  this  fortunate  land  of  Britain,  the 
inhabitant  courts  health  in  every  breeze,  and  the  husbandman 
ever  sows  in  joyful  expectation. 

But  though  the  nation  be  exempt  from  real  evils,  think  not, 
my  friend,  that  it  is  more  happy  on  this  account  than  others. 
They  are  afflicted,  it  is  true,  with  neither  famine  nor  pesti- 
lence, but  then  there  is  a  disorder  peculiar  to  the  country, 
which  every  season  makes  strange  ravages  among  them ;  it 
spreads  with  pestilential  rapidity,  and  infects  almost  every 
rank  of  people  ;  what  is  still  more  strange,  the  natives  have 
no  name  for  this  peculiar  malady,  though  well  known  to 
foreign  physicians  by  the  appellation  of  epidemic  terror. 

A  season  is  never  known  to  pass  in  which  the  people  are 
not  visited  by  this  cruel  calamity  in  one  shape  or  another, 
seemingly  different  though  ever  the  same  :  one  year  it  issues 
from  a  baker's  shop  in  the  shape  of  a  sixpenny  loaf;  the  next, 
it  takes  the  appearance  of  a  comet  with  a  fiery  tail  ;  a  third, 
it  threatens  like  a  flat-bottomed  boat ;  and  a  fourth,  it  carries 
consternation  at  the  bite  of  a  mad  dog.  The  people,  when 
once  infected,  lose  their  relish  for  happiness,  saunter  about 
w  ith  looks  of  despondence,  ask  after  the  calamities  of  the  day, 
and  receive  no  comfort  but  in  heightening  each  other's  dis- 
tress. It  is  insignificant  how  remote  or  near,  how  weak  or 
powerful,  the  objects  of  terror  may  be  ;  when  once  they 
resolve  to  fright  and  be  frighted,  the  merest  trifles  sow  con- 
sternation and  dismay  ;  each  proportions  his  fears,  not  to  the 
object,  but  to  the  dread  he  discovers  in  the  countenance  of 
others  ;  for  when  once  the  fermentation  is  begun,  it  goes  on 
of  itself,  though  the  original  cause  be  discontinued  which  first 
set  it  in  motion. 

A  dread  of  mad  dogs  is  the  epidemic  terror  which  now 
prevails  ;  and  the  whole  nation  is  at  present  actually  groaning 
under  the  malignity  of  its  influence.  The  people  sally  from 
their  houses  with  that  circumspection  which  is  prudent  in 


CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD.  201 

such  as  expect  a  mad  dog  at  every  turning.  The  phj'sician 
publishes  his  prescription,  the  beadle  prepares  his  halter,  and 
a  few  of  unusual  bravery  arm  themselves  with  boots  and  buff 
gloves,  in  order  to  face  the  enemy  if  he  should  offer  to  attack 
them.  In  short,  the  whole  people  stand  bravely  upon  their 
defence,  and  seem,  by  their  present  spirit,  to  shew  a  resolution 
of  not  being  tamely  bit  by  mad  dogs  any  longer. 

Their  manner  of  knowing  whether  a  dog  be  mad  or  no, 
somewhat  resembles  the  ancient  European  custom  of  trying 
witches.  The  old  woman  suspected  was  tied  hand  and  foot, 
and  thrown  into  the  water.  If  she  swam,  then  she  was 
instantly  carried  off  to  be  burnt  for  a  witch  ;  if  she  sank,  then 
indeed  she  was  acquitted  of  the  charge,  but  drowned  in  the 
experiment.  In  the  same  manner  a  crowd  gathers  round  a 
dog  suspected  of  madness,  and  they  begin  by  teasing  the 
devoted  animal  on  every  side  ;  if  he  attempts  to  stand  upon 
the  defensive  and  bite,  then  he  is  unanimously  found  guilty, 
for  "  a  mad  dog  always  snaps  at  every  thing  ;"  if,  on  the  con- 
trary, he  strives  to  escape  by  running  away,  then  he  can 
expect  no  compassion,  fur  "  mad  dogs  always  run  straight 
forward  before  them." 

It  is  pleasant  enough  for  a  neutral  being  like  me,  who  has 
no  share  in  these  ideal  calamities,  to  mark  the  stages  of  this 
national  disease.  The  terror  at  first  feebly  enters  with  a 
disregarded  story  of  a  little  dog,  that  had  gone  through  a 
neighbouring  village,  that  was  thought  to  be  mad  by  several 
that  had  seen  him.  The  next  account  comes,  that  a  mastiff 
ran  through  a  certain  town,  and  had  bit  five  geese,  which 
immediately  ran  mad,  foamed  at  the  bill,  and  died  in  great 
agonies  soon  after.  Then  comes  an  affecting  history  of  a 
little  boy  bit  in  the  leg,  and  gone  down  to  be  dipt  in  the  salt 
water.  When  the  people  have  sufficiently  shuddered  at  that, 
they  are  next  congealed  with  a  frightful  account  of  a  man  who 
was  said  lately  to  have  died  from  a  bite  he  had  received  some 
years  before.  This  relation  only  prepares  the  way  for 
another  still  more  hideous,  as  how  the  master  of  a  family,  with 
seven  small  children,  were  all  bit  by  a  mad  lapdog  ;  and  how 
the  poor  father  first  perceived  the  infection,  by  calling  for  a 
draught  of  water,  where  he  saw  the  lapdog  swimming  in  the 
cup. 

When  epidemic  terror  is  thus  once  excited,  every  morning 
comes  loaded  with  some  new  disaster  :  as,  in  stories  of  ghosts, 
each  loves  to  hear  the  account,  though  it  only  serves  to  make 
him  uneasy,  so  here  each  listens  with  eagerness,  and  adds  to 
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the  tidings  new  circumstances  of  peculiar  horror.  A  lady, 
for  instance,  in  the  country,  of  very  weak  nerves,  has  been 
frighted  by  the  barking  of  a  dog  ;  and  this,  alas  !  too  fre- 
quently happens.  The  story  soon  is  improved  and  spreads, 
that  a  mad  dog  had  frighted  a  lady  of  distinction.  These 
circumstances  begin  to  grow  terrible  before  they  have  reached 
the  neighbouring  village,  and  there  the  report  is,  that  a  lady 
of  quality  was  bit  by  a  mad  mastiff.  This  account  every 
moment  gathers  new  strength,  and  grows  more  dismal  as  it 
approaches  the  capital  ;  and  by  the  time  it  has  arrived  in 
town,  the  lady  is  described,  with  wild  eyes,  foaming  mouth, 
running  mad  upon  all-fours,  barking  like  a  dog,  biting  her 
servants,  and  at  last  smothered  between  two  beds  by  the 
advice  of  her  doctors  ;  while  the  mad  mastiff  is  in  the  mean- 
time ranging  the  whole  country  over,  slavering  at  the  mouth, 
and  seeking  whom  he  may  devour. 

My  landlady,  a  good-natured  woman,  but  a  little  credulous, 
waked  rae  some  mornings  ago  before  her  usual  hour,  with 
horror  and  astonishment  in  her  looks  :  she  desired  me,  if  I  had 
any  regard  for  my  safety  to  keep  within  ;  for  a  few  days  ago 
60  dismal  an  accident  had  happened,  as  to  put  all  the  world 
upon  their  guard.  A  mad  dog  down  in  the  country,  she 
assured  me,  had  bit  a  farmer,  who  soon  becoming  mad,  ran 
into  his  own  3'ard,  and  bit  a  fine  brindled  cow ;  the  cow 
quickly  became  as  mad  as  the  man,  began  to  foam  at  the 
mouth,  and  raising  herself  up,  walked  about  on  her  hind  legs, 
sometimes  barking  like  a  dog,  and  sometimes  attempting  to 
talk  like  the  farmer.  Upon  examining  the  grounds  of  this 
story,  I  found  my  landlady  had  it  from  one  neighbour,  who 
had  it  from  another  neighbour,  who  heard  it  from  very  good 
authority. 

Were  most  stories  of  this  nature  thoroughly  examined,  it 
would  be  found  that  numbers  of  such  as  have  been  said  to 
suffer  were  no  way  injured  ;  and  that  of  those  who  have  been 
actually  bitten,  not  one  in  a  hundred  was  bit  by  a  mad  dog. 
Such  accounts  in  general,  therefore,  only  serve  to  make  the 
people  miserable  by  false  terrors,  and  sometimes  fright  the 
patient  into  actual  frenzy  by  creating  those  very  symptoms 
thej'  pretended  to  deplore. 

But  even  allowing  tliree  or  four  to  die  in  a  season  of  this 
terrible  death,  (and  four  is  probably  too  large  a  concession,) 
yet  still  it  is  not  considered,  how  many  are  ju'cserved  in  their 
health  and  in  their  property  by  this  devoted  aniniaPs  services. 
The  midnight  robber  is  kept  at  a  distance  ;  the  insidious  thief 
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is  often  detected  ;  the  healthful  chase  repairs  many  a  worn 
constitvition  ;  and  the  poor  man  finds  in  his  doif  a  w  illing 
assistant,  eager  to  lessen  his  toil,  and  content  with  the  smallest 
retribution. 

"  A  dog,"  says  one  of  the  English  poets,  "  is  an  honest 
creature,  and  I  am  a  friend  to  dogs."  Of  all  the  beasts  that 
graze  the  lawn  or  haunt  the  forest,  a  dog  is  the  only  animal 
that,  leaving  his  fellows,  attempts  to  cultivate  the  friendship 
of  man  :  to  man  he  looks  in  all  his  necessities  with  a  speaking 
eye  for  assistance  ;  exerts  for  him  all  the  little  service  in  his 
power  with  cheerfulness  and  pleasure  ;  for  him  bears  famine 
and  fatigue  with  patience  and  resignation  ;  no  injuries  can 
abate  his  fidelity  ;  no  distress  induce  him  to  forsake  his  bene- 
.factor  :  studious  to  please,  and  feariny;  to  offend,  he  is  still  a 
humble  steadfast  dependent ;  and  in  him  alone  fiiwning  is  not 
flattery.  How  unkind,  then,  to  torture  this  faithful  creature, 
who  has  left  the  furest  to  claim  the  protection  of  man  !  how 
ungrateful  a  return  to  the  trusty  animal  for  all  his  services !  — 
Adieu. 


LETTER  LXX. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  HINGPO,  BV  THE  WAY  OF 
MOSCOW. 

The  Europeans  are  themselves  blind,  who  describe  Fortune 
without  sight.  No  first-rate  beautj'  ever  had  finer  eyes,  or 
saw  more  clearly  :  they  who  have  no  other  trade  but  seeking 
their  fortune,  need  never  hope  to  find  her  ;  coquette-like,  she 
flies  from  her  close  pursuers,  and  at  last  fixes  on  the  plodding 
mechanic,  who  stays  at  home,  and  minds  his  business. 

1  am  amazed  how  men  call  her  blind,  when,  by  the  company 
she  keeps,  she  seems  so  very  iliscerning.  Wherever  you  see 
a  gaming-table,  be  very  sure  Fortune  is  not  there  ;  wherever 
you  see  a  house  witli  the  doors  open,  be  very  sure  Fortune  is 
not  there  ;  when  yuu  see  a  man  whose  pocket-holes  are  laced 
with  gold,  be  satisfied  Fortune  is  not  there  ;  wherever  you 
see  a  beautiful  woman  good-natured  and  obliging,  be  con- 
vinced Fortune  is  never  there.  In  short,  she  is  ever  seen 
accompanying  industry,  and  as  often  trundling  a  wheelbarrow 
as  lolling  in  a  coach  and  six. 

If  you  would  make  Fortune  your  friend,  or,  to  personize 
her  no  longer,  if  you  desire,  my  son,  to  be  rich,  and  have 
money,  be  more  eager  to  save  than  acquire  :  when  people  say. 
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Money  is  to  be  got  here,  and  money  is  'to  be  got  there, 
take  no  notice  ;  mind  your  own  business  ;  stay  where  you  are, 
and  secure  all  you  can  get  without  stirring.  When  you  hear 
that  your  neighbour  has  picked  up  a  purse  of  gold  in  the 
street,  never  run  out  into  the  same  street,  looking  about  you 
in  order  to  pick  up  such  another  ;  or  when  you  are  informed 
that  he  has  made  a  fortune  in  one  branch  of  business,  never 
change  your  own  in  order  to  be  his  rival.  Do  not  desire  to 
be  rich  all  at  once  ;  but  patiently  add  farthing  to  farthing. 
Perhaps  you  despise  the  petty  sum ;  and  yet  they  who  want 
a  farthing,  and  have  no  friend  that  will  lend  them  it,  think 
farthings  very  good  things.  Whang  the  foolish  miller,  when, 
he  wanted  a  farthing  in  his  distress,  found  that  no  friend  would 
lend  because  they  knew  he  wanted.  Did  you  ever  read  the 
story  of  Whang  in  our  books  of  Chinese  learning  ?  he  who, 
despising  small  sums,  and  grasping  at  all,  lost  even  what  he 
had. 

Whang,  the  miller,  was  naturally  avaricious  ;  nobody  loved 
money  better  than  he,  or  more  respected  those  that  had  it. 
When  people  would  talk  of  a  rich  man  in  company,  Whang 
would  say,  I  know  him  very  well  ;  he  and  I  have  been  long 
acquainted  ;  he  and  I  are  intimate  ;  he  stood  for  a  child  of 
mine  :  but  if  ever  a  poor  man  was  mentioned,  he  had  not  the 
least  knowledge  of  the  man  ;  he  might  be  very  well  for  aught  he 
knew  ;  but  he  was  not  fond  of  many  acquaintances,  and  loved 
to  choose  his  company. 

Whang,  however,  with  all  his  eagerness  for  riches,  was  in 
reality  poor  ;  he  had  nothing  but  the  profits  of  his  mill  to 
support  him  ;  but  though  these  were  small,  they  were  certain  ; 
while  his  mill  stood  and  went,  he  was  sure  of  eating,  and  his 
frugality  was  such,  that  he  everj-  day  laid  some  money  by, 
which  he  would  at  intervals  count  and  contemplate  with  much 
satisfaction.  Yet  still  his  acquisitions  were  not  equal  to  his 
desires  ;  he  only  found  himself  above  want,  whereas  he  desired 
to  be  possessed  of  affluence. 

One  day  as  he  was  indulging  these  wishes,  he  was  informed, 
that  aneiglibour  of  his  had  found  a  pan  of  money  underground, 
having  dreamed  of  it  three  nights  running  before.  These 
tidings  were  daggers  to  the  heart  of  poor  Whang.  "  Here  am 
I,"  says  he,  "  toiling  and  moiling  from  morning  till  night  for  a 
few  paltry  farthings,  while  neighbour  Hunks  only  goes  quietly 
to  bed,  and  dreams  himself  into  thousands  before  morning.  Oh, 
that  I  could  dream  like  him !  with  what  pleasure  would  I  dig 
round  the  pan  ;  how  slily  would  I  carry  it  home ;  not  even  my 
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wife  should  see  me  ;  and  then,  oh,  the  pleasure  of  thrusting 
one's  hand  into  a  heap  of  gold  up  to  the  elbow !" 

Such  reflections  only  served  to  make  the  miller  unhappy ; 
he  discontinued  his  former  assiduity, — he  was  quite  disgusted 
with  small  gains,  and  his  customers  began  to  forsake  him. 
Every  day  he  repeated  the  wish,  and  every  night  laid  himself 
down  in  order  to  dream.  Fortune,  that  was  for  a  long  time 
unkind,  at  last,  however,  seemed  to  smile  upon  his  distresses, 
and  indulged  him  with  the  wished-for  vision.  He  dreamed, 
that  under  a  certain  part  of  the  foundation  of  his  mill,  there 
was  concealed  a  monstrous  pan  of  gold  and  diamonds,  buried 
deep  in  the  ground,  and  covered  wiih  a  large  flat  stone.  He 
rose  up,  thanked  the  stars  that  were  at  last  pleased  to  take 
pity  on  his  sufferings,  and  concealed  his  good  luck  from  every 
person,  as  is  usual  in  money  dreams,  in  order  to  have  the 
vision  repeated  the  two  succeeding  nights,  by  which  he  should 
be  certain  of  its  veracity.  His  wishes  in  this  also  were 
answered  ;  he  still  dreamed  of  the  same  pan  of  money,  in  the 
very  same  place. 

Now,  therefore,  it  was  past  a  doubt  ;  so,  getting  up  earlv 
the  third  morning,  he  repairs  alone,  with  a  mattock  in  his  hand, 
to  the  mill,  and  began  to  undermine  that  part  of  the  wall 
which  the  vision  directed.  The  first  omen  of  success  that  he 
met  was  a  broken  mug  ;  digging  still  deeper,  he  turns  up  a 
nouse  tile,  quite  new  and  entire.  At  last,  after  much  digging, 
he  came  to  the  broad  flat  stone,  but  then  so  large,  that  it  was 
beyond  one  man's  strength  to  remove  it.  "  Here,"  cried  he, 
in  raptures  to  himself,  "  here  it  is  !  under  this  stone  there  is 
room  for  a  very  large  pan  of  diamonds  indeed  !  I  must  e'en 
go  home  to  my  wife,  and  tell  her  the  ^^  hole  affair,  and  get  her 
to  assist  me  in  turning  it  up."  Away  therefore  he  goes,  and 
acquaints  his  wife  with  every  circumstance  of  their  good  fortune. 
Her  raptures  on  this  occasion  may  easily  be  imagined  ;  she 
flew  round  his  neck,  and  embraced  him  in  an  agony  of  joy ; 
but  those  transports,  however,  did  not  delay  their  eargemess 
to  know  the  exact  sum  ;  returning,  therefore,  speedily  together 
to  the  place  where  Whang  had  been  dii:ging,  there  they 
found — not  indeed  the  expected  treasure,  but  the  mill,  their 
only  support,  undermined  and  fallen.  —  Adieu. 
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LETTER  LXXI. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,   TO    FUM  HOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT  OP 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN,  IN  CHINA. 

The  people  of  London  are  as  fond  of  walking  as  our  friends 
at  Pekin  of  riding  ;  one  of  the  principal  entertainments  of  the 
citizens  here  in  summer,  is  to  repair  about  nightfall  to  a  garden 
not  far  from  town,  where  they  walk  about,  shew  their  best 
clothes  and  best  faces,  and  listen  to  a  concert  provided  for  the 
occasion. 

I  accepted  an  invitation  a  few  evenings  ago  from  my  old 
friend,  the  Man  in  Black,  to  be  one  of  a  party  that  was  to  sup 
there  ;  and  at  the  appointed  hour  waited  upon  him  at  his 
lodgings.  There  I  found  the  company  assembled,  and  expect- 
ing my  arrival.  Our  party  consisted  of  my  friend  in  superlative 
finery,  his  stockings  rolled,  a  black  velvet  waistcoat,  which 
was  formerly  new,  and  a  gray  wig  combed  down  in  imitation 
of  hair ;  a  ])awnbroker's  widow,  of  whom,  by  the  by,  my 
friend  was  a  professed  admirer,  dressed  out  in  green  damask, 
with  three  gold  rings  on  every  finger ;  a  Mr  Tibbs,  the  second- 
rate  beau  I  have  formerly  described  ;  together  with  his  lady,  in 
flimsy  silk,  dirty  gauze  instead  of  linen,  and  a  hat  as  big  as  an 
umbrella. 

Our  first  diflSculty  was  in  settling  how  we  should  set  out. 
Mrs  Tibbs  had  a  natural  aversion  to  the  water,  and  the  widow 
being  a  little  in  flesh,  as  warmly  protested  against  walking  ;  a 
coach  was  therefore  agreed  upon  ;  which  being  too  small  to 
carry  five,  Mr  Tibbs  consented  to  sit  in  his  wife's  lap. 

In  this  manner,  therefore,  we  set  forward,  being  entertained 
by  the  way  with  the  bodings  of  Mr  Tibbs,  who  assured  us  he 
did  not  ex])ect  to  see  a  single  creature  for  the  evening  above 
the  degree  of  a  cheesemonger ;  that  this  was  the  last  night  of 
the  gardens,  and  that  consequently  we  should  be  pestered  with 
the  nobility  and  gentry  from  Thames  Street  and  Crooked 
Lane  ;  with  several  other  prophetic  ejaculations,  probably 
inspired  by  the  uneasiness  of  his  situation. 

The  illuminations  began  before  we  arrived,  and  I  must 
confess,  that  upon  entering  the  gardens  I  found  every  sense 
overpaid  with  more  than  expected  pleasure  :  the  lights  every 
where  glimmering  through  the  scarcely  moving  trees  —  the  full- 
bodied  concert  bursting  on  the  stillness  of  the  night — the  natural 
concert  of  the  birds,  in  the  more  retired  part  of  the  grove,  vicing 
with  thatwhich  was  formed  by  art  —  the  company  gaily  dressed, 
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looking  satisfaction  —  and  the  tables  spread  with  various  deli« 
cacies, — all  conspired  to  fill  my  imagination  with  the  visionary 
happiness  of  the  Arabian  lawgiver,  and  lifted  me  into  an 
ecstasy  of  admiration.  "  Head  of  Confucius,"  cried  I  to  my 
friend,  "  this  is  fine  !  this  unites  rural  beauty  with  courtly 
magnificence !  if  we  except  the  virgins  of  immortality,  that 
hang  on  every  tree,  and  may  be  plucked  at  every  desire,  I  do 
not  see  how  this  falls  short  of  Mahomet's  Paradise!" — "  As 
for  virgins,"  cries  my  friend,  "  it  is  true  they  are  a  fruit  that 
do  not  much  abound  in  our  gardens  here  ;  but  if  ladies,  as 
plenty  as  apples  in  autumn,  and  as  complying  as  any  Houri  of 
them  all,  can  content  you,  I  fancy  we  have  no  need  to  go  to 
heaven  for  Paradise." 

I  was  going  to  second  his  remarks,  when  we  were  called  to 
a  consultation  by  Mr  Tibbs  and  the  rest  of  the  company,  to 
know  in  what  manner  we  were  to  lay  out  the  evening  to  the 
greatest  advantage.  Mrs  Tibbs  was  for  keeping  the  genteel 
walk  of  the  garden,  where,  she  observed,  there  was  always  the 
vefy  best  company  ;  the  widow,  on  the  contrary,  who  came 
but  once  a  season,  was  for  securing  a  good  standing  place  to 
see  the  waterworks,  which  she  assured  us  would  begin  in  less 
than  an  hour  at  farthest  ;  a  dispute  therefore  began,  and  as  it 
was  managed  between  two  of  very  opposite  characters,  it 
threatened  to  grow  more  bitter  at  every  reply.  Mrs  Tibbs 
wondered  how  people  could  pretend  to  know  the  polite  world, 
who  had  received  all  their  rudiments  of  breeding  behind  a 
counter  ;  to  which  the  other  replied,  that  though  some  people 
sat  behind  counters,  yet  they  could  sit  at  the  head  of  their 
own  tables  too,  and  carve  three  good  dishes  of  hot  meat  when- 
ever they  thouLfht  proper  ;  which  was  more  than  some  people 
could  say  for  themselves,  that  hardly  knew  a  rabbit  and  onions 
from  a  green  goose  and  gooseberries. 

It  is  hard  to  say  where  this  might  have  ended,  had  not  the 
husband,  who  probably  knew  the  impetuosity  of  his  wife's 
disposition,  proposed  to  end  the  dispute,  by  adjourning  to  a 
box,  and  try  if  there  was  any  thing  to  be  had  for  supper  that 
was  supportable.  To  this  we  all  consented  ;  but  here  a  new 
distress  arose  :  Mr  and  Mrs  Tibbs  would  sit  in  none  but  a 
genteel  box — a  box  where  they  might  see  and  be  seen  —  one, 
as  they  expressed  it,  in  the  very  focus  of  public  view;  but  such 
a  box  was  not  easy  to  be  obtained,  for  though  we  were  per- 
fectly convinced  of  our  own  gentility,  and  the  gentility  of  our 
appearance,  yet  we  found  it  a  difficult  matter  to  persuade  the 
keepers  of  the  boxes  to  be  of  our  opinion ;  they  chose  to 
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reserve  genteel  boxes  for  what  they  judged  more  genteel 
company. 

At  last,  however,  we  were  fixed,  though  somewhat  obscurely, 
and  supplied  with  the  usual  entertainment  of  the  place.  The 
widow  found  the  supper  excellent,  but  Mrs  Tibbs  thought 
every  thing  detestable.  "  Come,  come,  my  dear,"  cries  the 
husband,  bj*  way  of  consolation,  "  to  be  sure  we  can 't  find 
such  dressing  here  as  we  have  at  Lord  Crump's  or  Lady 
Crimp's  ;  but,  for  Vauxhall  dressing,  it  is  pretty  good  :  it  is 
not  their  victuals,  indeed,  I  find  fault  with,  but  their  wine ; 
their  wine,"  cries  he,  drinking  off  a  glass,  "  indeed,  is  most 
abominable," 

By  this  last  contradiction,  the  widow  was  fairly  conquered 
in  point  of  politeness.  She  perceived  now  that  she  had  no 
pretensions  in  the  world  to  taste  ;  her  very  senses  were  vulgar, 
since  she  had  praised  detestable  custard,  and  smacked  at 
wretched  wine  ;  she  was  therefore  content  to  yield  the  victor}', 
and  for  the  rest  of  the  night  to  listen  and  improve.  It  is  true, 
she  would  now  and  then  forget  herself,  and  confess  she  was 
pleased,  but  they  soon  brought  her  back  a^ain  to  miserable 
refinement.  She  once  praised  the  painting  of  the  box  in  which 
we  were  sitting,  but  was  soon  convinced  that  such  paltry  pieces 
ought  rather  to  excite  horror  than  satisfaction  :  she  ventured 
again  to  commend  one  of  ihe  singers,  but  Mrs  Tibbs  soon  let 
her  know,  in  the  style  of  a  connoisseur,  tliet  the  singer  in 
question  had  neither  eat,  voice,  nor  judgment. 

Mr  Tibbs,  now  willing  to  prove  that  his  wife's  pretensions 
to  music  were  just,  entreated  her  to  favour  the  company  with 
a  song  ;  but  to  this  she  gave  a  positive  denial  —  "for  you 
know  very  well,  my  dear,"  says  she,  "  that  I  am  not  in  voice 
to-day,  and  when  one's  voice  is  not  equal  to  one's  judgment, 
what  signifies  singing  ?  besides,  as  there  is  no  accompaniment, 
it  would  be  but  spoiling  music."  All  tiiese  excuses,  however, 
were  overruled  by  the  rest  of  the  company,  who,  though  one 
would  think  they  already  had  music  enough,  joined  in  the 
entreaty.  But  particularly  the  widow,  now  willing  to  convince 
the  company  of  her  breeding,  pressed  so  warmly,  that  she 
seemed  determined  to  take  no  refusal.  At  last,  then,  the  lady 
complied,  and  after  humming  for  some  minutes,  began  witn 
such  a  voice,  and  such  affectation,  as,  1  could  perceive,  gave 
but  little  satisidction  to  any  except  her  Imshaiid.  He  sat 
with  i-apture  in  his  eye,  and  beat  time  with  his  hand  on  the 
table. 

You  must  observe,  mv  friend,  that  it  is  the  custom  of  this 
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country,  when  a  lady  or  gentleman  happens  to  sing,  for  the 
company  to  sit  as  mute  and  motionless  as  statues.  Every 
feature,  every  limb,  must  seem  to  correspond  in  fixed  atten- 
tion ;  and  while  the  song  continues,  they  are  to  remain  in  a 
state  of  universal  petrefaction.  In  this  mortifying  situation 
we  had  continued  for  some  time,  listening  to  the  song,  and 
looking  with  tranquillity,  when  the  master  of  the  box  came  to 
inform  us,  that  the  waterworks  were  going  to  begin.  At  this 
information  I  could  instantly  perceive  the  widow  bounce  from 
her  seat  ;  but  correcting  herself,  she  sat  down  again,  repressed 
by  motives  of  good  breeding.  Mrs  Tibbs,  who  had  seen  the 
waterworks  a  hundred  times,  resolving  not  to  be  interrupted, 
continued  her  song  without  any  share  of  mercy,  nor  had  the 
smallest  pity  on  our  impatience.  The  widow's  face,  I  own, 
gave  me  high  entertainment  ;  in  it  I  could  plainly  read  the 
struggle  she  felt  between  good-breeding  and  curiosity  :  she 
talked  of  the  waterworks  the  whole  evening  before,  and 
seemed  to  have  come  merely  in  order  to  see  them  ;  but  then 
she  could  not  bounce  out  in  the  very  middle  of  a  song,  for 
that  would  be  forfeiting  all  pretensions  to  high  life,  or  high- 
lived  company,  ever  after.  Mrs  Tibbs,  therefore,  kept  on 
singing,  and  we  continued  to  listen,  till  at  last,  when  the  song 
was  just  concluded,  the  waiter  came  to  inform  us  that  the 
waterworks  were  over. 

"  The  waterworks  over ! "  cried  the  widow  ;  "  the  water- 
works over  already  !  that 's  impossible  !  they  can't  be  over  so 
soon  !  " — "  It  is  not  my  business,"  replied  the  fellow,  "  to  con- 
tradict your  ladyship  ;  I'll  run  again  and  see."  He  went, 
and  soon  returned  with  a  confirmation  of  the  dismal  tidings. 
No  ceremony  could  now  bind  my  friend's  disappointed 
mistress;  she  testified  her  displeasure  in  the  openest  manner  : 
in  short,  she  now  began  to  find  fault  in  turn,  and  at  last 
insisted  upon  going  home,  just  at  the  time  that  Mr  and  Mrs 
Tibbs  assured  the  company,  that  the  polite  hours  were  going 
to  begin,  and  that  the  ladies  would  instantaneously  be  enter- 
tained with  the  horns.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Not  far  from  this  city  lives  a  poor  tinker,  who  has  educated 
seven  sons,  all  at  this  very  time  in  arms,  and  fighting  for  their 
country  ;  and  what  reward  do  you  think  has  the  tinker  from 
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the  state  for  such  important  services  ?  None  in  the  world  : 
his  sons,  when  the  war  is  over,  may  probably  be  whipt  from 
parish  to  parish  as  vagabonds,  and  the  old  man,  when  past 
labour,  may  die  a  prisoner  in  some  house  of  correction. 

Such  a  worthy  subject  in  China  would  be  held  in  universal 
reverence ;  his  services  would  be  rewarded,  if  not  with  dignities, 
at  least  with  an  exemption  from  labour  ;  he  would  take  the 
left  hand  at  feasts,  and  mandarines  themselves  would  be  proud 
to  shew  their  submission.  The  English  laws  punish  vice  ;  the 
Chinese  laws  do  more, — they  reward  virtue! 

Considering  the  little  encouragement  given  to  matrimony 
here,  I  am  not  surprised  at  the  discouragement  given  to  propa- 
gation. Would  you  believe  it,  my  dear  Fum  Hoam,  there  are 
laws  made  which  even  forbid  the  people's  marrj'ing  each  other! 
By  the  head  of  Confucius,  I  jest  not ;  there  are  such  laws  in 
being  here  ;  and  yet  their  lawgivers  have  never  been  instructed 
among  the  Hottentots,  nor  imbibed  their  principles  of  equity 
from  the  natives  of  Anamaboo. 

There  are  laws  which  ordain,  that  no  man  shall  marry  a 
woman  against  her  own  consent.  This,  though  contrary  to 
what  we  are  taught  in  Asia,  and  though  in  some  measure  a  clog 
upon  matrimony,  I  have  no  great  objection  to.  There  are  laws 
which  ordain,  that  no  woman  shall  marry  against  her  father 
and  mother's  consent,  unless  arrived  at  an  age  of  maturity  ; 
by  which  is  uiMlerstood,  those  years  when  women  with  us 
are  generally  past  child-bearing.  This  must  be  a  clog  upon 
matrimony,  as  it  is  more  difficult  for  the  lover  to  please  three 
than  one,  and  much  more  difficult  to  please  old  people  than 
young  ones.  The  laws  ordain,  that  the  consenting  couple  shall 
take  a  long  time  to  consider  before  they  marry  :  this  is  a  very 
great  clog,  because  people  love  to  have  all  rasii  actions  done 
in  a  hurry.  It  is  ordained,  that  all  marriages  shall  be  pro- 
claimed before  celebration  :  this  is  a  severe  clog,  as  many  are 
ashamed  to  have  their  marriage  made  public,  from  motives  of 
vicious  modesty,  and  many  afraid,  from  views  of  temporal 
interest.  It  is  ordained,  that  there  is  nothing  sacred  in  the 
ceremony,  but  that  it  may  be  dissolved,  to  all  intents  and 
purposes,  by  the  authority  of  any  civil  magistrate.  And  yet, 
opposite  to  this,  it  is  ordained,  that  the  priest  shall  be  paid  a 
large  sum  of  money  for  granting  his  sacrcl  permission. 

Thus,  you  see,  my  friend,  that  niatriuion}'  here  is  hedged 
round  with  so  many  obstructions,  that  those  who  are  willing 
to  break  through  or  surmount  them,  must  be  contented  if  at 
last  they  nnd  it  a  bed  of  thorns.     The  laws  arc  not  to  blame, 
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for  they  have  deterred  the  people  from  engaging  as  much  as 
they  could.  It  is,  indeed,  become  a  very  serious  aifair  in 
England,  and  none  but  serious  people  are  generally  found 
willing  to  engage.  The  young,  the  gay,  and  the  beautiful, 
who  have  motives  of  passion  only  to  induce  them,  are  seldom 
found  to  embark,  as  those  inducements  are  taken  away  ;  and 
none  but  the  old,  the  ugly,  and  the  mercenary,  are  seen  to 
unite,  who,  if  they  have  any  posterity  at  all,  will  probably  be 
an  ill-favoured  race  like  themselves. 

What  gave  rise  to  those  laws  might  have  been  some  such 
accidents  as  these  :  It  sometimes  happened  that  a  miser,  who 
had  spent  all  his  youth  in  scraping  uj)  money  to  give  his 
daughter  such  a  fortune  as  might  get  her  a  mandarine  husband, 
found  his  expectations  disappointed  at  last,  by  her  running 
away  with  his  footman  :  this  must  have  been  a  sad  shock  to 
the  poor  disconsolate  parent,  to  see  his  poor  daughter  in  a  one 
horse  chaise,  when  he  had  designed  her  for  a  coach  and  six. 
What  a  stroke  from  Providence  !  to  see  his  dear  money  go  to 
enrich  a  beggar  ;  all  nature  cried  out  at  the  profanation  ! 

It  sometimes  happened,  also,  that  a  lady,  who  had  inherited 
all  the  titles,  and  all  the  nervous  complaints  of  nobility,  thought 
fit  to  impair  her  dignity,  and  mend  her  constitution,  by  marrying 
a  farmer  :  this  must  have  been  a  sad  shock  to  her  inconsolable 
relations,  to  see  so  fine  a  flower  snatched  from  a  flourishing 
family,  and  planted  in  a  dunghill ;  this  was  an  absolute  inversion 
of  the  first  principles  of  things. 

In  order,  therefore,  to  prevent  the  great  from  being  thus 
contaminated  by  vulgar  alliances,  the  obstacles  to  matrimony 
have  been  so  contrived,  that  the  rich  only  can  marry  amongst 
the  rich  ;  and  the  poor,  who  would  leave  celibacy,  must  be  con- 
tent to  increase  their  poverty  with  a  wife.  Thus  have  their  laws 
fairly  inverted  the  inducements  to  matrimony.  Nature  tells 
us.  that  beauty  is  the  proper  allurement  of  those  who  are  rich, 
and  money  of  those  who  are  poor  ;  but  things  here  are  so  con- 
trived, that  the  rich  are  invited  to  marry  by  that  fortune  which 
they  do  not  want,  and  the  poor  have  no  inducement  but  that 
beauty  which  they  do  not  feel. 

An  equal  diffusion  of  riches  through  any  country  ever  con- 
stitutes its  happiness.  Great  wealth  in  the  possession  of  one 
stagnates,  and  extreme  poverty  with  another  keeps  him  iu 
unambitious  indigence  ;  but  the  moderately  rich  are  generally 
active  :  not  too  far  removed  from  poverty  to  fear  its  calamities, 
nor  too  near  extreme  wealth  to  slacken  the  nerve  of  labour,  they 
remain  still  between  both  in  a  state  of  continual  fluctuation. 
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How  impolitic,  therefore,  are  those  laws  which  promote  the 
accumulation  of  wealth  among  the  rich  ;  more  impolitic  still, 
in  attempting  to  increase  the  depression  on  poverty ! 

Bacon,  the  English  philosopher,  compares  money  to  manure, 
"  If  gathered  in  heaps,"  says  he,  "  it  does  no  good  ;  on  the 
contrary,  it  becomes  offensive.  But  being  spread,  though 
never  so  thinly,  over  the  surface  of  the  earth,  it  enriches  the 
whole  country."  Thus  the  wealth  a  nation  possesses  must 
expatiate,  or  it  is  of  no  benefit  to  the  public  ;  it  becomes  rather 
a  grievance,  where  matrimonial  laws  thus  confine  it  to  a  few. 

But  this  restraint  upon  matrimonial  community,  even  con- 
sidered in  a  physical  light,  is  injurious.  As  those  who  rear  up 
animals,  take  all  possible  pains  to  cross  the  strain,  in  order  to 
improve  the  breed  ;  so  in  those  countries  where  marriage  is 
most  free,  the  inhabitants  are  found  every  age  to  improve  in 
stature  and  in  beauty  ;  on  the  contrary,  where  it  is  confined  to 
a  caste,  a  tribe,  or  an  horde,  as  among  the  Gaurs,  the  Jews,  or 
the  Tartars,  each  division  soon  assumes  a  family  likeness, 
and  every  tribe  degenerates  into  peculiar  deformity.  Hence 
it  may  be  easily  inferred,  that  if  the  mandarines  here  are 
resolved  only  to  marry  among  each  other,  they  will  soon  pro- 
d|ice  a  posterity  with  mandarine  faces  ;  and  we  shall  see  the 
heir  of  some  honourable  family  scarcely  equal  to  the  abortion 
of  a  country  farmer. 

These  are  a  few  of  the  obstacles  to  marriage  here,  and  it  is 
certain  they  have,  in  some  measure,  answered  the  end,  for 
celibacy  is  both  frequent  and  fashionable.  Old  bachelors 
appear  abroad  without  a  mask,  and  old  maids,  my  dear  Fum 
Hoam,  have  been  absolutely  known  to  ogle.  To  confess  in 
friendship,  if  I  were  an  Englishman  I  fancy  I  should  be  an 
old  bachelor  myself;  I  should  never  find  courage  to  run  through 
all  the  adventures  prescribed  by  the  law.  I  could  submit  to  court 
my  mistress  herself  upon  reasonable  terms;  but  to  court  her 
father,  her  mother,  and  a  long  train  of  cousins,  aunts,  and 
relations,  and  then  stand  the  butt  of  a  whole  country  church, — 
I  would  as  soon  turn  tail,  and  make  love  to  her  grandmother. 

I  can  conceive  no  other  reason  for  thus  loading  matrimony 
with  so  many  prohibitions,  unless  it  be  that  the  country  was 
thought  already  too  populous,  and  this  was  found  to  be  the 
most  effectual  means  of  thinning  it.  If  this  was  the  motive,  I 
cannot  but  congntulate  the  wise  projectors  on  the  success  of 
their  scheme.  "  Hail,  O  ye  dim-sighted  ])oliticans,  ye  wecdcrs 
of  men  !  'Tis  yours  to  clip  the  wing  of  industry,  and  convert 
Hymen  to  a  broker.     'Tis  yours  to  behold  small  objects  with 
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a  microscopic  eye  but  to  be  blind  to  those  which  require  an 
extent  of  vision.  'Tis  j'ours,  O  ye  discerners  of  mankind!  to 
lay  the  line  between  society,  and  weaken  that  force  by  dividing, 
which  should  bind  with  united  vigour.  'Tis  yours,  to  intro- 
duce national  real  distress,  in  order  to  avoid  the  imaginary 
distresses  of  a  few.  Your  actions  can  be  justified  by  a  hundred 
reasons  like  truth  ;  they  can  be  opposed  by  but  a  few  reasons, 
and  those  reasons  are  true."  —  Farewell. 


LETTER  LXXUI. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  HINGPO,  BY  THE  WAY  OP 
MOSCOW. 

Age,  that  lessens  the  enjoyment  of  life,  increases  our 
desire  of  living.  Those  dangers  which,  in  the  vigour  of 
youth,  we  had  learned  to  despise,  assume  new  terrors  as  we 
grow  old.  Our  caution  increasing  as  our  years  increase,  fear 
becomes  at  last  the  prevailing  passion  of  the  mind  ;  and  the 
small  remainder  of  life  is  taken  up  in  useless  efforts  to  keep 
oflPour  end,  or  provide  for  a  continued  existence. 

Strange  contradiction  in  our  nature,  and  to  which  even  the 
wise  are  liable !  If  I  should  judge  of  that  part  of  life  which 
lies  before  me,  by  that  which  1  have  already  seen,  the  prospect 
is  hideous.*  Experience  tells  me,  that  my  past  enjoyments 
have  brought  no  real  felicity  ;  and  sensation  assures  me,  that 
tliose  I  have  felt  are  stronger  than  those  which  are  yet  to 
come.  Yet  experience  and  sensation  in  vain  persuade ;  hope, 
more  powerful  than  either,  dresses  out  the  distant  prospect  in 
fancied  beauty ;  some  happiness  in  long  perspective  still 
beckons  me  to  pursue  ;  and,  like  a  losing  gamester,  every  new 
disappointment  increases  my  ardour  to  continue  the  game. 

Whence,  my  friend,  this  increased  love  of  life,  which  grows 
upon  us  with  our  years  ?  whence  comes  it,  that  we  thus  make 
greater  efforts  to  preserve  our  existence,  at  a  period  when  it 
becomes  scarcely  worth  the  keeping  i  Is  it  that  nature, 
attentive  to  the  preservation  of  mankind,  increases  our  wishes 
to  live,  while  she  lessens  our  enjoyments  ;  and,  as  she  robs 
the  senses  of  every  pleasure,  equips  imai;ination  in  the  spoil  ? 
Life  would  be  insupportable  to  an  old  man,  who,  loaded 
with  infirmities,  feared  death  no  more  than  in  the  vigour  of 

•  The  author  repeats  this  sentiment,  in  nearly  the  same  words,  in  his 
comedy  of  the  Good-Natured  Man.  Vidt  scene  in  the  First  Act,  between 
Honey  wood  and  Croaker B. 
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manhood  :  the  numberless  calamities  of  decaying-  nature,  and 
the  consciousness  of  surviving  every  pleasure,  would  at  once 
induce  him,  with  his  own  hand,  to  terminate  the  scene  of 
misery  :  but  happily  the  contempt  of  death  forsakes  him,  at  a 
time  when  only  it  could  be  prejudicial  ;  and  life  acquires  an 
imaginary  value,  in  proportion  as  its  real  value  is  no  more. 

Our  attachment  to  every  object  around  us  increases,  in 
general,  from  the  length  of  our  acquaintance  with  it.  "  I  would 
not  choose,"  says  a  French  philosopher,  "  to  see  an  old  post 
pulled  up,  with  which  I  had  been  long  acquainted."  A  mind 
long  habituated  to  a  certain  set  of  objects,  insensibly  becomes 
fond  of  seeing  them,  visits  them  from  habit,  and  parts  from 
them  with  reluctance  ;  from  hence  proceeds  the  avarice  of  the 
old  in  every  kind  of  possession.  They  love  the  world  and  all 
that  it  produces  ;  they  love  life  and  all  its  advantages  ;  not 
because  it  gives  them  pleasure,  but  because  they  have  known 
it  long. 

Chinvang  the  Chaste,  ascending  the  throne  of  China, 
commanded  that  all  who  were  unjusth'  detained  in  prison, 
during  the  preceding  reigns,  should  be  set  free.  Among  the 
number  who  came  to  thank  their  deliverer  on  this  occasion, 
there  appeared  a  majestic  old  man,  who,  falling  at  the 
emperor's  feet,  addressed  him  as  follows:  — "  Great  father  of 
China,  behold  a  wretch,  now  eighty-five  years  old,  M'ho  was 
shut  up  in  a  dungeon  at  the  age  of  twenty-two.  I  was 
imprisoned,  though  a  stranger  to  crime,  or  without  being  even 
confronted  by  my  accusers.  I  have  now  lived  in  solitude 
and  darkness  for  more  than  fifty  years,  and  am  grown  familiar 
with  distress.  As  yet,  dazzled  with  the  splendour  of  that  sun 
to  which  you  have  restored  me,  I  have  been  wandering  the 
streets  to  find  some  friend  that  would  assist,  or  relieve,  or 
remember  me  ;  but  my  friends,  my  family,  and  relations,  are 
all  dead,  and  I  am  forgotten.  Permit  me,  then,  O  Chinvang, 
to  wear  out  the  wretched  remains  of  life  in  my  former  prison  : 
the  walls  of  my  dungeon  are  to  me  more  pleasing  than  the 
most  splendid  palace ;  I  have  not  long  to  live,  and  shall  be 
unhappy  excej)t  I  spend  the  rest  of  my  d^ys  where  my  youth 
was  passed,  —  in  that  prison  from  which  you  were  pleased  to 
release  me." 

The  old  man's  passion  for  confinement  is  similar  to  that  we 
all  have  for  life.  We  are  habituated  to  the  prison,  we  look 
round  with  discontent,  are  displeased  with  the  abode,  and  yet 
I  he  length  of  our  captivity  only  increases  our  fondness  for  the 
cell.     The  trocs  we  have  planted,  the  houses  we  have  built. 
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or  the  posterity  we  have  begotten,  all  serve  to  bind  us  closer 
to  earth,  and  imbitter  our  parting.  Life  sues  the  j'oung  like 
a  new  acquaintance  ;  the  companion,  as  yet  unexhausted,  is  at 
once  instructive  and  amusing :  its  company  pleases ;  yet,  for 
all  this,  it  is  but  little  regarded.  To  us  who  are  declined  in 
years,  life  appears  like  an  old  friend  ;  its  jests  have  been 
anticipated  in  former  conversation  ;  it  has  no  new  story  to 
make  us  smile,  no  new  improvement  with  which  to  surprise, 
yet  still  we  love  it ;  destitute  of  every  enjoyment,  still  we  love 
it,  husband  the  wasting  treasure  with  increased  frugality,  and 
feel  all  the  poignancy  of  anguish  in  the  fatal  separation. 

Sir  Philip  Mordaunt  was  young,  beautiful,  sincere,  brave, 
an  Englishman.  He  had  a  complete  fortune  of  his  own,  and 
the  love  of  the  king  his  master,  which  was  equivalent  to 
riches.  Life  opened  all  her  treasure  before  him,  and  promised 
a  long  succession  of  future  happiness.  He  came,  tasted  of 
the  entertainment,  but  was  disgusted  even  in  the  beginning. 
He  professed  an  aversion  to  living ;  was  tired  of  walking 
round  the  same  circle  ;  had  tried  every  enjoyment,  and  found 
them  all  grow  weaker  at  every  repetition.  "  If  life  be  in 
youth  so  displeasing,"  cried  he  to  himself,  "  what  will  it 
appear  when  age  comes  on  ?  if  it  be  at  present  indifferent, 
sure  it  will  then  be  execrable."  This  thought  imbittered 
every  reflection  ;  till  at  last,  with  all  the  serenity  of  perverted 
reason,  he  ended  the  debate  with  a  pistol !  Had  this  self- 
deluded  man  been  apprized,  that  existence  grows  more 
desirable  to  us  the  longer  we  exist,  he  would  have  then  faced 
old  age  without  shrinking,  he  would  have  boldly  dared  to 
live,  and  served  that  society  by  his  future  assiduity,  which  he 
basely  injured  by  his  desertion.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXIV. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTxlNGI,  TO  FUM  HOAM,    FIRST    PRESIDENT  OP 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN  IN  CHINA. 

In  reading  the  newspapers  here,  I  have  reckoned  up  not 
less  than  twenty-five  great  men,  seventeen  very  great  men, 
and  nine  very  extraordinary  men,  in  less  than  the  compass  of 
half  a-year.  "  These,"  said  the  gazettes,  "  are  the  men  that 
posterity  are  to  gaze  at  with  admiration  ;  these  the  names 
that  fame  will  be  employed  in  holding  up  for  the  astonishment 
of  succeeding  ages."  Let  me  see  —  forty-six  great  men  in 
half  a  year,  amount  to  just  ninety-two  in  a  year.     I  wonder 
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how  posterity  will  be  able  to  remember  them  all,  or  whether 
the  people,  in  future  times,  will  have  any  other  business  to 
mind,  but  that  of  getting  the  catalogue  by  heart. 

Docs  the  mayor  of  a  corporation  make  a  speech  ? — he  is 
instantly  set  down  for  a  great  man.  Does  a  pedant  digest  his 
commonplace  book  into  a  folio?  —  he  quickly  becomes  great. 
Does  a  poet  string  up  trite  sentiments  in  rhyme?  —  he  also 
becomes  the  great  man  of  the  hour.  How  diminutive  soever 
the  object  of  admiration,  each  is  followed  by  a  crowd  of  still 
more  diminutive  admirers.  The  shout  begins  in  his  train  ; 
onward  he  marches  to  immortality  ;  looks  back  at  the  pursuing 
crowd  with  self-satisfaction ;  catching  all  the  oddities,  the 
whimsies,  the  absurdities,  and  the  littleness  of  conscious 
greatness,  by  the  way. 

I  was  yesterday  invited  by  a  gentleman  to  dinner,  who 
promised  that  our  entertainment  should  consist  of  a  haunch  of 
venison,  a  turtle,  and  a  great  man.  I  came  according  to 
appointment.  The  venison  was  fine,  the  turtle  good,  but  the 
great  man  insupportable.  The  moment  I  ventured  to  speak, 
I  was  at  once  contradicted  with  a  snap.  I  attempted,  by  a 
second  and  a  third  assault,  to  retrieve  my  lost  reputation,  but 
was  still  beat  back  with  confusion.  I  was  resolved  to  attack 
him  once  more  from  intrenchment,  and  turned  the  conversa- 
tion upon  the  government  of  China  :  but  even  here  he 
asserted,  snapped,  and  contradicted  as  before.  "  Heavens," 
thought  I,  "  this  man  pietends  to  know  China  even  better 
than  myself!"  I  looked  round  to  see  who  was  on  my  side  ; 
but  every  eye  was  fixed  in  admiration  on  the  great  man  :  I 
therefore  at  last  thought  proper  to  sit  silent,  and  act  the 
pretty  gentleman  during  the  ensuing  conversation. 

When  a  man  has  once  secured  a  circle  of  admirers,  he  may 
be  as  ridiculous  here  as  he  thinks  proper  ;  and  it  all  passes  for 
elevation  of  sentiment  or  learned  absence.  If  he  transgresses 
the  common  forms  of  breeding,  mistakes  even  a  teapot  for  a 
tobacco-box,  it  is  said  that  his  thoughts  are  fixed  on  more 
important  objects :  to  speak  and  to  act  like  the  rest  of 
mankind,  is  to  be  no  greater  than  they.  There  is  something 
of  oddity  in  the  very  idea  of  greatness  ;  for  we  are  seldom 
astonished  at  a  thing  very  much  resembling  ourselves. 

When  the  Tartars  make  a  Lama,  their  first  care  is  to  place 
him  in  a  dark  corner  of  the  temple  :  here  he  is  to  sit  half 
concealed  from  view,  to  regulate  the  motion  of  his  hands,  lips, 
and  eyes  ;  but,  above  all,  he  is  enjoined  gravity  and  silence. 
This,  however,  is  but  the  prelude  to  his  apoth«osis :  a  set  of 
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emissaries  are  despatched  among  the  people,  to  cry  up  his 
piety,  gravity,  and  love  of  raw  flesh  ;  the  people  take  them 
at  their  word,  approach  the  Lama,  now  become  an  idol,  with 
the  most  humble  prostration  ;  he  receives  their  addresses 
without  motion,  commences  a  god,  and  is  ever  after  fed  by 
his  priests  with  the  spoon  of  immortality.  The  same  receipt 
in  this  country  serves  to  make  a  great  man.  The  idol  only 
keeps  close,  sends  out  his  little  emissaries  to  be  hearty  in  his 
praise  ;  and  straight,  whether  statesman  or  author,  he  is  set 
down  in  the  list  of  fame,  continuing  to  be  praised  while  it  is 
fashionable  to  praise,  or  while  he  prudently  keeps  his  minute- 
ness concealed  from  the  public. 

I  have  visited  many  countries,  and  have  been  in  cities 
without  number,  yet  never  did  I  enter  a  town  which  could 
not  produce  ten  or  twelve  of  those  little  great  men ;  all 
fancying  themselves  known  to  the  rest  of  the  world,  and 
complimenting  each  other  upon  their  extensive  reputation. 
It  is  amusing  enough  when  two  of  these  domestic  prodigies 
of  learning  mount  the  stage  of  ceremony,  and  give  and  take 
praise  from  each  other.  I  have  been  present  when  a  German 
doctor,  for  having  pronounced  a  panegyric  upon  a  certain 
monk,  was  thought  the  most  ingenious  man  in  the  world  ;  till 
the  monk  soon  after  divided  this  reputation  by  returning  the 
compliment ;  by  which  means,  they  both  marched  off  with 
universal  applause. 

The  same  degree  of  undeserved  adulation  that  attends  our 
great  man  while  living,  often  also  follows  him  to  the  tomb. 
It  frequently  happens  that  one  of  his  little  admirers  sits  down, 
big  with  the  important  subject,  and  is  delivered  of  the  history 
of  his  life  and  writings.  This  may  properly  be  called  the 
revolutions  of  a  life  between  the  fireside  and  the  easy  chair. 
In  this  we  learn  the  year  in  which  he  was  bom,  at  what  an 
early  age  he  gave  symptoms  of  uncommon  genius  and  appli>. 
cation,  together  with  some  of  his  smart  sayings,  collected  by 
his  aunt  and  mother  while  yet  but  a  boy.  The  next  book 
introduces  him  to  the  university,  where  we  are  informed  of 
his  amazing  progress  in  learning,  his  excellent  skill  in  darning 
stockings,  and  his  new  invention  for  papering  books  to  save 
the  covers.  He  next  makes  his  appearance  in  the  republic  of 
letters,  and  publishes  his  folio.  Now  the  colossus  is  reared, 
his  works  are  eagerly  bought  up  by  all  the  purchasers  of 
scarce  books.  The  learned  societies  invite  him  to  become  a 
member :  he  disputes  against  some  foreigner  with  a  long  Latin 
name,  conquers  in  the  controversy,  is  complimented  by  several 
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authors  of  gravity  and  importance,  is  excessively  fond  of 
egg-sauce  with  his  pig,  becomes  president  of  a  literary  club, 
and  dies  in  the  meridian  of  his  glory.  Happy  they  who  thus 
have  some  little  faithful  attendant,  who  never  forsakes  them, 
but  prepares  to  wrangle  and  to  praise  against  every  opposer ; 
at  once  ready  to  increase  their  pride  while  living,  and  their 
character  when  dead  I  For  you  and  me,  my  friend,  who  have  no 
humble  admirer  thus  to  attend  us  —  we,  who  neither  are,  nor 
never  will  be,  great  men,  and  who  do  not  much  care  whether 
we  are  great  men  or  no,  at  least  let  us  strive  to  be  honest  men, 
and  to  have  common  sense. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

There  are  numbers  in  this  city  who  live  by  writing  new 
books  ;  and  yet  there  are  thousands  of  volumes  in  every  large 
library  unread  and  forgotten.  This,  upon  my  arrival,  was  one 
of  those  contradictions  which  I  was  unable  to  account  for. 
"  Is  it  possible,"  said  I,  "  that  there  should  be  any  demand  for 
new  books,  before  those  already  published  are  read  ?  Can 
there  be  so  many  employed  in  producing  a  commodity  with 
which  the  market  is  already  overstocked  —  and  with  goods  also 
better  than  any  of  modern  manufacture  ?" 

What,  at  first  view,  appeared  an  inconsistence,  is  a  proof  at 
once  of  this  people's  wisdom  and  refinement.  Even  allowing 
the  works  of  their  ancestors  better  written  than  theirs,  yet 
those  of  the  moderns  acquire  a  real  value,  by  being  marked 
with  the  impression  of  the  times.  Antiquity  has  been  in  the 
possession  of  others  ;  the  present  is  our  own  :  let  us  first, 
therefore,  learn  to  know  what  belongs  to  ourselves,  and  then, 
if  we  have  leisure,  cast  our  reflections  back  to  the  reign  ot 
Shonou,  who  governed  twenty  thousand  years  before  the 
creation  of  the  moon. 

The  volumes  of  antiquity,  like  medals,  may  very  well  serve 
to  amuse  the  curious  ;  but  the  works  of  the  moderns,  like  the 
current  coin  of  a  kingdom,  are  much  better  for  immediate  use : 
the  former  are  often  prized  above  their  intrinsic  value,  and 
kept  with  care ;  the  latter  seldom  pass  for  more  than  they  are 
worth,  and  are  often  subject  to  the  merciless  hands  of  sweating 
critics  and  clipping  compilers  :  the  works  of  antiquity  are 
ever  praised,  those  of  the  moderns  read  :  the  treasures  of  our 
ancestors  have  our  esteem,  and  we  boast  the  passion  ;  those  of 
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contemporary  genius  engage  our  heart,  although  we  bhish  to 
own  it.  The  visits  we  pay  the  former  resemble  those  we  pay 
the  great,  —  the  ceremony  is  troublesome,  and  yet  such  as  we 
would  not  choose  to  forego  ;  our  acquaintance  with  modern 
books  is  like  sitting  with  a  friend,  —  our  pride  is  not  flattered 
in  the  interview,  but  it  gives  more  internal  satisfaction. 

In  proportion  as  society  refines,  new  books  must  ever  become 
more  necessary.  Savage  rusticity  is  reclaimed  In'  oral  admo- 
nition alone ;  but  the  elegant  excesses  of  refinement  are  best 
corrected  by  the  still  voice  of  studious  inquiry.  In  a  polite 
age,  almost  every  person  becomes  a  reader,  and  receives  more 
instruction  from  the  press  than  the  pulpit.  The  preaching 
Bonze  may  instruct  the  illiterate  peasant ;  but  nothing  less 
than  the  insinuating  address  of  a  fine  writer  can  win  its  way 
to  a  heart  already  relaxed  in  all  the  effeminacy  of  refinement. 
Books  are  necessan,'  to  correct  the  vices  of  the  polite  ;  but 
those  vices  are  ever  changing,  and  the  antidote  should  be 
changed  accordingly  —  should  still  be  new. 

Instead,  therefore,  of  thinking  the  number  of  new  publications 
here  too  great,  I  could  wish  it  still  greater,  as  they  are  the 
most  useful  instruments  of  reformation.  Every  country  must 
be  instructed  either  by  writers  or  preachers ;  but  as  the 
number  of  readers  increases,  the  number  of  hearers  is  propor- 
tionably  diminished  —  the  writer  becomes  more  useful,  and  the 
preaching  Bonze  less  necessary. 

Instead,  therefore,  of  complaining  that  writers  are  overpaid, 
when  their  works  procure  them  a  bare  subsistence,  I  should 
imagine  it  the  duty  of  a  state,  not  only  to  encourage  their 
numbers,  but  their  industry.  A  Bonze  is  rewarded  with 
immense  riches  for  instructing  only  a  few,  even  of  the  most 
ignorant  of  the  people  ;  and  sure  the  poor  scholar  should  not 
oeg  his  bread,  who  is  capable  of  instructing  a  million. 

Of  all  rewards,  I  grant,  the  most  pleasing  to  a  man  of  real 
merit  is  fame  ;  but  a  polite  age,  of  all  times,  is  that  in  which 
scarcely  any  share  of  merit  can  acquire  it.  What  numbers  oi 
fine  writers  in  the  latter  empire  of  Rome,  when  refinement 
was  carried  to  the  highest  pitch,  have  missed  that  fame  and 
immortality  which  they  had  fondly  arrogated  to  themselves ! 
How  many  Greek  authors,  who  wrote  at  that  period  when 
Constantinople  was  the  refined  mistress  of  the  empire,  now 
rest,  either  not  printed  or  not  read,  in  the  libraries  of  Europe ! 
Those  who  came  first,  while  either  state  as  yet  was  barbarous, 
carried  all  the  reputation  away.     yVuthors,  as  the  age  refined, 
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became  more  numerous,  and  their  numbers  destroyed  their 
fame.*  It  is  but  natural,  therefore,  for  the  writer,  when 
conscious  that  his  works  will  not  procure  him  fame  hereafter, 
to  endeavour  to  make  them  turn  out  to  his  tempoT-al  interest 
nere. 

Whatever  be  the  motives  which  induce  men  to  write, 
whether  avarice  or  fame,  the  countrj'^  becomes  most  wise  and 
happy,  in  which  they  most  serve  for  instructors.  The  countries 
where  sacerdotal  instruction  alone  is  permitted,  remain  in 
ignorance,  superstition,  and  hopeless  slavery.  In  England, 
where  there  are  as  many  new  books  published  as  in  all  the 
rest  of  Europe  together,  a  spirit  of  freedom  and  reason  reigns 
among  the  people  :  they  have  been  often  known  to  act  like 
fools,  they  are  generally  found  to  think  like  men. 

The  only  danger  that  attends  a  multii)licity  of  publications 
is,  that  some  of  them  may  be  calculated  to  injure  rather  than 
benefit  society.  But  where  writers  are  numerous,  they  also 
serve  as  a  check  upon  each  other  ;  and,  perhaps,  a  literary 
inquisition  is  the  most  terrible  punishment  that  can  be  con- 
ceived to  a  literary  transgressor. 

But,  to  do  the  English  justice,  there  are  but  few  offenders 
of  this  kind  ;  their  publications,  in  general,  aim  either  at 
mending  the  heart,  or  improving  the  common  weal.  The 
dullest  writer  talks  of  virtue,  and  liberty,  and  benevolence, 
with  esteem  ;  tells  his  true  story,  filled  with  good  and  whole- 
some advice  ;  warns  against  slavery,  bribery,  or  the  bite  of 
a  mad  dog ;  and  dresses  up  his  little  useful  magazine  of 
knowledge  and  entertainment,  at  least  with  a  good  intention. 
The  dunces  of  France,  on  the  other  hand,  who  have  less 
encouragement,  are  more  vicious.  Tender  hearts,  languishing 
eyes,  Leonora  in  love  at  thirteen,  ecstatic  transports,  stolen 
blisses,  are  the  frivolous  subjects  of  their  frivolous  memoirs, 

*  Goldsmith  once  observed  to  Boswell,  that  he  himself  had  come  too 
late  into  the  world,  for  that  Pope  and  other  poets  had  taken  up  the  places 
in  the  Temple  of  Fame;  so  that  as  but  few  at  any  period  can  posses* 

Soetical  reputation,  a  man  of  genius  could  now  h;ir(ily  acquire  it.  Dr 
ohnson  acknowledged  himself  to  be  of  Goldsmith's  opinion,  adding,  "  It 
is  difficult  to  get  literary  fame,  and  it  is  every  day  growing  more  difficult." 
That  it  is  difficult  to  obtain  fame  must  be  admitted,  since  the  exercise  of 
rare  abilities  is  the  conilition  on  which  it  must  always  be  enjoyed  ;  but 
that  it  is  more  difficult,  in  the  present  day,  than  in  the  age  of  Pope,  or 
any  previous  period,  may  l)e  very  safely  denied.  Fame  has  never  been 
more  liberally  bestowed,  oi  earned  more  cheaply,  than  during  the  last  half 
century B. 
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In  England,  if  a  bawdy  blockhead  thus  breaks  in  on  the 
community,  he  sets  his  whole  fraternity  in  a  roar  ;  nor  can  he 
escape,  even  though  he  should  fly  to  nobility  for  shelter. 

Thus,  even  dunces,  ray  friend,  may  make  themselves  useful. 
But  there  are  others,  whom  nature  has  blest  with  talents  above 
the  rest  of  mankind  ;  men  capable  of  thinking  with  precision, 
*nd  impressing  their  thought  with  rapidity  ;  beings  who  diffuse 
those  regards  upon  mankind,  which  others  contract  and  settle 
upon  themselves.  These  deserve  even,'  honour  from  that 
community  of  which  they  are  more  peculiarly  the  children  ; 
to  such  I  would  give  my  heart,  since  to  them  I  am  indebted 
for  its  humanity.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXVI. 

FROM  HINGPO,  TO  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  BY  THE  WAY  OF  MOSCOW. 

I  STILL  remain  at  Terki,  where  I  have  received  that  money 
which  was  remitted  here  in  order  to  release  me  from  captivity. 
My  fair  companion  still  improves  in  my  esteem  ;  the  more  I 
know  her  mind,  her  beauty  becomes  more  poignant  :  she 
appears  charming,  even  among  the  daughters  of  Circassia. 

Yet,  were  I  to  examine  her  beauty  with  the  art  of  a  statuary, 
I  should  find  numbers  here  that  far  surpass  her;  nature  has 
not  granted  her  all  the  boasted  Circassian  regularity  of  feature, 
and  yet  she  greatly  exceeds  the  fairest  of  the  country  in  the 
art  of  seizing  the  affections.  "  Whence,"  have  I  often  said  to 
myself,  "  this  resistless  magic  that  attends  even  moderate 
charms  ?  Though  I  regard  the  beauties  of  the  country  with 
admiration,  every  interview  weakens  the  impression  ;  but  the 
form  of  Zelis  grows  upon  my  imagination — I  never  behold 
her  without  an  increase  of  tenderness  and  respect.  Whence 
this  injustice  of  the  mind,  in  preferring  imperfect  beauty  to 
that  which  nature  seems  to  have  finished  with  care  ?  whence 
the  infatuation  that  he  whom  a  comet  could  not  amaze,  should 
be  astonished  at  a  meteor?"  When  reason  was  thus  fatigued 
to  find  an  answer,  my  imagination  pursued  the  subject,  and 
this  was  the  result  ; 

I  fancied  myself  placed  between  two  landscapes,  this  called 
the  Region  of  Beauty,  and  that  the  Valley  of  the  Graces  ; 
the  one  adorned  with  all  that  luxuriant  nature  could  bestow  ; 
the  fruits  of  various  climates  adorned  the  trees — the  grove 
resounded  with  music  —  the  gale  breathed  perfume  —  every 
charm  that  could  arise  from  symmetry  and  exact  distribution 
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were  here  conspicuous, — the  whole  offering  a  prospect  of  plea- 
sure without  end.  The  Valley  of  the  Graces,  on  the  other 
hand,  seemed  by  no  means  so  inviting  ;  the  streams  and  the 
groves  appeared  just  as  the}'  usually  do  in  frequented  coun- 
tries :  no  magnificent  parterres,  no  concert  in  the  grove,  the 
rivulet  was  edged  with  weeds,  and  the  rook  joined  its  voice 
to  that  of  the  nightingale.     All  was  simplicity  and  nature. 

The  most  striking  objects  ever  first  allure  the  traveller.  I 
entered  the  Region  of  Beauty  with  increased  curiosity,  and 
promised  myself  endless  satisfaction,  in  being  introduced  to 
the  presiding  goddess.  I  perceived  several  strangers,  who 
entered  with  the  same  design  ;  and  what  surprised  me  not  a 
little,  was  to  see  several  others  hastening  to  leave  this  abode 
of  seeming  felicity. 

After  some  fatigue,  I  had  at  last  the  honour  of  being  intro- 
duced to  the  goddess,  who  represented  Beauty  in  person. 
She  was  seated  on  a  throne,  at  the  foot  of  which  stood  several 
strangers,  lately  introduced  like  me,  all  regarding  her  form  in 
ecstasy. 

"  Ah,  what  eyes !  what  lips !  how  clear  her  complexion ! 
how  perfect  her  shape!"  At  these  exclamations.  Beauty, 
with  downcast  eyes,  would  endeavour  to  counterfeit  modesty, 
but  soon  again  looking  round  as  if  to  confirm  every  spectator 
in  his  favourable  sentiments  :  sometimes  she  would  attempt 
to  allure  us  by  smiles  ;  and  at  intervals  would  bridle  back^  in 
order  to  inspire  us  with  respect  as  well  as  tenderness. 

This  ceremony  lasted  for  some  time,  and  had  so  much 
employed  our  eyes  that  we  had  forgot  all  this  while  that  the 
goddess  was  silent.  We  soon,  however,  began  to  perceive 
the  defect.  "  What,"  said  we,  among  each  other,  "  are  we  to 
have  nothing  but  languishing  airs,  soft  looks,  and  inclinations 
of  the  head  ?  will  the  goddess  only  deign  to  satisfy  our  eyes?" 
Upon  this,  one  of  the  company  stepped  uj)  to  present  her 
with  some  fruits  he  had  gatlicred  by  the  way.  She  received 
the  present  most  sweetly  smiling,  and  with  one  of  the  whitest 
hands  in  the  world,  but  still  not  a  word  escaped  her  lips. 

I  now  found  that  my  companions  grew  weary  of  their 
homage  ;  they  went  off  one  by  one,  and  resolving  not  to  be 
left  behind,  I  offered  to  go  in  my  turn,  when,  just  at  the  door 
of  the  temple,  I  was  called  back  by  a  female  whose  name  was 
Pride,  and  who  seemed  dis[)leased  at  the  behaviour  of  the 
company.  "  Where  are  you  hastening  '? "  said  she  to  me  with 
an  angry  air  ;  "  the  goddess  of  Beauty  is  here." — "  [  have 
been  to  visit  her,  madam,"  replied  I,  "  and  find  her  more 
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beautiful  even  than  report  had  made  her."  — "  And  why  then 
will  you  leave  her  ?  "  added  the  female. — "  I  have  seen  her 
long  enough,"  returned  I,  "  I  have  got  all  her  features  by 
heart.  Her  eyes  are  still  the  same.  Her  nose  is  a  very  fine 
one,  but  it  is  still  just  such  a  nose  now  as  it  was  half  an  hour 
ago  :  could  she  throw  a  little  more  mind  into  her  face,  per- 
haps I  should  be  for  wishing  to  have  more  of  her  company." 
— "  What  signifies,"  replied  my  female,  "  whether  she  has  a 
mind  or  not  ;  has  she  any  occasion  for  a  mind,  so  formed  as 
she  is  by  nature  ?  If  she  had  a  common  face,  indeed,  there 
might  be  some  reason  for  thinking  to  improve  it  ;  but  when 
features  are  eilready  perfect,  every  alteration  would  but  impair 
them.  A  fine  face  is  already  at  the  point  of  perfection,  and  a 
fine  lady  should  endeavour  to  keep  it  so  :  the  impression  it 
would  receive  from  thought,  would  but  disturb  its  whole 
economy." 

To  this  speech  I  gave  no  reply,  but  made  the  best  of  my 
way  to  the  Valley  of  the  Graces.  Here  I  found  all  those  who 
before  had  been  my  companions  in  the  Region  of  Beauty,  now 
upon  the  same  errand. 

As  we  entered  the  valley,  the  prospect  insensibly  seemed  to 
improve  ;  we  found  every  thing  so  natural,  so  domestic,  and 
pleasing,  that  our  minds,  which  before  were  congealed  in 
admiration,  now  relaxed  into  gaiety  and  good-humour.  We 
had  designed  to  pay  our  respects  to  the  presiding  goddess, 
but  she  was  nowhere  to  be  found.  One  of  our  companions 
asserted,  that  her  temple  lay  to  the  right ;  another  to  the  left  ; 
a  third  insisted  that  it  was  straight  before  us  ;  and  a  fourth, 
that  we  had  left  it  behind.  In  short,  we  found  every  thing 
familiar  and  charming,  but  could  not  determine  where  to  seek 
for  the  Grace  in  person. 

In  this  agreeable  incertitude  we  passed  several  hours,  and 
though  very  desirous  of  finding  the  goddess,  by  no  means 
impatient  of  the  delay.  Every  part  of  the  valley  presented 
some  minute  beauty,  which,  without  offering  itself,  at  once 
stole  upon  the  soul,  and  captivated  us  with  the  charms  of  our 
retreat.  Still,  however,  we  continued  to  search,  and  might 
still  have  continued,  had  we  not  been  interrupted  by  a  voice, 
which,  though  we  could  not  see  from  whence  it  came,  addressed 
us  in  this  manner  :  —  "  Ifyou  would  find  the  goddess  of  Grace, 
seek  her  not  under  one  form,  for  she  assumes  a  thousand. 
Ever  changing  under  the  eye  of  inspection,  her  variety,  rather 
than  her  figure,  is  pleasing.  In  contemplating  her  beauty,  the 
eye  glides  over  every  perfection  with  giddy   delight,   and 
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capable  of  fixing  no  where,  is  charmed  with  the  whole.*  She 
is  now  Contemplation  with  solemn  look,  again  Compassion  with 
humid  eye ;  she  now  sparkles  with  joy,  soon  every  feature 
speaks  distress  ;  her  looks  at  times  invite  our  approach,  at 
others  repress  our  presumption  :  the  goddess  cannot  be  properly 
called  beautiful  under  any  one  of  these  forms,  but  by  combin- 
ing them  all,  she  becomes  irresistibly  pleasing."  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXVir. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  FUM  HOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT  OP 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN,  IN  CHINA. 

The  shops  of  London  are  as  well  furnished  as  those  of 
Pekin.  Those  of  London  have  a  picture  hung  at  their  door, 
informing  the  passengers  what  they  have  to  sell,  as  those  at 
Pekin  have  a  board  to  assure  the  buyer  that  they  have  no 
intention  to  cheat  him. 

I  was  this  morning  to  buy  silk  for  a  nightcap  :  immediately 
upon  entering  the  mercer's  shop,  the  master  and  his  two  men, 
with  wigs  plastered  with  powder,  appeared  to  ask  my  com- 
mands. They  were  certainly  the  civilest  people  alive  ;  if  i 
but  looked,  they  flew  to  the  place  where  I  cast  my  eve  ;  every 
motion  of  mine  sent  them  running  round  the  whole  shop  for 
my  satisfaction.  I  informed  them  that  I  wanted  what  was 
good,  and  they  shewed  me  not  less  than  forty  pieces,  and  each 
was  better  than  the  former,  the  prettiest  pattern  in  nature,  and 
the  fittest  in  the  world  for  nightcaps.  "  My  very  good  friend," 
said  I  to  the  mercer,  "  you  must  not  pretend  to  instruct  me 
in  silks  ;  I  know  these  in  particular  to  be  no  better  than  your 
mere  flimsj'  Bungees." — "  That  may  be,"  cried  the  mercer, 
who,  I  afterwards  found,  had  never  contradicted  a  man  in  his 
life  ;  "  I  cannot  pretend  to  say  but  thej'  may  ;  but  lean  assure 
you,  my  Lady  Trail  has  had  a  sack  from  this  piece  this  very 
morning." — "  But  friend,"  said  I,  "  though  my  lady  has  chosen 
a  sack  from  it,  I  see  no  necessity  that  I  should  wear  it  for  a 
nightcap." — "  That  may  be,"  returned  he  again,  "  yet  what 
becomes  a  pretty  lady,  will  at  any  time  look  well  on  a  hand- 
some gentleman."  This  short  compliment  was  thrown  in  so 
very  seasonably  upon  my  ugly  face,  that  even  though  I  disliked 
the  silk,  I  desired  him  to  cut  me  oft' the  pattern  of  a  nightcap. 

While  this  business  was  consigned  to  his  journeymen,  the 

*  Vultus  nimiiim  lubricus  anpici.  —  flOR. 
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master  himself  took  down  some  pieces  of  silk  still  finer  than 
any  I  had  yet  seen,  and  spreading  them  before  me,  "  There," 
cries  he,  "  there  's  beauty  ;  my  Lord  Snakeskin  has  bespoke 
the  fellow  to  this  for  the  birthnight  this  very  morning- ;  it 
would  look  charmingly  in  waistcoats."' — "  But  I  don't  want  a 
waistcoat,"  replied  I.  "Not  want  a  waistcoat!"  returned 
the  mercer,  "  then  I  would  advise  you  to  buy  one ;  when 
waistcoats  are  wanted,  jou  may  depend  upon  it  they  will  come 
dear.  Always  buy  before  you  want,  and  you  are  sure  to  be 
well  used,  as  they  say  in  Cheapside."  There  was  so  much 
justice  in  his  advice,  that  I  could  not  refuse  taking  it  ;  besides, 
the  silk,  which  was  really  a  good  one,  increased  the  tempta- 
tion ;  so  I  gave  orders  for  that  too. 

As  I  was  waiting  to  have  my  bargains  measured  and  cut, 
which,  I  know  not  how,  they  executed  but  slowly,  during  the 
interval  the  mercer  entertained  me  with  the  modern  manner 
of  some  of  the  nobility  receiving  company  in  their  morning 
gowns  ;  "  Perhaj)s,  sir,"  adds  he,  "  you  have  a  mind  to  see 
what  kind  of  silk  is  universally  worn."  Without  waiting  for 
my  reply,  he  spreads  a  piece  before  me,  which  might  be 
reckoned  beautiful  even  in  China.  "  If  the  nobility,"  con- 
tinues he,  "  were  to  know  I  sold  this  to  any  under  a  Right 
Honourable,  1  should  certainly  lose  their  custom ;  you  see,  my 
lord,  it  is  at  once  rich,  tasty,  and  quite  the  thing."  —  "  I  am 
no  lord,''  interrupted  I.  — "  I  beg  pardon,"  cried  he;  "but 
be  pleased  to  remember,  when  you  intend  buying  a  morning 
gown,  that  you  had  an  offer  from  me  of  something  worth 
money.  Conscience,  sir,  conscience  is  my  way  of  dealing  ; 
you  may  buy  a  morning  gown  now,  or  you  may  stay  till  they 
become  dearer  and  less  fashionable  ;  but  it  is  not  my  business 
to  advise."  In  short,  most  reverend  Fum,  he  persuaded  me 
to  buy  a  morning  gown  also,  and  would  probably  have  per- 
suaded me  to  have  bought  half  the  goods  in  his  shop,  if  1  had 
stayed  long  enough,  or  was  furnished  with  sufficient  money. 

Ujinn  returning  home,  I  could  not  help  reflecting,  with  some 
astonishment,  how  this  very  man,  with  such  a  confined  edu- 
cation and  capacity,  was  yet  capable  of  tuuiiiig  me  as  he 
thought  proper,  and  moulding  me  to  his  inclinations!  I  knew 
he  was  only  answerir^g  his  own  puq)Oses,  cv(  n  while  he 
attempted  to  appear  solicitous  about  mine  :  yet,  by  a  voluntary 
infatuation,  a  sort  of  passion,  compounded  of  vanity  and  good- 
nature, I  walked  into  the  snare  with  my  eyes  o\'>u,  and  put 
myself  to  future  pain  in  order  to  give  him  immediate  piritsure. 
'I'he  wisdom  of  the  ignorant  «omowhat  rescnibics  the  instinct 
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of  animals ;  it  is  diffused  in  but  a  very  narrow  sphere,  but 
within  that  circle  it  acts  with  vigour,  uniformity,  and  success. — 
Adieu. 

LETTER  LXXVIII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

From  my  former  accounts,  you  may  be  apt  to  fancy  the 
EngHsh  the  most  ridiculous  people  under  the  sun.  They  are 
indeed  ridiculous  ;  yet  every  other  nation  in  Europe  is  equally 
30  ;  each  laughs  at  each,  and  the  Asiatic  at  all. 

I  may,  upon  another  occasion,  point  out  what  is  most  stri- 
kingly absurd  in  other  countries  ;  1  shall  at  present  confine 
myself  only  to  France.  The  first  national  peculiarity  a  tra- 
veller meets  upon  entering  that  kingdom,  is  an  odd  sort  of 
staring  vivacity  in  every  eye,  not  excepting  even  the  children  ; 
the  people,  it  seems,  have  got  it  into  their  heads,  that  they 
have  more  wit  than  others,  and  so  stare,  in  order  to  look  smart. 

I  know  not  how  it  happens,  but  there  appears  a  sickly  deli- 
cacy in  the  faces  of  their  finest  women.  This  may  have 
introduced  the  use  of  paint,  and  paint  produces  wrinkles  ;  so 
that  a  fine  lady  shall  look  like  a  hag  at  twentv-three.  But  as, 
in  some  measure,  they  never  appear  young,  so  it  may  be 
equally  asserted,  that  they  actually  think  themselves  never 
old  ;  a  gentle  miss  shall  prepare  for  new  conquests  at  sixty, 
shall  hobble  a  rigadoon  when  she  can  scarcely  walk  out 
without  a  crutch  ;  she  shall  affect  the  girl,  play  her  fan  and 
her  eyes,  and  talk  of  sentiments,  bleeding  hearts,  and  expiring 
for  love,  when  actually  dying  with  age.  Like  a  departing 
philosopher,  she  attempts  to  make  her  last  moments  the  most 
brilliant  of  her  life. 

Their  civility  to  strangers  is  what  they  are  chiefly  proud  of; 
and,  to  confess  sincerely,  their  beggars  are  the  very  politest 
beggars  I  ever  knew  :  in  other  places  a  traveller  is  addressed 
with  a  piteous  whine,  or  a  sturdy  solemnity,  but  a  French 
beggar  shall  ask  your  charity  with  a  very  genteel  bow,  and 
thank  you  for  it  with  a  smile  and  shrug. 

Another  instance  of  this  people's  breeding  I  must  not 
forget.  An  Englishman  would  not  speak  his  native  language 
in  a  company'  of  foreigners,  where  he  was  sure  that  none 
understood  him  ;  a  travelling  Hottentot  himself  would  be 
silent  if  acquainted  only  with  the  language  of  his  country  ;  but 
a  Frenchman  shall  talk  to  you  whether  you  understand  his 
language  or  not ;  never  troubling  his  head  whether  you  have 
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learned  French,  still  he  keeps  up  the  conversation,  fixes  his 
eye  full  in  your  face,  and  asks  a  thousand  questions,  which  he 
answers  himself,  for  want  of  a  more  satisfactory  reply. 

But  their  civility  to  foreigners  is  not  half  so  great  as  their 
admiration  of  themselves.  Every  thing  that  belongs  to  them 
and  their  nation  is  great,  magnificent  beyond  expression,  quite 
romantic!  every  garden  is  a  paradise,  every  hovel  a  palace, 
and  every  woman  an  angel.  The}-  shut  their  eyes  close,  throw 
Jieir  mouths  wide  open,  and  cry  out  in  a  rapture,  "  Sacre  ! 
what  beauty  !  O  Ciel !  what  taste !  Alort  de  via  vie !  what 
grandeur !  was  ever  any  people  like  ourselves  ?  we  are  the 
nation  of  men,  and  all  the  rest  no  better  than  two-legged 
barbarians." 

I  fancy  the  French  would  make  the  best  cooks  in  the  world 
if  they  had  but  meat  ;  as  it  is,  they  can  dress  you  out  five 
different  dishes  from  a  nettle-top,  seven  from  a  dock-leaf,  and 
twice  as  many  from  a  frog's  haunches  ;  these  eat  prettily 
enough  when  one  is  a  little  used  to  them,  are  easy  of  digestion, 
and  seldom  overload  the  stomach  with  crudities.  They  seldom 
dine  under  seven  hot  dishes  :  it  is  true,  indeed,  with  all  this 
magnificence,  they  seldom  spread  a  cloth  before  the  guests  ; 
but  in  that  I  cannot  be  angry  with  them,  since  those  who  have 
got  no  linen  on  their  backs,  may  very  well  be  excused  for 
wanting  it  on  their  tables. 

Even  religion  itself  loses  its  solemnity  among  them.  Upon 
their  roads,  at  about  every  five  miles'  distance,  you  see  an 
image  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  dressed  up  in  grim  head-clothes, 
painted  cheeks,  and  an  old  red  petticoat  ;  before  her  a  lamp 
is  often  kept  burning,  at  which,  with  the  saint's  permission,  I 
have  frequently  lighted  my  pipe.  Instead  of  the  Virgin,  you 
are  sometime?  presented  with  a  crucifix,  at  other  times  with  a 
wooden  Saviour,  fitted  out  in  complete  garniture,  with  sponge, 
spear,  nails,  pincers,  hammer,  bees-wax,  and  vinegar- bottle. 
Some  of  those  images,  I  have  been  told,  came  down  from 
heaven  ;  if  so,  in  heaven  they  have  but  bungling  workmen. 

In  passing  through  their  towns,  you  frequently  see  the  men 
sitting  at  the  doors  knitting  stockings,  while  the  care  of  culti- 
vating the  ground  and  pruning  the  vines  falls  to  the  women. 
This  is,  perhaps,  the  reason  why  the  fair  sex  are  granted  some 
peculiar  privileges  in  this  country  ;  particularly,  when  they 
can  get  horses,  of  riding  without  a  side-saddle. 

But  1  begin  to  think  you  may  find  lliis  description  pert  and 
dull  enou^'h  ;  perhaps  it  is  so  ;  yet,  in  general,  it  is  the  manner 
in  which  the  French  usually  describe  foreigners ;  and  it  is  but 
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just  to  force  a  part  of  that  ridicule  back  upon  them,  whicb 
they  attempt  to  lavish  on  others. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXIX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  two  theatres  which  serve  to  amuse  the  citizens  here, 
are  again  opened  for  the  winter.  The  mimetic  troops,  different 
from  those  of  the  state,  begin  their  campaign  when  all  the 
others  quit  the  field  ;  and,  at  a  time  when  the  Europeans  cease 
to  destroy  each  other  in  reality,  they  are  entertained  with 
mock  battles  upon  the  stage. 

The  dancing  master  once  more  shakes  his  quivering  feet ; 
the  carpenter  prepares  his  paradise  of  pasteboard  ;  the  hero 
resolves  to  cover  his  forehead  with  brass,  and  the  heroine 
begins,  to  scour  up  her  copper  tail,  preparative  to  future 
operations  ;  in  short,  all  are  in  motion,  from  the  theatrical 
letter  carrier  in  yellow  clothes,  to  Alexander  the  Great  that 
stands  on  a  stool. 

Both  houses  have  already  commenced  hostilities.  War, 
open  war,  and  no  quarter  received  or  given!  Two  singing 
women,  like  heralds,  have  begun  the  contest ;  the  whole  town 
is  divided  on  this  solemn  occasion  :  one  has  the  finest  pipe, 
the  other  the  finest  manner  ;  one  curtsies  to  the  ground,  the 
other  salutes  the  audience  with  a  smile ;  one  conies  on  with 
modesty  which  asks,  the  other  with  boldness  which  extorts 
applause  ;  one  wears  powder,  the  other  has  none  ;  one  has  the 
longest  waist,  but  the  other  appears  most  easy  :  all,  all  is 
important  and  serious;  the  town  as  yet  perseveres  in  its 
neutrality  ;  a  cause  of  such  moment  demands  the  most  mature 
deliberation  ;  they  continue  to  exhibit,  and  it  is  verj'  possible 
this  contest  may  continue  to  please  to  the  end  of  the  season. 

But  the  generals  of  either  army  have,  as  1  am  told,  several 
reinforcements  to  lend  occasional  assistance.  If  they  produce 
a  ])air  of  diamond  buckles  at  one  house,  we  have  a  pair  of 
eyebrows  that  can  match  them  at  the  other.  If  we  outdo  them 
in  our  attitude,  they  can  overcome  us  bj'  a  shrui^  ;  if  we  can 
bring  more  children  on  the  stage,  tliey  can  bring  more  guards 
in  red  clothes,  who  strut  and  shoulder  their  swords  to  the 
astonishment  of  every  spectator. 

They  tell  me  here,  that  people  frequent  the  theatre  in  order 
to  be  instructed  as  well  as  amused.  I  smile  to  hear  the 
assertion.     If  I  ever  go  to  one  of  their  playhouses,  what  with 
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trumpets,  hallooine:  behind  the  stage,  and  bawling  upon  it,  I 
am  quite  dizzy  before  the  performance  is  over.  If  I  enter  the 
house  with  any  sentiments  in  my  head,  I  am  sure  to  have 
none  going  away,  the  whole  mind  being  filled  with  a  dead 
Tiarch,  a  funeral  procession,  a  cat-call,  a  jig,  or  a  tempest. 

There  is,  perhaps,  nothing  more  easy  than  to  write  properly 
for  the  English  theatre  ;  I  am  amazed  that  none  are  appren- 
ticed to  the  trade.  The  author,  when  well  acquainted  with 
the  value  of  thunder  and  lightning ;  when  versed  in  all  the 
mystery  of  scene-shifting  and  trap-doors  ;  when  skilled  in  the 
proper  periods  to  introduce  a  wire-walicer  or  a  waterfall  ; 
when  instructed  in  every  actor's  peculiar  talent,  and  capable 
of  adapting  his  speeches  to  the  supposed  excellence  ;  when 
thus  instructed,  he  knows  all  that  can  give  a  modem  audience 
pleasure.  One  player  shines  in  an  exclamation,  another  in  a 
groan,  a  third  in  a  horror,  a  fourth  in  a  start,  a  fifth  in  a  smile, 
a  sixth  faints,  and  a  seventh  fidgets  round  the  stage  with 
peculiar  vivacity  ;  that  piece,  therefore,  will  succeed  best, 
where  each  has  a  proper  opportunity  of  shining :  the  actor's 
business  is  not  so  much  to  adapt  himself  to  the  poet,  as 
the  poet's  to  adapt  himself  to  the  actor. 

The  great  secret,  therefore,  of  tragedy  writing,  at  present,  is 
a  perfect  acquaintance  with  theatrical  ah's  and  oh's  ;  a  certain 
number  of  these,  interspersed  with  gods  !  tortures  !  racks  !  and 
damnation !  shall  distort  every  actor  almost  into  convulsions, 
and  draw  tears  from  every  spectator  ;  a  proper  use  of  these 
will  infallibly  fill  the  whole  house  wifh  applause.  But,  above 
all,  a  whining  scene  must  strike  most  forcibly.  I  would  advise, 
from  my  present  knowlcJge  of  the  audience,  the  two  favourite 
players  of  the  town  to  introduce  a  scene  of  this  sort  in  every 
play.  Towards  the  middle  of  the  last  act,  I  would  have  them 
enter  with  wild  looks  and  outspread  arms  :  there  is  no  neces- 
sity for  speaking,  they  are  only  to  groan  at  each  other ;  they 
must  vary  the  tones  of  exclamation  and  despair  through  the 
whole  theatrical  gamut,  wring  their  figures  into  every  shape 
of  distress,  and,  when  their  calamities  have  drawn  a  proper 
quantity  of  tears  from  the  sympathetic  spectators,  they  may 
go  oft'  in  dumb  solemnity  at  dilferent  doors,  clasping  their 
hands,  or  slapping  their  pocket-holes  :  this,  which  may  be 
called  a  tragic  pantomime,  will  answer  every  purpose  of 
moving  the  passions  as  well  as  words  could  have  done,  and  it 
must  save  those  expenses  which  go  to  reward  an  author. 

All  modern  plays  that  would  keep  the  audience  aliVe,  must 
be  conceived  in  this  manner ;  and,  indeed,  many  a  modern 
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play  is  made  up  on  no  other  plan.  This  is  the  merit  that  lifts 
up  the  heart,  like  opium,  into  a  rapture  of  insensibility,  and 
can  dismiss  the  mind  from  all  the  fatigue  of  thinking- :  this  is 
the  eloquence  that  shines  in  many  a  long  forgotten  scene, 
which  has  been  reckoned  excessively  fine  upon  acting;  this 
the  lightning  that  flashes  no  less  in  the  hyperbolical  tyrant, 
who  breakfasts  on  the  wind,  than  in  little  Nerval,  as  harmless 
as  the  babe  unborn. — Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXX. 

TO  THE  SAME, 

I  HAVE  always  regarded  the  spirit  of  mercy  which  appears 
in  the  Chinese  laws  with  admiration.  An  order  for  the  exe- 
cution of  a  criminal  is  carried  from  court  by  slow  journeys  of 
six  miles  a-day,  but  a  pardon  is  sent  down  with  the  most  rapid 
despatch.  If  five  sons  of  the  same  father  be  guilty  of  the  same 
offence,  one  of  them  is  forgiven,  in  order  to  continue  the 
family,  and  comfort  his  aged  parents  in  their  decline. 

Similar  to  this,  there  is  a  spirit  of  mercy  breathes  through 
the  laws  of  England,  which  some  erroneously  endeavour  to 
suppress ;  the  laws,  however,  seem  unwilling  to  punish  the 
offender,  or  to  furnish  the  officers  of  justice  with  every  means 
of  acting  with  severity'.  Those  who  arrest  debtors  are  denied 
the  use  of  arms ;  the  nightly  watch  is  permitted  to  repress  the 
disorders  of  the  drunken  citizens  only  with  clubs  ;  Justice,  in 
such  a  case,  seems  to  hide  her  terrors,  and  permits  some 
offenders  to  escape  rather  than  load  any  with  a  punishment 
disproportioned  to  the  crime. 

Thus  it  is  the  glory  of  an  Englishman,  that  he  is  not  only 
governed  by  laws,  but  that  these  are  also  tempered  by  mercy  ; 
a  country  restrained  by  severe  laws,  and  those,  too,  executed 
with  severity,  (as  in  Japan,)  is  under  the  most  terrible 
species  of  tyranny  ;  a  royal  tyrant  is  generally  dreadful  to 
the  great,  but  numerous  penal  laws  grind  every  rank  of 
people,  and  chiefly  those  least  able  to  resist  oppression, 
—  the  poor. 

It  is  very  possible  thus  for  a  people  to  become  slaves  to 
laws  of  their  own  enacting,  as  the  Athenians  were  to  those  of 
Draco.  "  It  might  first  happen,"  says  the  historian,  "  that 
men  with  peculiar  talents  for  villainy  attempted  to  evade  the 
ordinances  already  established  ;  their  practices,  therefore,  soon 
brought  on  a  new  law  levelled  against  them ;  but  the  same 
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degree  of  cunning  which  had  taught  the  knave  to  evade  the 
former  statutes,  taught  him  to  evade  the  latter  also ;  he  flew  to 
new  shifts,  while  Justice  pursued  with  new  ordinances  ;  still, 
however,  he  kept  his  proper  distance,  and  whenever  one 
crime  was  judged  penal  by  the  state,  he  left  committing  it, 
in  order  to  practise  some  unforbidden  species  of  villainy. 
Thus  the  criminal  against  whom  the  threatenings  were 
denounced  always  escaped  free,  while  the  simple  rogue  alone 
felt  the  rigour  of  justice.  In  the  meantime,  penal  laws 
became  numerous ;  almost  every  person  in  the  state,  unknow- 
ingly, at  different  times  offended,  and  was  every  moment 
subject  to  a  malicious  prosecution."  In  fact,  penal  laws, 
instead  of  preventing  crimes,  are  generally  enacted  after  the 
commission  ;  instead  of  repressing  the  growth  of  ingenious 
villainy,  only  multiply  deceit,  by  putting  it  upon  new  shifts 
and  expedients  of  practising  with  impunity. 

Such  laws,  therefore,  resemble  the  guards  which  are  some- 
times imposed  upon  tributary'  princes,  apparently,  indeed,  to 
secure  them  from  danger,  but,  in  reality,  to  confirm  their 
captivity. 

Penal  laws,  it  must  be  allowed,  secure  property  in  a  state, 
but  they  also  diminish  personal  security  in  the  same  propor- 
tion :  there  is  no  positive  law,  how  equitable  soever,  that 
may  not  be  sometimes  capable  of  injustice.  When  a  law, 
enacted  to  make  theft  punishable  with  death,  happens  to  be 
equitably  executed,  it  can  at  best  only  guard  our  possessions  ; 
but  when,  by  favour  or  ignorance,  justice  pronounces  a  wrong 
verdict,  it  then  attacks  our  lives,  since,  in  such  a  case,  the 
whole  community  suffers  with  the  innocent  victim  :  if,  there- 
fore, in  order  to  secure  the  effects  of  one  man,  I  should  make 
a  law  which  should  take  away  the  life  of  another,  in  such  a 
case,  to  attain  a  smaller  good,  I  am  guilty  of  a  greater  evil ; 
to  secure  society  in  the  possession  of  a  bauble,  I  render  a 
real  and  valuable  possession  precarious.  And  indeed  the 
experience  of  every  age  may  serve  to  vindicate  the  assertion. 
No  law  could  be  more  just  than  that  called  Icsce  majestatis, 
when  Rome  was  governed  by  emperors  :  it  vvas  but  reasonable, 
that  every  conspiracy  against  the  administration  should  be 
detected  and  punished  :  yet  what  terrible  slaughters  succeeded 
in  consequence  of  its  enactment!  proscriptions,  stranglings, 
poisoninjrs,  in  almost  every  family  of  distinction ;  yet  all  done 
in  a  legal  way,  every  criminal  had  his  trial,  and  lost  his  life 
by  a  majority  of  witnesses. 

And  such  «ill  ever  be  the  case,  where  punishments  are 
numerous,  and  where  a  weak,  vicious,  but,  above  all,  where  a 
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mercenary  magistrate  is  concerned  in  their  execution  :  such  a 
man  desires  to  see  penal  laws  increased,  since  he  too  frequently 
has  it  in  his  power  to  turn  them  into  instruments  of  extortion  ; 
in  such  hands,  the  more  laws,  the  wider  means,  not  of  satisfy- 
ing justice,  but  of  satiating  avarice. 

A  mercenary  magistrate,  who  is  rewarded  in  proportion, 
not  to  his  integrity,  but  to  the  number  he  convicts,  must  be  a 
person  of  the  most  unblemished  character,  or  he  will  lean  on 
the  side  of  cruelty ;  and  when  once  the  work  of  injustice  is 
begun,  it  is  impossible  to  tell  how  far  it  will  proceed.  It  is 
said  of  the  h'iTEna,  that,  naturally,  it  is  no  way  ravenous,  but 
when  once  it  has  tasted  human  flesh,  it  becomes  the  most 
voracious  animal  of  the  forest,  and  continues  to  persecute 
mankind  ever  after.*  A  corrupt  magistrate  may  be  considered 
as  a  human  hyaena  :  he  begins,  perhaps,  by  a  private  snap,  he 
goes  on  to  a  morsel  among  friends,  he  proceeds  to  a  meal  in 
public,  from  a  meal  he  advances  to  a  surfeit,  and  at  last  sucks 
blood  like  a  vampyre. 

Not  in  such  hands  should  the  administration  of  justice  be 
intrusted,  but  to  those  who  know  how  to  reward  as  well  as  to 
punish.  It  was  a  fine  saying  of  Nangfu  the  emperor,  who, 
being  told  that  his  enemies  had  raised  an  insurrection  in  one 
of  the  distant  provinces,  "  Come,  then,  my  friends,"  said  he, 
"  follow  me,  and  I  promise  you  that  we  shall  quickly  destroy 
them."  He  marched  forward,  and  the  rebels  submitted  upon 
his  approach.  All  now  thought  that  he  would  take  the  most 
signal  revenge,  but  were  surprised  to  see  the  captives  treated 
with  mildness  and  humanity.  "  How  !  "  cries  his  first  minister, 
"  is  this  the  manner  in  which  you  fulfil  your  promise  ?  your 
royal  word  was  given  that  your  enemies  should  be  destroyed, 
and  behold  you  have  pardoned  all,  and  even  caressed  some!" 
— "  I  promised,"  replied  the  emperor,  with  a  generous  air,  to 
"  destroy  my  enemies ;  I  have  fulfilled  my  word,  for  see  they 
are  enemies  no  longer  ;  I  have  mude  friends  of  them." 

This,  could  it  always  succeed,  were  the  true  method  of 
destroyinu'  the  enemies  of  a  state;  well  it  were,  if  rewards  and 
mercy  alone  could  regulate  the  commonwealth  :  but  since 
punishments  are  sometimes  necessary,  let  them  at  least  be 
rendered  terrible,  by  being  executed  but  seldom  ;  and  let 
Justice  lift  her  sword  rather  to  terrify  than  revenge. —  Adieu. 

*  Tliis  is  one  of  those  idle  inventions  with  which  naturalists  eke  out 
their  di'^criptiiin  of  aiiiniala  with  whose  habits  they  are  imperfectly 
acqiiainterl.  Of  the  hvicna,  in  particular,  many  absurd  stories  have  been 
told.  -  B. 


CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD.  233 

LETTER  LXXXI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  HAVE  as  yet  gi%-en  you  but  a  short  and  imperfect  descrip- 
tion of  the  ladies  of  England.  Woman,  my  friend,  is  a  subject 
not  easily  understood,  even  in  China  ;  what,  therefore,  can  be 
expected  from  my  knowledge  of  the  sex,  in  a  country  where 
they  are  universally  allowed  to  be  riddles,  and  I  but  a  stranger  ? 

To  confess  a  truth,  I  was  afraid  to  begin  the  description, 
lest  the  sex  should  undergo  some  new  revolution  before  it  was 
finished  ;  and  my  picture  should  thus  become  old  before  it 
could  well  be  said  to  have  ever  been  new.  To-day  they  are 
lifted  upon  stilts  ;  to-morrow  they  lower  their  heels,  and  raise 
their  heads  ;  their  clothes  at  one  time  are  bloated  out  with 
whalebone;  at  present  they  have  laid  their  hoops  aside,  and 
are  become  as  slim  as  mermaids.  All,  all  is  in  a  state  of  con- 
tinual fluctuation,  from  the  mandarine's  wife  who  rattles 
through  the  streets  in  her  chariot,  to  the  humble  sempstress 
who  clatters  over  the  pavement  in  iron-shod  pattens. 

What  chiefly  distinguishes  the  sex  at  present  is  the  train. 
As  a  lady's  quality  or  fashion  was  once  determined  here  by  the 
circumference  of  her  hoop,  both  are  now  measured  by  the  length 
of  her  tail.  Women  of  moderate  fortunes  are  contented  with 
tails  moderately  long  ;  but  ladies  of  true  taste  and  distinction 
set  no  bounds  to  their  ambition  in  this  particular.  I  am  told 
the  lady  mayoress,  on  days  of  ceremony,  carries  one  longer 
than  a  bell-wether  of  Bantam,  whose  tail,  you  know,  is  trundled 
along  in  a  wheel-barrow. 

Sun  of  China,  what  contradictions  do  we  find  in  this  strange 
world  !  not  only  the  people  of  different  countries  think  in 
opposition  to  each  other,  but  the  inhabitants  of  a  single  island 
are  often  found  inconsistent  with  themselves.  Would  you 
believe  it  ?  this  very  people,  my  Fum,  who  are  so  fond  of 
seeing  their  womeri  with  long  tails,  at  the  same  time  dock  their 
horses  to  the  very  rump  ! 

But  you  may  easily  guess,  that  I  am  no  ways  displeased 
with  a  fashion  which  tends  to  increase  a  demand  for  the  com- 
modities of  the  East,  and  is  so  very  beneficial  to  the  country 
in  which  I  was  born.  Nothing  can  be  better  calculated  to 
increase  the  price  of  silk  than  the  present  manner  of  dressing. 
A  lady's  train  is  not  bought  but  at  some  expense,  and  after  it 
has  swept  the  public  walks  for  a  very  few  evenings,  is  fit  to  be 
worn  no  longer  :  more  silk  must  be  bought  in  order  to  repair 
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the  breach,  and  some  ladies  of  peculiar  economy  are  thus  found 
to  patch  up  their  tails  eight  or  ten  times  in  a  season.  This 
unnecessar}'  consumjjtion  may  introduce  poverty  here,  but  then 
we  shall  be  the  richer  for  it  in  China, 

The  Man  in  Black,  who  is  a  professed  enemy  to  this  manner 
of  ornamenting'  the  tail,  assures  me,  there  are  numberless 
inconveniences  attending  it,  and  that  a  lady  dressed  up  to  the 
fashion  is  as  much  a  cripple  as  any  in  Nankin.  But  his  chief 
indignation  is  levelled  at  those  who  dress  in  this  manner, 
without  a  proper  fortune  to  support  it.  He  assures  me,  that 
he  has  known  some  who  would  have  a  tai!  though  they  wanted 
a  petticoat  ;  and  others,  who,  without  any  other  pretensions, 
fancied  they  became  ladies,  merely  from  the  addition  of  three 
superfluous  yards  of  ragged  silk  : — "I  know  a  thrifty  good 
woman,"  continues  he,  "  who  thinking  herself  obliged  to  carry 
a  train  like  her  betters,  never  walks  from  home  without  the 
uneasy  apprehension  of  wearing  it  out  too  soon  :  every  excur- 
sion she  makes,  gives  her  new  anxiety  ;  and  her  train  is  every 
bit  as  importunate,  and  wounds  her  peace  as  much  as  the 
bladder  we  sometimes  see  tied  to  the  tail  of  a  cat." 

Nay,  he  ventures  to  athrm,  that  a  train  may  often  bring  a 
lady  into  the  most  critical  circumstances  :  "  for,  should  a  rude 
fellow,"  says  he,  "  offer  to  come  up  to  ravish  a  kiss,  and  the 
lady  attempt  to  avoid  it,  in  retiring  she  must  necessarily  tread 
upon  her  train,  and  thus  fall  fairly  upon  her  back;  by  which 
means,  every  one  knows  —  her  clothes  may  be  spoiled." 

The  ladies  here  make  no  scruple  to  laugh  at  the  smallness 
of  a  Chinese  slipper,  but  I  fancy  our  wives  in  China  would  have 
a  more  real  cause  of  laughter,  could  they  but  see  the  immode- 
rate length  of  a  European  train.  Head  of  Confucius  I  to  view 
a  human  being  crippling  herself  with  a  great  unwieldy  tail  for 
our  diversion  I  Backward  she  cannot  go,  forward  she  must 
move  but  slowly  ;  and  if  ever  she  attempts  to  turn  round,  it 
must  be  in  a  circle  not  smaller  than  that  described  by  the 
wheeling  crocodile,  when  it  would  face  an  assailant.  And  yet 
to  think  that  all  this  confers  im|)ortanceand  majesty!  to  think 
that  a  lady  acquires  additional  respect  fiom  fifteen  yards  of 
trailing  tati'eta!  1  cannot  contain  —  ha!  ha!  ha!  this  is  certainly 
a  remnant  of  European  barbarity  :  the  female  Tartar,  dressed 
in  sheep  skins,  is  in  far  more  convenient  drapery.  Their  own 
writers  have  sometimes  inveighed  against  the  absurdity  of  this 
fashion,  but  perhaps  it  has  never  been  ridiculed  so  well  as  upon 
the  Italian  theatre,  w  here  Pasquariello  being  engaged  to  attend 
on  the  Countess  of  Feruambroco,  having  one  of  his  hands 
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employed  in  carrying  her  mufF,  and  the  other  her  lapdog,  he 
bears  her  train  majestically  along,  by  sticking  it  in  the  waist- 
band of  his  breeches.  —  Adieu, 


LETTER  LXXXIL 

TO  THE  S.AJVIE. 

A  DISPUTE  has  for  some  time  divided  the  philosophers  of 
Europe  :  it  is  debated  whether  arts  and  sciences  are  more 
serviceable  or  prejudicial  to  mankind  ?  They  who  maintain 
the  cause  of  literature,  endeavour  to  prove  their  usefulness, 
from  the  impossibility  of  a  large  number  of  men  subsisting  in 
a  small  tract  of  country  without  them  ;  from  the  pleasure 
which  attends  the  acquisition  ;  and  from  the  influence  of  know- 
ledge in  promoting  practical  nioralit\'. 

They  who  maintain  the  opposite  opinion,  display  the  happi- 
ness and  innocence  of  those  uncultivated  nations  who  live 
without  learning  ;  urge  the  numerous  vices  which  are  to  be 
found  only  In  polished  society  ;  enlarge  upon  the  oppression, 
the  cruelty,  and  the  blood  which  must  necessarily  be  shed,  in 
order  to  cement  civil  society ;  and  insist  upon  the  happy 
equality  of  conditions  in  a  barbarous  state,  preferable  to  the 
unnatural  subordination  of  a  more  refined  constitution.* 

This  dispute,  which  has  already  given  so  much  employment 
to  speculative  indolence,  has  been  mwnaired  with  much  ardour, 
and  (not  to  suppress  our  sentiments)  with  but  little  sagacity. 
They  who  insist  that  the  sciences  are  useful  in  refined  society, 
are  certainly  right,  and  they  who  maintain  that  barbarous 
nations  are  more  happy  without  them,  aie  right  also  ;  but 
when  one  side,  for  tliis  reason,  attempts  to  prove  them  as 
universally  useful  to  the  solitary  barbarian  as  to  the  native  of 
a  crowded  commonwealth  ;  or  when  the  other  endeavours  to 
banish  them  as  prejudicial  to  all  society,  even  from  populous 
states  as  well  as  from  tlie  inhabitants  of  the  wilderness,  they 
are  both  wrong ;  since  that  knosvledge  which  makes  the 
happiness  of  a  refined  European,  would  be  a  torment  to  the 
precarious  tenant  of  an  Asiiilic  wild. 

Let  me,  to  prove  this,  transport  the  imagination  for  a 
moment  to  the  midst  of  a  forest  in  Siberia.  There  we  behold 
the  inhabitant,  poor  indeed,  but  equally  fond  of  happiness 

•  This  is  the  paradox  whit-h  J.  J.  Rousseau  has  so  elo(]uently  main- 
tained in  his  "  Discours  sur  i'origine  et  les  fundenicnts  de  I'in^galit^ 
pirnii  les  Lommes." — B, 
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with  the  most  refined  philosopher  of  China.  The  earth  lies 
uncultivated  and  uninhabited  for  miles  around  him  :  his  little 
family  and  he  the  sole  and  undisputed  possessors.  In  such 
circumstances,  nature  and  reason  will  induce  him  to  prefer  a 
hunter's  life  to  that  of  cultivating  the  earth.  He  will  certainly 
adhere  to  that  manner  of  living  which  is  carried  on  at  the 
smallest  expense  of  labour,  and  that  food  which  is  most 
agreeable  to  the  appetite ;  he  will  prefer  indolent,  though 
precarious  luxury,  to  a  laborious,  though  permanent  compe- 
tence ;  and  a  knowledge  of  his  own  happiness  will  determine 
him  to  persevere  in  native  barbarity. 

In  like  manner,  his  hajjpiness  will  incline  him  to  bind 
himself  by  no  law  :  laws  are  made  in  order  to  secure  present 
property ;  but  he  is  possessed  of  no  property  which  he  is 
afraid  to  lose,  and  desires  no  more  than  will  be  sufficient  to 
sustain  him  ;  to  enter  into  compacts  with  others,  would  be 
undergoing  a  voluntary  obligation  without  the  expectance  of 
any  reward.  He  and  his  countrymen  are  tenants,  not  rivals, 
in  the  same  inexhaustible  forest  ;  the  increased  possessions  of 
one  b}'  no  means  diminishes  the  expectations  arising  from 
equal  assiduity  in  another  ;  there  is  no  need  of  laws,  there- 
fore, to  repress  ambition,  where  there  can  be  no  mischief 
attending  its  most  boundless  gratification. 

Our  solitary  Siberian  will,  in  like  manner,  find  the  sciences 
not  only  entirely  useless  in  directing  his  practice,  but  disgus- 
ting even  in  speculation.  In  everf  contemplation,  our  curiosity 
must  be  first  excited  by  the  appearances  of  things,  before  our 
reason  undergoes  the  fatigue  of  investigating  the  causes. 
Some  of  those  appearances  are  produced  by  experiment, 
others  by  minute  inquiry  ;  some  arise  from  a  knowledge  of 
foreign  climates,  and  others  from  an  intimate  study  of  our 
own.  But  there  are  few  objects  in  comparison  which  present 
themselves  to  the  inhabitant  of  a  barbarous  country  ;  the 
game  he  hunts,  or  the  transient  cottage  he  builds,  make  up 
the  chief  objects  of  his  concern  ;  his  curiosity,  therefore,  must 
be  proportionably  less  ;  and  if  that  is  diminished,  the  reasoning 
faculty  will  be  diminished  in  pro])ortion. 

Besides,  sensual  enjoyment  adds  wings  to  curiosity.  We 
consider  few  objects  with  ardent  attention,  but  those  which 
have  some  connection  with  our  wishes,  our  pleasures,  or  our 
necessities.  A  desire  of  enjoyment  first  interests  our  passions 
in  the  jnirsuit,  points  out  the  object  of  investigation,  and 
reason  then  comments  where  sense  has  led  the  way.  An 
increase  in  the  number  of  our  enjoyments,  therefore,  neces- 
sarily produces   an  increase   of  scientific  research  :  but  in 
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countries  where  almost  every  enjoyment  is  wanting,  reason 
there  seems  destitute  of  its  great  inspirer,  and  speculation  is 
the  business  of  fools  when  it  becomes  its  own  reward. 

_  The  barbarous  Siberian  is  too  wise,  therefore,  to  exhaust 
his  time  in  quest  of  knowledge,  which  neither  curiosity 
prompts  nor  pleasure  impels  him  to  pursue.  When  told  o'f 
the  exact  admeasurement  of  a  degree  upon  the  equator  at 
Quito,  he  feels  no  pleasure  in  the  account  ;  when  informed 
that  such  a  discovery  tends  to  promote  navigation  and  com- 
merce, he  finds  himself  no  way  interested  in  either.  A  dis- 
covery which  some  have  pursued  at  the  hazard  of  their  lives, 
affects  him  with  neither  astonishment  nor  pleasure.  He  is 
satisfied  with  thoroughly  understanding  the  few  objects  which 
contribute  to  his  own  felicity  ;  he  knows  the  properest  places 
where  to  lay  the  snare  for  the  sable,  and  discerns  the  value  of 
furs  with  more  than  European  sagacity.  ISIore  extended 
knowledge  would  only  serve  to  render  him  unhappy  ;  it 
might  lend  a  ray  to  shew  him  the  misery  of  his  situation,  but 
could  not  guide  him  in  his  efforts  to  avoid  it.  Ignorance  is 
the  happiness  of  the  poor. 

The  misery  of  being  endowed  with  sentiments  above  its 
capacity  of  fruition,  is  most  admirably  described  in  one  of  the 
fables  of  Locman,  the  Indian  moraHst.  "  An  elephant  that 
had  been  peculiarly  serviceable  in  fighting  the  battles  of 
Wistnow  *  was  ordered  by  the  god  to  wish  for  whatever  he 
thought  proper,  and  the  desire  should  be  attended  with  imme- 
diate gratification.  The  elephant  thanked  his  benefactor  on 
bended  knees,  and  desired  to  be  endowed  with  the  reason  and 
faculties  of  a  man.  Wistnow  was  sorry  to  hear  the  foolish 
request,  and  endeavoured  to  dissuade  hiin  from  his  misplaced 
ambition  ;  but  finding  it  to  no  purpose,  gave  him  at  last  such 
a  portion  of  wisdom,  as  could  correct  even  the  Zendavesta  of 
Zoroaster.  The  reasoning  elephant  went  away  rejoicing  in 
his  new  acquisition  ;  and  though  his  body  still  retained  its 
ancient  form,  he  fouud  his  appetites  and  passions  entirely 
altered.  He  first  considered,  that  :.t  would  not  only  be  more 
comfortable,  but  also  move  becoming,  to  wear  clothes  ;  but, 
unhappily  he  had  no  method  of  making  them  himscif,  nor  had 
he  the  use  of  speech  to  demand  them  from  others  ;  and  tiiis 
was  the  first  time  he  lilt  real  anxiety.     He  soon  perceived 

•  Ayi<<tnow,  or  rather  Vblnii,  the  Preserver,  in  the  Hindu  mytho- 
logy, IS  the  personification  of  the  Divine  goodness.  He  is  the  son  of 
I»is,  or  Nature,  and  thj  brother  of  liiahina.'  aud  Sereswati.  —  B. 
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how  much  more  elegantly  men  were  fed  than  he,  therefore  he 
began  to  loath  his  usual  food,  and  longed  for  those  delicacies 
which  adorn  the  tables  of  princes  ;  but  here  again  he  found 
it  impossible  to  be  satisfied,  for  though  he  could  easily  obtain 
flesh,  yet  he  found  it  impossible  to  dress  it  in  any  degree  of 
perfection.  In  short,  every  pleasure  that  contributed  to  the 
felicity  of  mankind,  served  only  to  render  him  more  miserable, 
as  he  found  himself  utterly  deprived  of  the  power  of  enjoy- 
ment. In  this  manner  he  led  a  repining,  discontented  life, 
detesting  himself,  and  displeased  with  his  ill-judged  ambition  ; 
till  at  last  his  benefactor,  Wistnow,  taking  compassion  on  his 
forlorn  situation,  restored  him  to  the  ignorance  and  the  happi- 
ness which  he  was  originall}'^  formed  to  enjoy." 

No,  my  friend,  to  attempt  to  introduce  the  sciences  into  a 
nation  of  wandering  barbarians,  is  only  to  render  them  more 
miserable  than  ever  nature  designed  they  should  be.  A  life 
of  simplicity  is  best  fitted  to  a  state  of  solitude. 

The  great  lawgiver  of  Russia  attempted  to  improve  the 
desolate  inhabitants  of  Siberia,  by  sending  among  them  some 
of  the  politest  men  of  Europe.  The  consequence  has  shewn, 
tlftit  the  country  was  as  yet  unfit  to  receive  them ;  they 
languished  for  a  time,  with  a  sort  of  exotic  malady  ;  every  day 
degenerated  from  themselves,  and  at  last,  instead  of  rendering 
the  country  more  polite,  they  conformed  to  the  soil,  and  put  on 
barbarity. 

No,  my  friend,  in  order  to  make  the  sciences  useful  in  any 
country,  it  must  first  become  populous ;  the  inhabitant  must 
go  through  the  different  stages  of  hunter,  shepherd,  and 
husbandman  —  then,  when  property  becomes  valuable,  and 
consequently  gives  cause  for  injustice  —  then,  when  laws  are 
appointed  to  repress  injury,  and  secure  possession — when 
men,  by  the  sanction  of  those  laws,  become  possessed  of 
superfluity — when  luxury  is  thus  introduced,  and  demands  its 
continual  supply,  —  then  it  is  that  the  sciences  become  necessary 
and  useful  ;  the  state  then  cannot  subsist  without  them  ;  they 
must  then  be  introduced,  at  once  to  teach  men  to  draw  the 
greatest  possible  quantity  of  pleasure  from  circnmscribed 
possession,  and  to  restrain  them  within  the  bounds  of  moderate 
enjoyment. 

The  sciences  are  not  the  cause  of  luxury,  but  its  conse- 
quence ;  and  this  destroyer  thus  brings  witl'  it  an  antidote 
which  resists  the  virulence  of  its  own  poison.  By  asserting 
that  luxury  introduces  the  sciences,  we  assert  a  truth  ;   but  if. 
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with  those  who  reject  the  utility  of  learning,  we  assert  that 
the  sciences  also  introduce  luxury,  we  shall  be  at  once  false, 
absurd,  and  ridiculous.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXXIII.     . 

FROM  LIEN  CJII  ALTANGI,  TO  HINGPO,  BY  THE  WAY  OF  MOSCOW. 

You  are  now  arrived  at  an  age,  my  son,  when  pleasure 
dissuades  from  application  ;  but  rob  not,  by  present  gratifica- 
tion, all  the  succeeding  period  of  life  of  its  happiness. 
Sacrifice  a  little  pleasure  at  first  to  the  expectance  of  greater. 
The  study  of  a  few  years  will  make  the  rest  of  life  completely 
easy. 

But  instead  of  continuing  the  subject  myself,  take  the 
following  instructions,  borrowed  from  a  modern  philosopher 
of  China.*  "  He  who  has  begun  his  fortune  by  study,  will 
certainly  confirm  it  by  perseverance.  The  love  of  books 
damps  the  passion  for  pleasure ;  and  when  this  passion  is  once 
extinguished,  life  is  then  cheaply  supported  :  thus  a  man 
being  possessed  of  more  than  he  wants,  can  never  be  subject 
to  great  disappointments,  and  avoids  all  those  meannesses 
which  indigence  sometimes  unavoidably  produces. 

"  There  is  unspeakable  pleasure  attending  the  life  of  a 
voluntary  student.  The  first  time  I  read  an  excellent  book, 
it  is  to  me  just  as  if  I  had  gained  a  new  friend  :  when  I  read 
over  a  book  I  have  perused  before,  it  resembles  the  meeting 
with  an  old  one.  We  ought  to  lay  hold  of  every  incident  in 
life  for  improvement,  the  trifling  as  well  as  the  important.  It 
is  not  one  diamond  alone  which  gives  lustre  to  another;  a 
common  coarse  stone  is  also  employed  for  that  purpose. 
Thus,  I  ought  to  draw  advantage  from  the  insults  and 
contempt  I  meet  with  from  a  worthless  fellow.  His  brutality 
ought  to  induce  me  to  self-examination,  and  correct  every 
blemish  that  may  have  given  rise  to  his  calumny. 

"  Yet  with  all  the  pleasures  and  profits  which  are  generally 
produced  by  learning,  parents  often  find  it  difficult  to  induce 
their  children  to  study.  They  often  seem  dragged  to  what 
wears  the  appearance  of  application.  Thus,  being  dilatory  in 
the  begiimiug,  all  future  hopes  of  eminence  are  entirely  cut 
off.      If  they  find  themselves  obliged  to  write  two  lines  more 

•  A  translation  of  this  passage  may  also  be  seen  in  Du  Halde,  vol.  ii. 
fol.  p.  47  and  58.  This  extract  will  at  least  serve  to  shew  that  fondness 
fur  humour  which  appears  in  the  writings  of  the  Chinese. 
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polite  than  ordinan-,  their  pencil  then  seems  as  heavy  as  a 
mill-stone,  and  they  spend  ten  days  in  turning  two  or  three 
periods  with  propriety. 

"  These  persons  are  most  at  a  loss  when  a  banquet  is  almost 
over  ;  the  plate  and  the  dice  go  round,  that  the  number  of 
little  verses,  which  each  is  obliged  to  repeat,  may  be 
determined  by  chance.  The  boob}",  when  it  comes  to  his 
turn,  appears  quite  stupid  and  insensible.  The  company 
divert  themselves  with  his  confusion  ;  and  sneers,  winks,  and 
whispers,  are  circulated  at  his  expense.  As  for  hiiii,  he  opens 
a  pair  of  large  heavy  eyes,  stares  at  all  about  him,  and  even 
offers  to  join  in  the  laugh,  without  ever  considering  himself  as 
the  burden  of  all  their  good  humour. 

"  But  it  is  of  no  importance  to  read  much,  except  you  be 
regular  in  your  reading.  If  it  be  interrupted  for  any 
considerable  time,  it  can  never  be  attended  with  proper 
improvement.  There  are  some  who  study  for  one  day  with 
intense  application,  and  repose  themselves  for  ten  days  after. 
But  wisdom  is  a  coquette,  and  must  be  courted  with  unabating 
assiduity. 

"  It  was  a  sajing  of  the  ancients,  that  a  man  never  opens  a 
book  without  reaping  some  advantage  bj^  it.  I  say  with 
them,  that  every  book  can  serve  to  make  us  more  expert, 
except  romances,  and  these  are  no  better  than  instruments  of 
debauchery.  They  are  dangerous  fictions,  where  love  is  the 
ruling  passion. 

"  The  most  indecent  strokes  there  pass  for  turns  of  wit ; 
intrigue  and  criminal  liberties  for  gallantry  and  politeness. 
Assignations,  and  even  villainy,  are  put  in  such  strong  lights, 
as  may  inspire  even  grown  men  with  the  strongest  passion; 
how  much  more,  therefore,  ought  the  youth  of  either  sex  to 
dread  them,  whose  reason  is  so  weak,  and  whose  hearts  are 
so  susce])tible  of  passion  ? 

"  To  slip  in  by  a  back-door,  or  leap  a  wall,  are  accomplish- 
ments that,  when  baaidsomely  set  off,  enchant  a  young  heart. 
It  is  true,  the  plot  is  commonly  wound  up  by  a  marriage, 
concluded  with  the  consent  of  parents,  and  adjusted  by  every 
ceremony  prescribed  by  law.  But,  as  in  the  body  of  the  work, 
there  are  many  passages  that  offend  good  morals,  overthrow 
laudable  customs,  violate  the  laws,  and  destroy  the  duties 
most  essential  to  society,  virtue  is  thereby  exposed  to  the 
most  dangurous  attacks. 

"  But,  say  some,  the  authors  of  tliese  romances  have  nothing 
in  view,  but  to  represent  vice  punished,  and  virtue  rewarded. 
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Granted.  But  will  the  greater  number  of  readers  take  notice 
of  these  punishments  and  rewards  ?  Are  not  their  minds 
carried  to  something  else  ?  Can  it  be  imagined  that  the  art 
with  which  the  author  inspires  the  love  of  virtue,  can  over- 
come that  crowd  of  thoughts  which  sway  them  to  licentious- 
ness ?  To  be  able  to  inculcate  virtue  by  so  leaky  a  vehicle, 
the  author  must  be  a  philosopher  of  the  first  rank.  But  in 
our  age,  we  can  find  but  few  first-rate  philosophers. 

"  Avoid  such  performances  where  vice  assumes  the  face  of 
virtue  :  seek  wisdom  and  knowledge,  without  ever  thinking 
you  have  found  them.  A  man  is  wise,  while  he  continues  iu 
the  pursuit  of  wisdom  ;  but  when  he  once  fancies  that  he  has 
found  the  object  of  his  inquiry,  he  then  becomes  a  fool.  Learn 
to  pursue  virtue  from  the  man  that  is  blind,  who  never  makes 
a  step  without  first  examining  the  ground  with  his  staff. 

"  The  world  is  like  a  vast  sea  ;  mankind  like  a  vessel  sailing 
on  its  tempestuous  bosom.  Our  prudence  is  its  sails,  the 
sciences  serve  us  for  oars,  good  or  bad  fortune  are  the 
favourable  or  contrary  winds,  and  judgment  is  the  rudder  ; 
without  this  last  the  vessel  is  tossed  by  every  billow,  and 
will  find  shipwreck  in  every  breeze.  In  a  word,  obscurity  and 
indigence  are  the  parents  of  vigilance  and  economy;  vigilance 
and  economy,  of  riches  and  honour  ;  riches  and  honour,  of 
pride  and  luxury  ;  pride  and  luxury,  of  impurity  and  idleness  ; 
and  impurity  and  idleness  again  produce  indigence  and 
obscurity.     Such  are  the  revolutions  of  life. " — Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXXIV. 

FROSI  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  FUM   HOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT  OF 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN,  IN   CHINA. 

I  FANCY  the  character  of  a  poet  is  in  every  country  the 
same  -.  fond  of  enjoying  the  present,  careless  of  the  future  ;  his 
conversation  that  of  a  man  of  sense,  his  aciions  those  of  a  fool ; 
of  fortitude  able  to  stand  unmoved  at  the  bursting  of  an  earth- 
quake, yet  of  sensibility  to  be  affected  by  the  breaking  of  a 
tea-cup :  Such  is  his  character,  which,  considered  in  every 
light,  is  the  very  opposite  of  that  which  leads  to  riches. 

The  poets  of  the  West  are  as  remarkable  for  their  indigence 
as  their  genius,  and  yet,  among  the  numerous  hospitals 
designed  to  relieve  the  poor,  I  have  heard  of  but  one  erected 
for  the  benefit  of  decayed  authors.  This  was  founded  by 
Pope  UrbanVIIl,and called  The  Retreat  OFTHE  Incurables, 
a 
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intimating,  that  it  was  equally  impossible  to  reclaim  the 
patients,  who  sued  for  reception,  from  poverty  or  from  poetry. 
To  be  sincere,  were  I  to  send  you  an  account  of  the  lives 
of  the  western  poets,  either  ancient  or  modern,  I  fancy  you 
would  think  me  employed  in  collecting  materials  for  a  history 
of  human  wretchedness. 

Homer  is  the  first  poet  and  beggar  of  note  among  the 
ancients  :  he  was  blind,  and  sung  his  ballads  about  the  streets ; 
but  it  is  observed,  that  bis  mouth  was  more  frequently  filled 
with  verses  than  with  bread.  Plautus,  the  comic  poet,  was 
better  oflF,  —  he  had  two  trades  ;  he  was  a  poet  for  his  diversion, 
and  helped  to  turn  a  mill  in  order  to  gain  a  livelihood. 
Terence  was  a  slave  ;  and  Boethius  died  in  a  jail. 

Among  the  Italians,  Paulo  Borghese,  almost  as  good  a  poet 
as  Tasso,  knew  fourteen  different  trades,  and  yet  died  because 
he  could  get  employment  in  none.  Tasso  himself,  who  had 
the  most  amiable  character  of  all  poets,  has  often  been  obliged 
to  borrow  a  crown  from  some  friend,  in  order  to  pay  for  a 
month's  subsistence  :  he  has  left  us  a  pretty  sonnet,  addressed 
to  his  cat,  in  which  he  begs  the  light  of  her  eyes  to  write  by, 
being  too  poor  to  afford  himself  a  candle.  But  Bentivoglio — 
poor  Bentivoglio!  —  chiefly  demands  our  pity.  His  comedies 
will  last  Mith  the  Italian  language  :  he  dissipated  a  noble 
fortune  in  acts  of  charity  and  benevolence  ;  but,  falling  into 
misery  in  his  old  age,  was  refused  to  be  admitted  into  an 
hospital  which  he  himself  had  erected. 

In  Spain,  it  is  said,  the  great  Cervantes  died  of  hunger; 
and  it  is  certain,  that  the  famous  Camoens  ended  his  days 
in  a  hospital. 

If  we  turn  to  France,  we  shall  there  find  even  stronger 
instances  of  the  ingratitude  of  the  public.  Vaugelas,  one  of 
the  politest  writers,  and  o.ie  of  the  honestest  men  of  his  time, 
was  surnamed  the  owl,  from  his  being  obliged  to  keep  within 
all  day,  and  venture  out  only  by  night,  through  fear  of  his 
creditors.  His  last  will  is  very  remarkable.  After  having 
bequeathed  all  his  worldly  substance  to  the  discharging  his 
debts,  he  goes  on  thus  :  "  But,  as  there  still  may  remain  some 
creditors  unpaid,  even  after  all  that  I  have  shall  be  disposed 
of,  in  such  a  case  it  is  my  last  will,  that  my  body  should  be 
sold  to  the  surgeons  to  the  best  advantage,  and  that  the 
purchase  should  go  to  the  discharging  those  debts  which  I 
owe  to  society ;  so  that  if  I  could  not,  while  living,  at  least 
when  dead,  I  may  be  useful." 

Cassander  was  one  of  the  greatest  geniuses  of  his  lime,  yet 
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all  his  merit  could  not  procure  him  a  bare  subsistence.  Beings 
by  degrees  driven  into  a  hatred  of  all  mankind,  from  the  little 
pity  he  found  amongst  them,  he  even  ventured  at  last  ungrate- 
fully to  impute  his  calamities  to  Providence.  In  his  last  agonies, 
when  the  priest  entreated  him  to  rely  on  the  justice  of  Heaven, 
and  ask  mercy  from  him  that  made  him,  — "  If  God,"  replies 
he,  "  has  shewn  me  no  justice  here,  what  reason  have  I  to 
expect  any  from  him  hereafter?"  But  being  answered,  that  a 
suspension  of  justice  was  no  argument  that  should  induce  us  to 
doubt  of  its  reality, — "  Let  me  entreat  you,"  continued  his 
confessor,  "  by  all  that  is  dear,  to  be  reconciled  to  God,  your 
father,  your  maker,  and  friend."  —  "  No,"  replied  the  exaspe- 
rated wretch,  "  you  know  the  manner  in  which  he  left  me  to 
live  ;  and,"  pointing  to  the  straw  on  which  he  was  stretched, 
"  you  see  the  manner  in  which  he  leaves  me  to  die  ! " 

But  the  sufferings  of  the  poet  in  other  countries  is  nothing 
when  compared  to  his  distresses  here  ;  the  names  of  Spenser 
and  Otway,  Butler  and  Dryden,  are  every  day  mentioned  as  a 
national  reproach  :  some  of  them  lived  in  a  state  of  precarious 
indigence,  and  others  literally  died  of  hunger. 

At  present,  the  few  poets  of  England  no  longer  depend  on  the 
great  for  subsistence  ;  they  have  now  no  other  patrons  but  the 
public,  and  the  public,  collectively  considered,  is  a  good  and  a 
generous  master.  It  is,  indeed,  too  frequently  mistaken  as  to 
the  merits  of  every  candidate  for  favour  ;  but,  to  make  amends, 
it  is  never  mistaken  long.  A  performance,  indeed,  may  be 
forced  for  a  time  into  reputation,  but,  destitute  of  real  merit, 
it  soon  sinks ;  time,  the  touchstone  of  what  is  truly  valuable, 
will  soon  discover  the  fraud,  and  an  author  should  never 
arrogate  to  himself  any  share  of  success,  till  his  works  have 
been  read  at  least  ten  years  with  satisfaction. 

A  man  of  letters  at  present,  whose  works  are  valuable,  is 
perfectly  sensible  of  their  value.  Every  polite  member  of  the 
community,  by  buying  what  he  WTites,  contributes  to  reward 
him.  The  ridicule,  therefore,  of  living  in  a  garret,  might  have 
been  wit  in  the  last  age,  but  continues  such  no  longer,  because 
no  longer  true.  A  writer  of  real  merit  now  may  easily  be  rich, 
if  his  heart  be  set  only  on  fortune  ;  and  for  those  who  have  no 
merit,  it  is  but  tit  that  such  should  remain  in  merited  obscurity. 
He  may  now  refuse  an  invitation  to  dinner,  without  fearing  to 
incur  his  patron's  displeasure,  or  to  starve  by  remaining  at 
home.  He  may  now  venture  to  appear  in  company  with  just 
such  clothes  as  other  men  generally  wear,  and  talk  even  to 
princes  with  all  the  conscious  superiority  of  wisdom.    Though 
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he  cannot  boast  of  fortune  here,  j'et  he  can  bravely  assert  the 
dignity  of  independence.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXXV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  HAVE  interested  myself  so  long  in  all  the  concerns  of  this 
people,  that  I  am  almost  become  an  Englishman  ;  I  now  begin 
to  read  with  pleasure  of  their  taking  towns  or  gaining  battles, 
and  secretly  wish  disappointment  to  all  the  enemies  of  Britain. 
Yet  still  my  regard  to  mankind  fills  me  with  concern  for  their 
contentions.  I  could  wish  to  see  the  disturbances  of  Europe 
once  more  amicably  adjusted  :  I  am  an  enemy  to  nothing  in 
this  good  world  but  war  ;  I  hate  fighting  between  rival  states ; 
I  hate  it  between  man  and  man  ;  I  hate  fighting  even  between 
women ! 

I  already  informed  you,  that  while  Europe  was  at  variance, 
we  Vvcre  also  threatened  from  the  stage  with  an  irreconcilable 
opposition,  and  that  our  singing  women  were  resolved  to  sing 
at  each  other  to  the  end  of  the  season.  O  ray  friend,  those 
fears  were  just !  They  are  not  onlj'  determined  to  sing  at  each 
other  to  the  end  of  the  season,  but,  what  is  worse,  to  sing  the 
same  song ;  and,  what  is  still  more  insupportable,  to  make  us 
pay  for  hearing. 

If  they  be  for  war,  for  my  part,  I  should  advise  them  to 
have  a  public  congress,  and  there  fairly  squall  at  each  other. 
What  signifies  sounding  the  trumpet  of  defiance  at  a  distance, 
and  calling  in  the  town  to  fight  their  battles  ?  I  would  have 
them  come  boldly  into  one  of  the  most  open  and  frequented 
streets,  face  to  face,  and  there  try  their  skill  in  quavering. 

However  this  may  be,  resolved  I  am  that  they  shall  not  touch 
one  single  piece  of  silver  more  of  mine.  Though  I  have  ears 
for  music,  thanks  be  to  Heaven,  they  are  not  altogether  ass's 
ears.  What!  Polly  and  the  Pickpocket  to-night,  Polly  and 
the  Pickpocket  to-morrow  night,  and  Polly  and  the  Pickpocket 
again  !  I  want  patience.  I  '11  hear  no  more.  My  soul  is  out 
of  tune ;  all  jarring  discord  and  confusion.  Rest,  rest,  ye  dear 
three  clinking  shillings  in  my  pocket's  bottom  ;  the  music  you 
make  is  more  harmonious  to  my  spirit,  than  catgut,  rosin,  or 
all  the  nightingales  that  ever  chirruped  in  petticoats  I 

But  what  raises  my  indignation  to  the  greatest  degree  is, 
that  this  pilling  does  not  only  pester  nie  on  the  stage,  but  is 
my  punishment  in  private  conversation.     What  is  it  to  me, 
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whether  the  "fine  pipe"  of  the  one,  or  the  "great  manner"  of 
the  other,  be  preferable  ?  what  care  I,  if  one  has  a  better  top  or 
the  other  a  nobler  bottom  r  how  am  I  concerned,  if  one  sings 
from  the  stomach  or  the  other  sings  with  a  snap?  Yet,  paltrj' 
as  these  matters  are,  they  make  a  subject  of  debate  wherever 
I  go  ;  and  this  musical  dispute,  especially  among  the  fair  sex, 
almost  always  ends  in  a  very  unmusical  altercation. 

Sure  the  spirit  of  contention  is  mixed  «ith  the  very  consti- 
tution of  the  people !  divisions  among  the  inhabitants  of 
other  countries  arise  only  from  their  higher  concerns,  but  subjects 
the  most  contemptible  are  made  an  affair  of  party  here  ;  the 
spirit  is  carried  even  into  their  amusements.  The  very  ladies, 
whose  duty  should  seem  to  allay  the  impetuosity  of  the  opposite 
sex,  become  themselves  party  champions,  engage  in  the  thickest 
of  the  fight,  scold  at  each  other,  and  shew  their  courage,  even 
at  the  expense  of  their  lovers  and  their  beauty. 

There  are  even  a  numerous  set  of  poets  who  help  to  keep 
up  the  contention,  and  write  for  the  stage.  Mistake  me  not ; 
I  do  not  mean  pieces  to  be  acted  upon  it,  but  panegyrical 
verses  on  the  performers,  —  for  that  is  the  most  universal 
method  of  wTidng  for  the  stage  at  present.  It  is  the  business 
of  the  stage  poet,  therefore,  to  watch  the  appearance  of  every 
new  player  at  his  own  house,  and  so  come  out  next  day  \>-it'h 
a  flaunting  copy  of  newspaper  verses.  In  these,  nature  and 
the  actor  may  be  sent  to  run  races,  the  player  alwavs  coming 
off  victorious  ;  or  nature  may  mistake  him  for  herself;  or  old 
Shakespeare  may  put  on  his  winding-sheet,  and  pay  him  a 
visit ;  or  the  tuneful  Nine  may  strike  up  their  harps  in  his 
praise  ;  or,  should  it  happen  to  be  an  actress,  Venus,  the 
beauteous  queen  of  love,  and  the  naked  (rraces,  are  ever  in 
waiting  :  the  lady  must  be  herself  a  goddess  bred  and  born  ; 
8he  must  — but  you  shAl  have  a  specimen  of  one  of  these 
poems,  which  may  convey  a  more  precise  idea  : 

ON  SEEI.NG  MRS PERFORM  IN   THE  CHARACTER  OF    . 

To  you,  bright  fair,  the  Nine  address  their  lays. 

And  tune  my  fetble  voice  to  sing  thy  praise. 

Ttif  lie.irtfclt  power  of  every  charm  divine, 

Who  can  witlistand  their  all  commanding  shine  ? 

See  how  she  moves  along  with  every  grace, 

While  soul-brought  tears  steal  down  each  chining  face  ! 

She  speaks,  —  'tis  rapture  all  and  nameless  bliss  ! 

Ye  gods  !  what  transport  e'er  compared  to  this  ! 

As  when  in  Paphian  groves  the  Queen  of  Love, 

With  fond  complaint,  address'd  the  listening  Jove, 
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'Twas  joy  and  endless  blisses  all  around, 
And  rocks  forgot  their  hardness  at  the  sound. 
Then  first,  at  last  even  Jove  was  taken  in, 
And  felt  her  charms,  ■n-ithout  disguise,  within. 

And  yet,  think  not,  my  friend,  that  I  have  any  particular 
animosity  against  the  champions  who  are  at  the  head  of  the 
present  commotion  ;  on  the  contrary,  I  could  find  pleasure  in 
the  music,  if  served  up  at  proper  intervals  ;  if  I  heard  it  only 
on  proper  occasions,  and  not  about  it  wherever  I  go.  In  fact, 
I  could  patronize  them  both ;  and  as  an  instance  of  my  conde- 
scension in  this  particular,  they  may  come  and  give  me  a  song 
at  my  lodgings,  on  any  evening  when  I  am  at  leisure,  provided 
they  keep  a  becoming  distance,  and  stand,  while  they  continue 
to  entertain  me,  with  decent  humility,  at  the  door. 

You  perceive  I  have  not  read  the  seventeen  books  of 
Chinese  ceremonies  to  no  purpose.  I  know  the  proper  share 
of  respect  due  to  every  rank  of  society'.  Stage-players, 
fire-eaters,  singing  women,  dancing  dogs,  wild  beasts,  and 
wire-walkers,  as  their  efforts  are  exerted  for  our  amusement, 
ought  not  entirely  to  be  despised.  The  laws  of  every  country 
.should  allow  them  to  play  their  tricks  at  least  with  impunity. 
They  should  not  be  branded  with  the  ignominious  appellation 
of  vagabonds  ;  at  least  they  deserve  a  rank  in  society  equal  to 
the  mystery  of  barbers  or  undertakers,  and,  could  my  influence 
extend  so  far,  they  should  be  allowed  to  earn  eren  forty  or 
fifty  pounds  a-year,  if  eminent  in  their  profession. 

I  am  sensible,  however,  that  you  will  censure  me  of  pro- 
fusion in  this  respect,  bred  up  as  you  are  in  the  narrow 
prejudices  of  Eastern  frugality.  You  will  undoubtedly  assert, 
that  such  a  stipend  is  too  great  for  so  useless  an  employment. 
Yet  how  will  your  surprise  increase,  when  told,  that  though 
the  law  holds  them  as  vagabonds,  many  of  them  earn  more 
than  a  thousand  a-year !  You  are  amazed  !  There  is  cause 
for  amazement.  A  vagabond  with  a  thousand  a-year  is 
indeed  a  curiosity  in  nature  ;  a  wonder  far  surpassing  the 
flying  fish,  petrified  crab,  or  travelling  lobster.  However, 
from  my  great  love  to  the  profession,  1  would  willingly  have 
them  divested  of  their  contempt,  and  part  of  their  finery  :  the 
law  should  kindly  take  them  under  the  wing  of  protection  ; 
fix  them  into  a  corporation,  like  that  of  the  barbers  ;  and 
abridge  their  ignominy  and  their  pensions.  As  to  their 
abilities  in  other  respects,  I  would  leave  that  entirely  to  the 
public,  who  are  certainly,  in  this  case,  the  properest  judges  — 
whether  they  despise  them  or  not. 
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Yes,  my  Funo,  I  would  abridge  their  pensions.  A  theatrical 
warrior,  who  conducts  the  battles  of  the  stage,  should  be 
cooped  up  with  the  same  caution  as  a  bantam  cock  that  is 
kept  for  fighting.  When  one  of  those  animals  is  taken  from 
its  native  dunghill,  we  retrench  it  both  in  the  quantity  of  its 
food,  and  the  number  of  its  seraglio  :  players  should  in  the 
same  manner  be  fed,  not  fattened  ;  they  should  be  permitted 
to  get  their  bread,  but  not  eat  the  peoples's  bread  into  the 
bargain  ;  and,  instead  of  being  permitted  to  keep  four  mis- 
tresses, in  conscience  they  should  be  contented  only  with  two. 

Were  stage-plaj'crs  thus  brought  into  bounds,  perhaps  we 
should  find  their  admirers  less  sanguine,  and  consequently  less 
ridiculous,  in  patronizing  them.  We  should  be  no  longer 
struck  with  the  absurdity  of  seeing  the  same  people,  whose 
valour  makes  such  a  figure  abroad,  apostrophizing  in  the  praise 
of  a  bouncing  blockhead,  and  wrangling  in  the  defence  of  a 
copper-tailed  actress  at  home. 

I  shall  conclude  my  letter  with  the  sensible  admonition  of 
Me  the  philosopher  :  "  You  love  harmony,"  says  he,  "  and 
are  charmed  with  music.  I  do  not  blame  yon  for  hearing  a 
fine  voice  when  you  are  in  your  closet,  with  a  lovely  parterre 
under  your  eye,  or  iu  the  night  time,  while  perhaps  the  moon 
diffuses  her  silver  rays.  But  is  a  man  to  carry  this  passion  so 
far  as  to  let  a  company  of  comedians,  musicians,  and  singers, 
grow  rich  upon  his  exhausted  fortune  ?  If  so,  he  resembles  one 
of  those  dead  bodies,  whose  brains  the  embalmer  has  picked 
out  through  its  ears."  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXXVI. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

Of  all  the  places  of  amusement  where  gentlemen  and  ladiei 
are  entertained,  I  have  not  been  yet  to  visit  Newmarket.  This, 
I  am  told,  is  a  large  field,  where,  upon  certain  occasions,  three 
or  four  horses  are  brought  together,  then  set  a-running,  and 
that  horse  which  runs  swiftest  wins  the  wager. 

This  is  reckoned  a  very  polite  and  fashionable  amusement 
here,  much  more  followed  by  the  nobility  than  partridge  fighting 
at  Java,  or  paper  kites  in  Madagascar  :  several  of  the  great 
here,  I  am  told,  understand  as  much  of  farriery  as  their  grooms  ; 
and  a  horse,  with  any  share  of  merit,  can  never  want  a  patron 
among  the  nobility. 

We  have  a  description  of  this  entertainment  almost  every 
day  in  some  of  the  gazettes,  as  for  instance  :  "  On  such  a  day, 
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the  Give  and  Take  Plate  was  run  for  between  his  Grace's  Crab, 
his  Lordship's  Periwinkle,  and  Squire  Smaekem's  Slamerkin. 
All  rode  their  own  horses.  There  was  the  greatest  concourse 
of  nobility  that  has  been  known  here  for  several  seasons.  The 
odds  were  in  favour  of  Crab  in  the  beginning  ;  but  Slamerkin, 
after  the  first  heat,  seemed  to  have  the  match  hollow  :  however, 
it  was  soon  seen  that  Periwinkle  improved  in  wind,  which  at 
last  turned  out  accordingly;  Crab  was  run  to  a  stand  still, 
Slamerkin  was  knocked  up,  and  Periwinkle  was  brought  in 
with  universal  applause."  Thus,  you  see,  Periwinkle  received 
universal  applause,  and,  no  doubt,  his  lordship  came  in  for  some 
share  of  that  praise  which  was  so  liberally  bestowed  upon 
Periwinkle.  Sun  of  China !  how  glorious  must  the  senator 
appear  in  his  cap  and  leather  breeches,  his  whip  crossed  in  his 
mouth,  and  thus  coming  to  the  goal,  amongst  the  shouts  of 
grooms,  jockeys,  pimps,  stable-bred  dukes,  and  degraded 
generals ! 

From  the  description  of  this  princely  amusement,  now 
transcribed,  and  from  the  great  veneration  I  have  for  the 
characters  of  its  principal  promoters,  I  make  no  doubt  but  I 
shall  look  upon  a  horse-race  with  becoming  reverence,  predis- 
posed as  I  am  by  a  similar  amusement,  of  which  I  have  lately 
been  a  spectator ;  for  just  now  I  happened  to  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  being  present  at  a  cart  race. 

Whether  this  contention  between  three  carts  of  different 
parishes  was  promoted  by  a  subscription  among  the  nobility, 
or  whether  the  grand  jury,  in  council  assembled,  had  gloriously 
combined  to  encourage  plaustral  merit,  I  cannot  take  upon  me 
to  determine  ;  but  certain  it  is,  the  whole  was  conducted  with 
the  utmost  regularity  and  decorum,  and  the  company,  which 
made  a  brilliant  appearance,  were  universally  of  opinion,  that 
the  sport  was  high,  the  running  fine,  aad  the  riders  influenced 
by  no  bribe. 

It  was  run  on  the  road  from  London,  to  a  village  called 
Brentford,  between  a  turnip-cart,  a  dust-cart,  and  a  dung-cart ; 
each  of  the  owners  condescending  to  mount,  and  be  his  own 
driver.  The  odds,  at  starting,  were  Dust  against  Dung,  five 
to  four  ;  but,  after  half  a  mile's  going,  the  knowing  one's 
found  themselves  all  on  the  wrong  side,  and  it  was  Turnip 
against  the  field,  brass  to  silver. 

Soon,  however,  the  contest  became  more  doubtful  ;  Turnip 
indeed  kejjt  the  way,  but  it  was  perceived  that  Dung  had 
better  bottom.  The  road  re-echoed  with  the  shouts  of  the 
spectators  —  "  Dung  against  Turnip  !  Turnip  against  Dung!" 
was  now  the  universal  cry ;  neck  and  neck  ;  one  rode  lighter, 
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but  the  other  had  more  judgment.  I  could  not  but  particularly 
observe  the  ardour  with  which  the  fair  sex  espoused  the  cause 
of  the  different  riders  on  this  occasion  ;  one  was  charmed  with 
the  unwashed  beauties  of  Dung  ;  another  was  captivated  with 
the  patibulary  aspect  of  Turnip  ;  while,  in  the  meantime, 
unfortunate  gloomy  Dust,  who  came  whipping  behind,  was 
cheered  by  the  encouragement  of  some,  and  pity  of  all. 

The  contention  now  continued  for  some  time,  without  a 
possibility  of  determining  to  whom  victory  designed  the  prize. 
The  winning  post  appeared  in  view,  and  he  who  drove  the 
turnip-cart  assured  himself  of  success  ;  and  successful  he  might 
have  been,  had  his  horse  been  as  ambitious  as  he  ;  but,  upon 
approaching  a  turn  from  the  road,  which  led  homewards,  the 
horse  fairly  stood  still,  and  refused  to  move  a  foot  farther.  The 
dung-cart  had  scarcely  time  to  enjoy  the  temporary  triumph, 
when  it  was  pitched  headlona:  into  a  ditch  by  the  way-side, 
and  the  rider  left  to  wallow  in  congenial  mud.  Dust,  in  the 
meantime,  soon  came  up,  and  not  being  far  from  the  post, 
came  in,  amidst  the  shouts  and  acclamations  of  all  the  spec- 
tators, and  greatly  carressed  by  all  the  quality  of  Brentford. 
Fortune  was  kind  only  to  one,  who  ought  to  have  been 
favourable  to  all ;  each  had  peculiar  merit,  each  laboured  hard 
to  earn  the  prize,  and  each  richly  deserved  the  cart  he  drove. ' 

1  do  not  know  whether  this  description  may  not  have 
anticipated  that  which  I  intended  giving  of  Newmarket.  I 
am  told,  there  is  little  else  to  be  seen  even  there.  There  may 
be  some  minute  differences  in  the  dress  of  the  spectators,  but 
none  at  all  in  their  understandings  :  the  quality  of  Brentford 
are  as  remarkable  for  politeness  and  delicacy  as  the  breeders 
of  Newmarket.  The  quality  of  Brentford  drive  their  own  carts, 
and  the  honourable  fraternity  at  Newmarket  ride  their  own 
horses.  In  short,  the  matches  in  one  jjlace  are  as  rational  as 
those  in  the  other  ;  and  it  is  more  than  probable,  that  turnips, 
dust,  and  dung,  are  all  that  can  be  found  to  furnish  out  descrip- 
tion in  either. 

Forgive  me,  my  friend  ;  but  a  person  like  me,  bred  up  in  a 
philosophic  seclusion,  is  apt  to  regard  perhaps  with  too  much 
asjjcrity,  those  occurrences  v/hich  sink  man  below  his  station 
in  nature,  and  diminish  the  intrinsic  value  of  humanity. — 
Adieu. 

•  TTie  humour  of  this  expression  is  borrowed  from  Gay's  parody  on 
Virgil's  Et  vittdd  tu  dignus,  et  hie : — 

Forbear,  contending  lout/i,  pivp  o'er  your  strains, 
An  Okken  ■taO'  each  iiicrit8  for  hU  \)tmt.  —  B. 
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LETTER  LXXXVII. 
FROM  FUM  HOAM,  TO  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI. 

You  tell  me  the  people  of  Europe  are  M'ise  ;  but  where  lies 
their  wisdom  ?  You  say  they  are  valiant  too  ;  yet  I  have 
some  reasons  to  doubt  of  their  valour.  They  are  engaged  in 
war  among  each  other,  yet  apply  to  the  Russians,  their  neigh- 
bours and  ours,  for  assistance.  Cultivating  such  an  alliance, 
argues  at  once  imprudence  and  timidity.  All  subsidies  paid 
for  such  an  aid,  is  strengthening  the  Russians,  already  too 
powerful,  and  weakening  the  employers,  already  exhausted  by 
intestine  commotions. 

I  cannot  avoid  beholding  the  Russian  empire  as  the  natural 
enemy  of  the  more  western  parts  of  Europe  ;  as  an  enemy 
already  possessed  of  great  strength,  and,  from  the  nature  of 
the  government,  every  day  threatening  to  become  more 
powerful.  This  extensive  empire,  which,  both  in  Europe  and 
Asia,  occupies  almost  a  third  of  the  old  world,  was,  about  two 
centuries  ago,  divided  into  separate  kingdoms  and  dukedoms, 
and,  from  such  a  division,  consequently  feeble.  Since  the 
time,  however,  of  Johan  Basilides,  it  has  increased  in  strength 
and  extent  ;  and  those  untrodden  forests,  those  innumerable 
savage  animals,  which  formerly  covered  the  face  of  the 
country,  are  now  removed,  and  colonies  of  mankind  planted 
in  their  room.  A  kingdom  thus  enjoying  peace  internally, 
possessed  of  an  unbounded  extent  of  dominion,  and  learning 
the  military  art  at  the  expense  of  others  abroad,  must  every 
day  grow  more  powerful  :  and  it  is  probable  we  shall  hear 
Russia,  in  future  times,  as  formerly,  called  the  Officina 
Gentium. 

It  was  long  the  wish  of  Peter,  their  great  monarch,  to  have 
a  fort  in  some  of  the  western  parts  of  Europe  :  many  of  siq 
schemes  and  treaties  were  directed  to  this  end,  but,  happily 
for  Europe,  he  failed  in  them  all.  A  fort  in  the  power  of  this 
people  would  be  like  the  possession  of  a  floodgate ;  and 
whenever  ambition,  interest,  or  necessity  prompted,  they 
might  then  be  able  to  deluge  the  whole  world  with  a  barbarous 
inundation. 

Believe  me,  my  friend,  I  cannot  sufficiently  contemn  the 
politicians  of  Europe,  who  thus  make  this  powerful  people 
arbitrators  in  their  quarrel.  The  Russians  are  now  at  that 
period  between  refinement  and  barbarity,  which  seems  most 
adapted  to  military  achievement ;  and  if  once  they  happen  to 
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get  footing  in  the  western  parts  of  Europe,  it  is  not  the 
feeble  efforts  of  the  sons  of  effeminacy  and  dissension  that  can 
serve  to  remove  them.  The  fertile  valley  and  soft  climate 
will  ever  be  sufficient  inducements  to  draw  whole  myriads 
from  their  native  deserts,  the  trackless  wild,  or  snowy  moun- 
tain. 

History,  experience,  reason,  nature,  expand  the  book  of 
wisdom  before  the  eyes  of  mankind,  but  they  will  not  read. 
We  have  seen  with  terror  a  winged  phalanx  of  famished 
locusts,  each  singly  contemptible,  but  from  multitude  become 
hideous,  cover  like  clouds  the  face  of  day,  and  threaten  the 
whole  world  with  ruin.  We  have  seen  them  settling  on  the 
fertile  plains  of  India  and  Egypt,  destroying  in  an  instant  the 
labours  and  the  hopes  of  nations  ;  sparing  neither  the  fruit  of 
the  earth  nor  the  verdure  of  the  fields,  and  changing  into  a 
frightful  desert,  landscapes  of  once  luxuriant  beauty.  We 
have  seen  myriads  of  ants  issuing  together  from  the  southern 
desert,  like  a  torrent  whose  source  was  inexhaustible,  succeed- 
ing each  other  without  end,  and  renewing  their  destroyed 
forces  with  unwearied  perseverance,  bringing  desolation 
wherever  they  came,  banishing  men  and  animals,  and  when 
destitute  of  all  subsistence,  in  heaps  infecting  the  wilderness 
which  they  had  made !  Like  these  have  been  the  migrations 
of  men.  When  as  yet  savage,  and  almost  resembling  their 
brute  partners  in  the  forest,  subject  like  them  only  to  the 
instincts  of  nature,  and  directed  by  hunger  alone  in  the  choice 
of  an  abode,  how  have  we  seen  whole  armies  starting  wild  at 
once  from  their  forests  and  their  dens  !  Goths,  Huns,  Vandals, 
Saracens,  Turks,  Tartars,  myriads  of  men,  animals  in  human 
form,  without  country,  without  nan>e,  without  laws,  over- 
powering by  numbers  all  opposition,  ravaging  cities,  overturn- 
ing empires,  and,  after  having  destroyed  whole  nations,  and 
spread  extensive  desolation,  how  have  we  seen  them  sink 
oppressed  by  some  new  enemy  more  barbarous  and  even  more 
unknown  than  they  !  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  LXXXVIII. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,   TO  FUSI  HOAM,   FIRST  PRESIDENT  OP 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMV  AT  PEKIN,  IN  CHINA. 

As  the  instruction  of  the  fair  sex  in  this  country  is  entirely 
committed  to  the  care  of  foreigners  ;  as  their  language 
masters,  music  masters,  hair  frizzers,  and  governesses,  are  all 
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from  abroad,  I  had  some  intentions  of  opening  a  female 
academy  myself,  and  made  no  doubt,  as  I  was  quite  a  foreigner, 
of  meeting  a  favourable  reception. 

In  this,  I  intended  to  instruct  the  ladies  in  all  the  conjugal 
m\-!:teries  ;  wives  should  be  taught  the  art  of  managing  hus- 
bands, and  maids  the  skill  of  properly  choosing  them  ;  I 
would  teach  a  wife  how  far  she  might  venture  to  be  sick, 
without  giving  disgust  ;  she  should  be  acquainted  with  the 
great  benefits  of  the  cholic  in  the  stomach,  and  all  the 
thorough-bred  insolence  of  fashion  ;  maids  should  learn  the 
secret  of  nicely  distinguishing  every  competitor;  they  should 
be  able  to  know  the  uidTerence  between  a  pedant  and  a  scholar, 
a  citizen  and  a  prig,  a  squire  ai.d  iiis  horse,  a  beau  and  his 
monkey  ;  but  chieflj',  they  should  be  taught  the  art  of  mana- 
ging their  smiles,  from  the  contemptuous  simper  to  the  long 
laborious  laugh. 

But  I  have  discontinued  the  project ;  for  what  would 
signify  teaching  ladies  the  manner  of  governing  or  choosing 
husbands,  when  marriage  is  at  present  so  much  out  of  foshion, 
that  a  lady  is  very  well  off  w  ho  can  get  any  husband  at  all  ? 
Celibacy  now  jirevails  in  every  rank  of  life  ;  the  streets  are 
crowded  with  old  bachelors,  and  the  houses  with  ladies  who 
have  refused  good  offers,  and  are  never  likely  to  receive  any 
for  the  future. 

The  only  advice,  therefore,  I  could  give  the  fair  sex,  as 
things  stand  at  present,  is  to  get  husbands  as  fast  as  they  can. 
There  is  certainly  nothing  in  the  whole  creation,  not  even 
Babylon  in  ruins,  more  truly  deplorable  than  a  lady  in  the 
virgin  bloom  of  sixty-three,  or  a  battered  unmarried  beau,  who 
squibs  about  from  jjlace  to  place,  shewing  his  pigtail  wig  and 
his  ears.  The  one  apjjears  to  my  imagination  in  the  form  of 
a  double  nightcap  or  a  roll  of  pomatum,  the  other  in  the  shape 
of  an  electuary  or  a  l)Ox  of  pills, 

I  would  once  more,  therefore,  advise  the  ladies  to  get  hus- 
bands. I  would  desire  them  not  to  discard  an  old  lover 
without  very  sufficient  reasons,  nor  treat  the  new  with  ill- 
nature  till  they  know  him  false ;  let  not  prudes  allege  the 
falseness  of  the  sex,  coquettes  the  pleasures  of  long  courtship, 
or  parents  the  nccesstiry  preliminaries  of  penny  for  penny.  I 
have  reasons  that  would  silence  even  a  casuist  in  this  parti- 
cular. In  the  first  place,  therefore,  I  divide  the  subject  into 
fifteen  heads,  and  then,  «c  argumentor,  —  But  not  to  give  you 
and  myself  the  spleen,  be  contented  at  present  with  an  Indian 
tale. 
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"  In  a  M'inding  of  the  river  Amidar,  just  before  it  falls  into 
the  Caspian  Sea,  there  lies  an  island  unfrequented  by  the 
inhabitants  of  the  continent.  In  this  seclusion,  blest  witli  all 
that  wild  uncultivated  nature  could  bestow,  lived  a  princess 
and  her  two  daughters.  She  had  been  wrecked  upon  the 
coast  while  her  children  as  yet  were  infants,  who,  of  conse- 
quence, though  grown  up,  were  entirely  unacquainted  with 
man.  .  Yet,  inexperienced  as  the  young  ladies  were  in  the 
opposite  sex,  both  early  discovered  symptoms,  the  one  of 
prudery,  the  other  of  being  a  coquette.  The  eldest  was  ever 
learning  maxims  of  wisdom  and  discretion  from  her  mamma, 
while  the  youngest  employed  all  her  hours  in  gazing  at  her 
own  face  in  a  neighbouring  fountain. 

"  Their  usual  amusement  in  this  solitude  was  fishing  :  their 
mother  had  taught  them  all  the  secrets  of  the  art ;  she  shewed 
them  which  were  the  most  likely  places  to  throw  out  the  line, 
what  baits  were  most  proper  for  the  various  seasons,  and  the 
best  manner  to  draw  up  the  finny  prey,  when  they  had  hooked 
it.  In  this  manner  they  spent  their  time,  easy  and  innocent, 
till  one  day,  the  princess  being  indisposed,  desired  them  to  go 
and  catch  her  a  sturgeon  or  a  shark  for  supper,  which  she 
fancied  might  sit  easy  on  her  stomach.  The  daughters  obeyed, 
and  clapping  on  a  gold  fish,  the  usual  bait  on  those  occasions, 
went  and  sat  upon  one  of  the  rocks,  letting  the  gilded  hook 
glide  down  the  stream. 

"  On  the  opposite  shore,  farther  down,  at  the  mouth  of  the 
river,  lived  a  diver  for  pearls,  a  youth  who,  by  long  habit  in  his 
tradi^,  was  almost  grown  amphibious  ;  so  that  he  could  remain 
whole  hours  at  the  bottom  of  the  water,  without  ever  fetching 
breath.  He  happened  to  be  at  that  very  instant  diving  when 
the  ladies  were  fishing  with  the  gilded  hook.  Seeing  therefore 
the  bait,  which  to  him  had  the  appearance  of  real  gold,  he  was 
resolved  to  seize  the  prize,  but  both  his  hands  being  already 
filled  with  pearl  oysters,  he  found  himself  obliged  to  snap  at  it 
with  his  mouth  :  the  consequence  is  easily  imagined  ;  the  book, 
before  unperceived,  was  instantly  fastened  in  his  jaw,  nor  could 
he,  with  all  his  efforts  or  his  floundering,  get  free. 

"  '  Sister,'  cries  the  youngest  princess,  '  I  have  certainly 
caught  a  monstrous  fish  ;  I  never  perceived  any  thing  struggle 
so  at  the  end  of  my  line  before  ;  come  and  help  me  to  draw  it 
in.'  They  both  now,  therefore,  assisted  in  fishing  up  the  diver 
on  shore  ;  but  nothing  could  equal  their  surprise  on  seeing 
him.  '  Bless  my  eyes!'  cries  the  prude,  '  what  have  we  got 
here?  this  is  a  very  odd  fish  to  be  sure  ;  I  never  saw  any  thing 
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in  my  life  look  so  queer  :  what  eyes,  what  terrible  claws,  what 
a  monstrous  snout!  I  have  read  of  this  monster  somewhere 
before  —  it  certainly  must  be  a  Tanlang  that  eats  women; 
let  us  throw  it  back  again  into  the  sea  where  we  found  it.' 

"  The  diver,  in  the  meantime,  stood  upon  the  beach  at  the 
end  of  the  line,  with  the  hook  in  his  mouth,  using  every  art 
that  he  thought  could  best  excite  pity,  and  particularly  looking 
extremely  tender,  which  is  usual  in  such  circumstances.  The 
coquette,  therefore,  in  some  measure  influenced  by  the  inno- 
cence of  his  looks,  ventured  to  contradict  her  companion. 
'  Upon  my  word,  sister,'  says  she,  '  I  see  nothing  in  the  ani- 
mal so  very  terrible  as  you  are  pleased  to  apprehend  ;  I  think 
it  may  serve  well  enough  for  a  change.  Always  sharks,  and 
sturgeons,  and  lobsters,  and  crawfish,  make  me  quite  sick.  I 
fancy  a  slice  of  this,  nicely  grilled,  and  dressed  up  with 
shrimp  sauce,  would  be  very  pretty  eating.  I  fancy  mamma 
would  like  a  bit  with  pickles  above  all  things  in  the  world  ; 
and  if  it  should  not  sit  easy  on  her  stomach,  it  will  be  time 
enough  to  discontinue  it  when  found  disagreeable,  j'ou  know.' 
— '  Horrid,'  cries  the  prude,  '  would  tlie  girl  be  poisoned  ?  I 
tell  you  it  is  a  Tanlang ;  I  have  read  of  it  in  twenty  places. 
It  is  everywhere  described  as  being  the  most  pernicious  animal 
that  ever  infested  the  ocean.  I  am  certain  it  is  the  most 
insidious  ravenous  creature  in  the  world,  and  is  certain  destruc- 
tion if  taken  internally.'  The  youngest  sister  was  now 
therefore  obliged  to  subrnit  :  both  assisted  in  drawing  the 
hook  with  some  violence  from  the  diver's  jaw;  and  he,  finding 
himself  at  liberty,  bent  his  breast  against  the  broad  wave,  and 
disappeared  in  an  instant. 

"  Just  at  this  juncture  the  mother  came  down  to  the  beach, 
to  know  the  cause  of  her  daughters'  delay  ;  they  told  her 
every  circumstance,  describing  the  monster  they  had  caught. 
The  old  lady  was  one  of  the  most  discreet  women  in  the 
world;  she  was  called  the  black-eyed  princess,  from  two  black 
eyes  she  had  received  in  her  youth,  being  a  little  addicted  to 
boxing  in  her  liquor.  '  Alas,  my  children,'  cries  she,  '  what 
have  you  done !  the  fish  you  caught  was  a  man-fish  ;  one  of 
the  most  tame  domestic  animals  in  the  workl.  We  could  have 
let  him  run  and  play  about  the  garden,  and  lie  would  have  been 
twenty  times  more  entertaining  than  our  squirrel  or  monkey.' 
—  *  If  that  be  all,'  says  the  young  coquette,  '  we  will  fish  for 
him  again.  If  that  be  all,  1  '11  hold  three  toothpicks  to  one 
pound  of  snufl^  I  catch  him  whenever  I  jdease.'  Accordingly 
they  threw  in  their  line  once  more,  but  with  all  their  gilding', 
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and  paddlinj^,  and  assiduitj%  they  could  never  after  catch  the 
diver.  In  this  state  of  solitude  and  disappointment,  they  con- 
tinued for  many  years,  still  fishing,  but  without  success  ;  till 
at  last  the  Genius  of  the  place,  in  pity  to  their  distresses, 
changed  the  prude  into  a  shrimp,  and  the  coquette  into  an 
oyster,"—  Adieu, 

LETTER  LXXXIX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  AM  amused,  my  dear  Fum,  with  the  labours  of  some  of  the 
learned  here.  One  shall  write  you  a  whole  folio  on  the  dis- 
section of  a  caterpillar.  Another  shall  swell  his  works  with 
a  description  of  the  plumage  on  the  wing  of  a  buttertly  ;  a 
third  shall  see  a  little  world  on  a  peach  leaf,  and  publish  a 
book  to  describe  what  his  readers  might  see  more  clearly  in 
two  minutes,  only  by  being  furnished  with  eyes  and  a  micro- 
scope. 

I  have  frequently  compared  the  understandings  of  such  men 
to  their  own  glasses.  Their  field  of  vision  is  too  contracted 
to  take  in  the  whole  of  any  but  minute  objects ;  they  view  all 
nature  bit  by  bit ;  now  the  proboscis,  now  the  atennse,  now  the 
pinnas  of — a  flea.  Now  the  polypus  comes  to  breakfast  upon 
a  worm  ;  now  it  is  kept  up,  to  see  how  long  it  will  live  without 
eating  ;  now  it  is  turned  inside  outward,  and  now  it  sickens 
and  dies.  Thus  they  proceed,  laborious  in  trifles,  constant  in 
experiment,  without  one  single  abstraction,  by  which  alone 
knowledge  may  be  properly  said  to  increase  ;  till  at  last  their 
ideas,  ever  employed  upon  minute  things,  contract  to  the  size 
of  the  diminutive  object,  and  a  single  mite  shall  fill  the  whole 
mind's  capacity. 

Yet  believe  me,  ray  friend,  ridiculous  eis  these  men  are  to 
the  world,  they  are  set  up  as  objects  of  esteem  for  each  other. 
They  have  particular  places  appointed  for  their  meetings  ;  in 
which  one  shews  his  cockle-shell,  and  is  praised  by  all  the 
society  ;  another  produces  his  powder,  makes  some  experi- 
ments that  result  in  nothing,  and  comes  oft'  with  admiration 
and  applause  ;  a  third  comes  out  with  the  important  discovery 
of  some  new  process  in  the  skeleton  of  a  mole,  and  is  set 
down  as  the  accurate  and  sensible  ;  while  one,  still  more 
fortunate  than  the  rest,  by  pickling,  potting,  and  preserving 
monsters,  rises  into  unbounded  reputation. 

The  labours  of  such  men,  instead  of  being  calculated  to 
amuse  the  public,  are  laid  out  only  in  diverting  each  other. 
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The  world  becomes  very  little  the  better  or  the  wiser,  for 
knowing  what  is  the  peculiar  food  of  an  insect,  that  is  itself 
the  food  of  another,  which,  in  its  turn,  is  eaten  by  a  third; 
but  there  are  men  who  have  studied  themselves  into  a  habit 
of  investigating  and  admiring  such  minutiae.  To  these  such 
subjects  are  pleasing,  as  there  are  some  who  contentedly 
spend  whole  days  in  endeavouring  to  solve  enigmas,  or  disen- 
tangle the  puzzling  sticks  of  children. 

But  of  ail  the  learned,  those  who  pretend  to  investigate 
remote  antiquity  have  least  to  plead  in  their  own  defence, 
when  they  carry  this  passion  to  a  faulty  excess.  They  are 
generally  found  to  supply  b^'  conjecture  the  want  of  record, 
and  then,  by  perseverance,  are  wrought  up  into  a  confidence 
of  the  truth  of  opinions,  which,  even  to  themselves,  at  first 
appeared  founded  only  in  imagination. 

The  Europeans  have  heard  much  of  the  kingdom  of  China : 
its  politeness,  arts,  commerce,  laws,  and  morals,  are,  however, 
but  verj-  imperfectly  known  among  them.  They  have  even 
now  in  their  Indian  warehouses  numberless  utensils,  plants, 
minerals,  and  machines,  of  the  use  of  which  they  are  entirely 
ignorant ;  nor  can  any  among  them  even  make  a  probable 
guess  for  what  they  might  have  been  designed.  Yet,  though 
this  people  be  so  ignorant  of  the  present  real  state  of  China, 
the  philosophers  1  am  describing  have  entered  into  long, 
learned,  laborious  disputes  about  what  China  was  two  thou- 
sand years  ago.  China  and  European  happiness  are  but  little 
connected  even  at  this  day  ;  but  Euro])ean  happiness,  and 
China  two  thousand  jears  ago,  have  certainly  no  connection 
at  all.  However,  the  learned  have  written  on  and  pursued 
the  subject  through  all  the  labyrinths  of  antiquity  ;  though 
the  early  dews  and  the  tainted  gale  be  passed  away,  though 
no  footsteps  remain  to  direct  the  doubtful  chase,  yet  still  they 
run  forward,  open  upon  the  uncertain  scent,  and  though,  in  fact, 
they  follow  nothing,  are  earnest  in  tlie  pursuit.  In  this  chase, 
however,  they  all  take  different  ways.  One,  for  example, 
confidently  assures  us,  that  China  was  peopled  by  a  colony 
from  Egypt.  Sesostris,  he  observes,  led  his  army  as  far  as 
the  Ganges ;  therefore,  if  he  went  so  far,  he  might  still  have 
gone  as  far  as  China,  which  is  but  about  a  thousand  miles 
from  thence;  therefore  he  did  go  to  China  ;  therefore  China 
was  not  peopled  before  lie  went  there  ;  there  fore  it  was  peopled 
bv  him.  Hesides,  the  Egyptians  have  pyramids  ;  the  Chinese 
have,  in  like  manner,  their  porcelain  tower  :  the  Egyptians 
used  to  light  up  candles  upon  every  rejoicing;  the  Chinese 
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have  lanterns  upon  the  same  occasion  :  the  Egyptians  had 
their  great  river  ;  so  have  the  Chinese.  But  what  serves  to 
put  the  matter  past  a  doubt  is,  that  the  ancient  kings  of  China 
and  those  of  Egypt  were  called  by  the  same  names.  The 
Emperor  Ki  is  certainly  the  same  with  King  Atoes  ;  for,  if 
we  only  change  K  into  A,  and  i  into  toes,  we  shall  have  the 
name  Atoes  :  and,  with  equal  ease,  Menes  may  be  proved  to 
be  the  same  with  the  Emperor  Yu  ;  therefore  the  Chinese  are 
a  colony  from  Egypt. 

But  another  of  the  learned  is  entirely  different  from  the  last ; 
and  he  will  have  the  Chinese  to  be  a  colony  planted  by  Noah, 
just  after  the  Deluge.  First,  from  the  vast  similitude  there 
is  between  the  name  of  Fohi,  the  founder  of  the  Chinese 
monarchy,  and  that  of  Noah,  the  preserver  of  the  human  race  : 
Noah,  Fohi,  —  very  like  each  other  truly  ;  they  have  each  but 
four  letters,  and  only  two  of  the  four  happen  to  differ.  But, 
to  strengthen  the  argument,  Fohi,  as  the  Chinese  chronicle 
asserts,  had  no  father.  Noah,  it  is  true,  had  a  father,  as  the 
European  Bible  tells  us  ;  but  then,  as  this  father  was  probably 
drowned  in  the  flood,  it  is  just  the  same  as  if  he  had  no  father 
at  all ;  therefore  Noah  and  Fohi  are  the  same.  Just  after  the 
flood  the  earth  was  covered  with  mud  ;  if  it  was  covered  with 
mud,  it  must  have  been  incrustated  mud  ;  if  it  was  incrustated, 
it  was  clothed  with  verdure ;  this  was  a  fine  unembarrassed 
road  for  Noah  to  fly  from  his  wicked  children ;  he  therefore 
did  fly  from  them,  and  took  a  journey  of  two  thousand  miles 
for  his  own  amusement ;  therefore  Noah  and  Fohi  are  the 
6ame. 

Another  sect  of  literati — for  they  all  pass  among  the  vulgar 
for  very  great  scholars — assert,  that  the  Chinese  came  neither 
from  the  colony  of  Sesostris  nor  from  Noah,  but  are  descended 
from  Magog,  Meshec,  and  Tubal,  and,  therefore,  neither 
Sesostris,  nor  Noah,  nor  Fohi,  are  the  same. 

It  is  thus,  my  friend,  that  indolence  assumes  the  airs  of 
wisdom,  and,  while  it  tosses  the  cup  and  ball  with  infantine 
folly,  desires  the  world  to  look  on,  and  calls  the  stupid  pastime 
philosophy  and  learning.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  XC. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Whex  the  men  of  this  country  are  once  turned  of  thirty, 
tliey  regularly  retire  every  year,  at  proper  intervals,  to  lie  in 

VOL.  III.  R 
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of  the  spleen.  The  vulgar,  unfurnished  with  the  luxurious 
comforts  of  the  soft  cushion,  down  bed,  and  easy  chair,  are 
obliged,  when  the  fit  is  on  them,  to  nurse  it  up  by  drinking, 
idleness,  and  ill  humour.  In  such  dispositions,  unhappy  is  the 
foreigner  who  happens  to  cross  them  ;  his  long  chin,  tarnished 
coat,  or  pinched  hat,  are  sure  to  receive  no  qiiarter.  Jf  they 
meet  no  foreigner,  however,  to  fight  with,  they  are,  in  such 
cases,  generally  content  with  beating  each  other. 

The  rich,  as  they  have  more  sensibility,  are  operated  upon 
with  greater  violence  by  this  disorder.  Difterent  from  the 
poor,  instead  of  becoming  more  insolent,  they  grow  totally 
unfit  for  opposition.  A  general  here,  who  would  have  faced 
a  culverin  when  well,  if  the  fit  be  on  him,  shall  hardly  find 
courage  to  snuff  a  candle.  An  admiral,  who  could  have 
opposed  a  broadside  without  shrinking,  shall  sit  whole  days 
in  his  chamber,  mobbed  up  in  double  nightcaps,  shuddering  at 
the  intrusive  breeze,  and  distinguishable  from  his  wife  only  by 
his  black  beard  and  heavy  eyebrows. 

In  the  country',  this  disorder  mostly  attacks  the  fair  sex ; 
in  town,  it  is  most  unfavourable  to  the  men.  A  lady,  who  has 
pined  whole  years  amidst  cooing  doves  and  complaining 
nightingales,  in  rural  retirement,  shall  resume  all  her  vivacity 
in  one  night  at  a  city  gaming-table  ;  her  husband,  who  roared, 
hunted,  and  got  drunk  at  home,  shall  grow  splenetic  in  town 
in  proportion  to  his  wife's  good  humour.  Upon  their  arrival 
in  London,  they  exchange  their  disorders.  In  consequence 
of  her  parties  and  excursions,  he  puts  on  the  furred  cap 
and  scarlet  stomacher,  and  perfectly  resembles  an  Indian 
husband,  who,  when  his  wife  is  safely  delivered,  permits  her 
to  transact  business  abroad,  while  he  undergoes  all  the 
formality  of  keeping  his  bed,  and  receiving  all  the  condolence 
in  her  place. 

But  those  who  reside  constantly  in  town,  owe  this  disorder 
mostly  to  the  influence  of  the  weather.  It  is  impossible  to 
describe  what  a  variety  of  transmutations  an  east  wind  shall 
produce;  it  has  been  known  to  change  a  lady  of  fashion  into 
a  parlour  couch  ;  an  alderman  into  a  plate  of  custards  ;  and  a 
dispenser  of  justice  into  a  rat-trap.  Even  philosophers 
themselves  are  not  exempt  from  its  influence ;  it  has  often 
converted  a  poet  into  a  coral  and  bells,  and  a  patriot  senator 
into  a  dumb  waiter. 

Some  days  ago  I  went  to  visit  the  Man  in  Black,  and 
entered  his  house  with  that  cheerfulness  which  the  certainty 
of  a  favourable  reception  always  inspires.     Upon  opening  the 
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door  of  his  apartment,  1  found  him  with  the  most  rueful  face 
imaginable,  in  a  morning  gown  and  flannel  nightcap,  earnestly- 
employed  in  learning  to  blow  the  German  flute.  Struck  with 
the  absurdity  of  a  man  in  the  decline  of  life  thus  blowing  awav 
all  his  constitution  and  spirits,  even  without  the  consolation  of 
being  musical,  I  ventured  to  ask  what  could  induce  him  to 
attempt  learning  so  difiicult  an  instrument  so  late  in  life  ?  To 
this  he  made  no  reply,  but  groaning,  and  still  holding  the  flute 
to  his  lips,  continued  to  gaze  at  me  for  some  moments  very 
angrily,  and  then  proceeded  to  practise  his  gamut  as  before. 
After  having  produced  a  variety  of  the  most  hideous  tones  in 
nature,  at  last  turning  to  me,  he  demanded,  whether  I  did  not 
think  he  had  made  a  surprising  progress  in  two  days  ?  "  You 
see,"  continues  he,  "  I  have  got  the  ambusheer  already ;  and  as 
for  fingering,  my  master  tells  me,  I  shall  have  that  in  a  few 
lessons  more."  I  was  so  much  astonished  with  this  instance 
of  inverted  ambition,  that  I  knew  not  what  to  reply,  but  soon 
discerned  the  cause  of  all  his  absurdities  :  my  friend  was  under 
a  metamorphosis  by  the  power  of  spleen,  and  flute-blowing 
was  unluckily  become  his  adventitious  passion. 

In  order,  therefore,  to  banish  his  anxiety  imperceptibly,  by 
seeming  to  indulge  it,  I  began  to  descant  on  those  gloomy 
topics  by  which  philosophers  often  get  rid  of  their  o^^^l  spleen, 
by  communicating  it :  the  wretchedness  of  a  man  in  this  life  ; 
the  happiness  of  some  wrought  out  of  the  miseries  of  others ; 
the  necessity  that  wretches  should  expire  under  punishment, 
that  rogues  might  enjoy  affluence  in  tranquiUity  :  I  led  him 
on  from  the  inhumanity  of  the  rich  to  the  ingratitude  of  the 
beggar  ;  from  the  insincerity  of  refinement  to  the  fierceness  of 
rusticity  ;  and  at  last  had  the  good  fortune  to  restore  him  to 
his  usual  serenity  of  temper,  by  permitting  him  to  expatiate 
upon  all  the  modes  of  human  misen,'. 

"  Some  nights  ago,"  says  my  friend,  "  sitting  alone  by  my 
fire,  I  happened  to  look  into  an  account  of  the  detection  of  a 
set  of  men  called  the  thief-takers.  I  read  over  the  many 
hideous  cruelties  of  those  haters  of  mankind,  of  their  pretended 
friendship  to  wretches  they  meant  to  betray,  of  their  sending 
men  out  to  rob,  and  then  hanging  them.  '  I  could  not  avoid 
sometimes  interrupting  the  narrative,  by  crying  out,  '  Yet 
these  are  men !'  As  I  went  on,  I  was  informed  that  they  had 
lived  by  this  practice  several  years,  and  had  been  enriched  by 
the  price  of  blood  :  •  And  yet,'  cried  I, '  I  have  been  sent  into 
this  world,  and  am  desired  to  call  these  men  my  brothers ! '  I 
read,  that  the  very  mau  who  led  the  condemned  wretch  to  the 
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gallows,  was  he  who  falsely  swore  his  life  away  ;  *  and  yet,' 
continued  I,  '  that  perjurer  had  just  such  a  nose,  such  lips, 
such  hands,  and  such  eyes,  as  Newton.'  I  at  last  came  to  the 
account  of  the  wretch  that  was  searched  after  robbing  one  of 
the  thief-takers  of  half-a-crown.  Those  of  the  confederacy 
knew  that  he  had  got  but  that  single  half-crown  in  the  world; 
after  a  long  search,  therefore,  which  they  knew  would  be 
fruitless,  and  taking  from  him  the  half-crown,  which  they  knew 
was  all  he  had,  one  of  the  gang  compassionately  cried  out, 
'  Alas  I  poor  creature,  let  him  keep  all  the  rest  he  has  got,  it 
will  do  him  service  in  Newgate,  where  we  are  sending  him.' 
This  was  an  instance  of  such  complicated  guilt  and  hypocrisy, 
that  I  threw  down  the  book  in  an  agony  of  rage,  and  began  to 
think  with  malice  of  all  the  human  kind.  I  sat  silent  for  some 
minutes,  and  soon  perceiving  the  ticking  of  my  watch  beginning 
to  grow  noisy  and  troublesome,  I  quickly  placed  it  out  of 
hearing,  and  strove  to  resume  mj'  serenity.  But  the  watch- 
man soon  gave  me  a  second  alarm.  I  had  scarcely  recovered 
from  this,  when  my  peace  was  assaulted  by  the  wind  at  my 
window ;  and  when  that  ceased  to  blow,  I  listened  for  death- 
watches  in  the  wainscoat.  I  now  found  my  whole  system 
discomposed.  I  strove  to  find  a  resource  in  philosophy  and 
reason  ;  but  what  could  I  oppose,  or  where  direct  my  blow, 
when  I  could  see  no  enem}'  to  combat  "r  I  saw  no  misery 
approaching,  nor  knew  any  I  had  to  fear,  yet  still  I  was 
miserable.  Morning  came,  I  sought  for  tranquillity  in  dissipa- 
tion, sauntered  from  one  place  of  public  resort  to  another,  but 
found  myself  disagreeable  to  my  acquaintance,  and  ridiculous 
to  others.  I  tried  at  different  times  dancing,  fencing,  and 
riding  ;  I  solved  geometrical  problems,  shaped  tobacco-stop- 
pers, wrote  verses,  and  cut  paper.  At  last  I  placed  my 
affections  on  music,  and  find,  that  earnest  employment,  if  it 
cannot  cure,  at  least  will  palliate  every  anxiety." — Adieu. 


LETTER  XCI. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

It  is  no  unpleasing  contemplation,  to  consider  the  influence 
which  soil  and  climate  have  upon  the  disposition  of  the  inha- 
bitants, the  animals,  and  vegetables,  cf  different  countries. 
That  among  the  brute  creation  is  much  more  visible  than  in 
man,  and  that  in  vegetables  more  than  either.  In  some  places, 
those  plants  which  are  entirely  poisonous  at  home,  lose  their 
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deleterious  quality  by  being  carried  abroad  :  there  are  serpents 
in  Macedonia  so  harmless  as  to  be  used  as  playthings  for 
children ;  and  we  are  told,  that  in  some  parts  of  Fez,  there  are 
lions  so  very  timorous  as  to  be  scai'ed,  though  coming  in  herds, 
by  the  cries  of  women. 

I  know  of  no  countrj'  where  the  influence  of  climate  and 
soil  is  more  visible  than  in  England;  the  same  hidden  cause 
which  gives  courage  to  their  dogs  and  cocks,  gives  also  a  fierce- 
ness to  their  men.  But  chiefly  this  ferocity  appears  among  the 
vulgar.  The  polite  of  every  country  pretty  nearly  resemble 
each  other.  But,  as  in  simpling,  it  is  among  the  uncultivated 
productions  of  nature  we  are  to  examine  the  characteristic 
diff'erences  of  climate  and  soil,  so  in  an  estimate  of  the  genius 
of  the  people,  we  must  look  among  the  sons  of  unpolished 
rusticity.  The  vulgar  English,  therefore,  may  be  easily  dis- 
tinguished from  all  the  rest  of  the  world,  by  superior  pride, 
impatience,  and  a  peculiar  hardiness  of  soul. 

Perhaps  no  qualities  in  the  world  are  more  susceptible  of  a 
finer  polish  than  these  ;  artificial  complaisance,  and  easy  defe- 
rence, being  superinduced  over  these,  generally  forms  a  great 
character ;  something  at  once  elegant  and  majestic  ;  affable, 
yet  sincere.  Such,  in  general,  are  the  better  sort ;  but  they 
who  are  left  in  primitive  rudeness,  are  the  least  disposed  for 
society  with  others,  or  comfort  internally,  of  any  people  under 
the  sun. 

The  poor,  indeed,  of  every  countrj',  are  but  little  prone  to 
treat  each  other  with  tenderness  ;  their  own  miseries  are  too 
apt  to  engross  all  their  pity  ;  and  perhaps,  too,  they  give  but 
little  commiseration,  as  they  find  but  little  from  others.  But, 
in  England,  the  poor  treat  each  other  upon  every  occasion 
with  more  than  savage  animosity,  and  as  if  they  were  in  a  state 
of  open  war  by  nature.  In  China,  if  two  porters  should  meet 
in  a  narrow  street,  they  would  lay  down  their  burdens,  make 
a  thousand  excuses  to  each  other  for  the  accidental  interruption, 
and  beg  pardon  on  their  knees ;  if  two  men  of  the  same  occu- 
pation should  meet  here,  they  would  first  begin  to  scold,  and 
at  last  to  beat  each  other.  One  would  think  they  had  miseries 
enough  resulting  from  penury  and  labour,  not  to  increase  them 
by  ill-nature  among  themselves,  and  subjection  to  new  penalties  ; 
but  such  considerations  never  weigh  with  them. 

But  to  recompense  this  strange  absurdity,  they  are  in  the 
main  generous,  brave,  and  enterprising.  They  feel  the  slightest 
injuries  with  a  degree  of  ungoverned  impatience,  but  resist  the 
greatest  calamities  with  surprising  fortitude.     Those  miseries 
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under  which  any  other  people  in  the  world  would  sink,  they 
have  often  shewed  they  were  capable  of  enduring  ;  if  acciden- 
tally cast  upon  some  desolate  coast,  their  perseverance  is  beyond 
what  any  other  nation  is  capable  of  sustaining  ;  if  imprisoned 
for  crimes,  their  efforts  to  escape  are  greater  than  among 
others.  The  peculiar  strength  of  their  prisons,  when  compared 
to  those  elsewhere,  argues  their  hardiness  ;  even  the  strongest 
prisons  I  have  ever  seen  in  other  countries,  would  be  very 
insufficient  to  confine  the  untameable  spirit  of  an  Englishman. 
In  short,  what  man  dares  do  in  circumstances  of  danger,  an 
Englishman  will.  His  virtues  seem  to  sleep  in  the  calm,  and 
are  called  out  only  to  combat  the  kindred  storm. 

But  the  greatest  eulogy  of  this  people  is  the  generosity  of 
their  miscreants  ;  the  tenderness,  in  general,  of  their  robbers 
and  highwaymen.  Perhaps  no  people  can  produce  instances 
of  the  same  kind,  where  the  desperate  mix  pity  with  injustice  ; 
still  shewing  that  they  understand  a  distinction  in  crimes,  and, 
even  in  acts  of  violence,  have  still  some  tincture  of  remaining 
virtue.  In  every  other  country,  robbery  and  murder  go  almost 
always  together ;  here,  it  seldom  happens,  except  upon  ill- 
judged  resistance  or  pursuit.  The  banditti  of  other  countries 
are  unmerciful  to  a  supreme  degree  ;  the  highwayman  and 
robber  here  are  generous,  at  least,  in  their  intercourse  among 
each  other.  Taking,  therefore,  my  opinion  of  the  English  from 
the  virtues  and  vices  practised  among  the  vulgar,  they  at  once 
present  to  a  stranger  all  their  faults,  and  keep  their  virtues  up 
only  for  the  inquiring  eye  of  a  philosopher. 

Foreigners  are  generally  shocked  at  their  insolence  upon 
first  coming  among  them  :  they  find  themselves  ridiculed  and 
insulted  in  every  street ;  they  meet  with  none  of  those  trifling 
civilities,  so  frequent  elsewhere,  which  are  instances  of  mutual 
good-will,  without  previous  acquaintance  ;  they  travel  through 
the  country,  either  too  ignorant  or  too  obstinate  to  cultivate 
a  closer  acquaintance  ;  meet  every  moment  something  to  excite 
their  disgust,  and  return  home  to  characterize  this  as  the 
region  of  spleen,  insolence,  and  ill-nature.  In  short,  England 
would  be  the  last  place  in  the  world  I  would  travel  to  by  way 
of  amusement,  but  the  first  for  instruction.  I  would  choose 
to  have  others  for  my  acquaintance,  but  Englishmen  for  my 
'friends. 
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LETTER  XCII. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

The  mind  is  ever  ingenious  in  making  its  own  distress.  The 
wandering  beggar,  who  has  none  to  protect,  to  feed,  or  to 
shelter  him,  fancies  complete  happiness  in  labour  and  a  full 
meal ;  take  him  from  rags  and  want,  feed,  clothe,  and  employ 
him,  his  wishes  now  rise  one  step  above  his  station  ;  he  could 
be  happy  were  he  possessed  of  raiment,  food,  and  ease.  Sup- 
pose his  wishes  gratified  even  in  these,  his  prospects  widen  as 
he  ascends  ;  he  finds  himself  in  affluence  and  tranquillity, 
indeed,  but  indolence  soon  breeds  anxiety,  and  he  desires  not 
only  to  be  freed  from  pain,  but  to  be  possessed  of  pleasure  : 
pleasure  is  granted  him,  and  this  but  opens  his  soul  to  ambition  ; 
and  ambition  will  be  sure  to  taint  his  future  happiness,  either 
with  jealousy,  disappointment,  or  fatigue. 

But  of  all  the  arts  of  distress  found  out  by  man  for  his  own 
torment,  perhaps  that  of  philosophic  misery  is  most  truly 
ridiculous  ;  a  passion  nowhere  carried  to  so  extravagant  an 
excess  as  in  the  country  where  I  now  reside.  It  is  not  enough 
to  engage  all  the  compassion  of  a  philosopher  here,  that  his 
own  globe  is  harassed  with  wars,  pestilence,  or  barbarity  ;  he 
shall  grieve  for  the  inhabitants  of  the  moon,  if  the  situation  of 
her  imaginary  mountains  happen  to  alter  ;  and  dread  the 
extinction  of  the  sun,  if  the  spots  on  his  surface  happen  to 
increase.  One  should  imagine,  that  philosophy  was  introduced 
to  make  men  happy ;  but  here  it  serves  to  make  hundreds 
miserable. 

My  landlady,  some  days  ago,  brought  me  the  diary  of  a 
philosopher  of  this  desponding  sort,  who  had  lodged  in  the  apart- 
ment before  me.  It  contains  the  history  of  a  life  which  seems 
to  be  one  continued  tissue  of  sorrow,  apprehension,  and  distress. 
A  single  week  will  serve  as  a  specimen  of  the  whole :  — 

"  Monday.  —  In  what  a  transient  decaying  situation  are  we 
placed  ;  and  what  various  reasons  does  philosophy  furnish  to 
make  mankind  unhappy  !  A  single  grain  of  mustard  shall 
continue  to  produce  its  similitude  through  numberless  succes- 
sions ;  yet  what  has  been  granted  to  this  little  seed,  has  been 
denied  to  our  planetary  system  ;  the  mustard  seed  is  still 
unaltered,  but  the  system  is  growing  old,  and  must  quickly  fall 
to  decay.  How  terrible  will  it  be,  when  the  motions  of  all  the 
planets  have  at  last  become  so  irregular  as  to  need  repairing  ; 
when  the  moon  shall  fall  into  frightful  paroxysms  of  alteration  ; 
when  the  earth,  deviating  from  its  ancient  track,  and  with 
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every  other  planet  forgetting  its  circular  revolutions,  shall 
become  so  eccentric,  that,  unconfined  by  the  laws  of  system, 
it  shall  fly  off  into  boundless  space,  to  knock  against  some 
distant  world,  or  fall  in  upon  the  sun,  either  extinguishing  his 
light,  or  burned  up  by  his  flames  in  a  moment !  Perhaps, 
while  I  write,  this  dreadful  change  has  begun.  Shield  me  from 
universal  ruin !  Yet,  idiot  man  laughs,  sings,  and  rejoices,  in 
the  very  face  of  the  sun,  and  seems  no  way  touched  with  his 
situation. 

"  Tuesday. — Went  to  bed  in  great  distress,  awaked  and  was 
comforted,  by  considering  that  this  change  was  to  happen  at 
some  indefinite  time  ;  and  therefore,  like  death,  the  thoughts 
of  it  might  easily  be  borne.  But  there  is  a  revolution,  a  fixed 
determined  revolution,  which  must  certainly  come  to  pass  ; 
yet  which,  by  good  fortune,  I  shall  never  feel,  except  in  my 
posterity.  The  obliquity  of  the  equator  with  the  ecliptic,  is 
now  twenty  minutes  less  than  when  it  was  observed  two 
thousand  years  ago  by  Piteas.  *  If  this  be  the  case,  in  six 
thousand  the  obliquitv  will  be  still  less  by  a  whole  degree. 
This  being  supposed,  it  is  evident  that  our  earth,  as  Louville 
has  clearly  proved,  has  a  motion,  by  which  the  climates  must 
necessarily  change  place,  and  in  the  space  of  one  million 
of  years,  England  shall  actually  travel  to  the  Antarctic  pole. 
I  shudder  at  the  change!  How  shall  our  unhappy  grand- 
children endure  the  hideous  climate !  A  million  of  years  will 
soon  be  accomplished  ;  they  are  but  a  moment  when  compared 
to  eternity  ;  then  shall  our  charming  country,  as  I  may  say, 
in  a  moment  of  time,  resemble  the  hideous  wilderness  of  Nova 
Zembla  ! 

"  Wednesday.  —  To-night,  by  my  calculation,  the  long  pre- 
dicted comet  is  to  make  its  first  appearance,  f  Heavens  I 
what  terrors  are  impending  over  our  little  dim  speck  of  earth  ! 
Dreadful  visitation!  Are  we  to  be  scorched  in  its  fires,  or 
only  smothered  in  the  vapour  of  its  tail?  That  is  the 
question!  Thoughtless  mortals,  go  build  houses,  plant 
orchards,  purchase  estates,  for  to-morrow  you  die.  But  what 
if  the  comet  should  not  come?  That  would  be  equally  fatal. 
Comets  are  servants  which  periodically  return  to  supply  the 
sun  with  fuel.     If  our  sun,  therefore,  should  be  disappointed 

•  Pytheas  was  a  celebrated  mathematician  and  astronomer  of  Massilia : 
he  was  contemporary  with  Ariitotle.  —  B. 

f  The  whole  of  th'is  paper,  but  especially  all  that  relates  to  the  comet, 
is  closely  imitated  from  Swift's  account  of  the  fears  and  disquietudes  to 
which  the  inhabitants  of  Laputa  are  subject.  See  Gulliver't  Travels, 
Part  III.  chap.  2.— B. 
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of  the  expected  supply,  and  all  his  fuel  be  in  the  meantime 
burnt  out,  he  must  expire  like  an  exhausted  taper.  What  a 
miserable  situation  must  our  earth  be  in  without  his  enlivening 
rays  !  Have  we  not  seen  several  neighbouring  suns  entirely 
disappear  ?  Has  not  a  fixed  star,  near  the  tail  of  the  Ram, 
lately  been  quite  extinguished  ? 

"  Thursday. — The  comet  has  not  yet  appeared ;  I  am  sorry 
for  it :  first,  sorry  because  my  calculation  is  false  ;  secondly, 
sorry  lest  the  sun  should  want  fuel  ;  thirdly,  sorry  lest  the  wits 
should  laugh  at  our  erroneous  predictions  ;  and,  fourthly,  sorry 
because,  if  it  appears  to-night,  it  must  necessarily  come  within 
the  sphere  of  the  earth's  attraction;  and  Heaven  help  the 
unhappy  country  on  which  it  happens  to  fall ! 

"  Fkiday.  —  Our  whole  society  have  been  out,  all  eager  in 
search  of  the  comet.  We  have  seen  not  less  than  sixteen 
comets  in  different  parts  of  the  heavens.  However,  we  are 
unanimously  resolved  to  fix  upon  one  only  to  be  the  comet 
expected.  That  near  Virgo  wants  nothing  but  a  tail  to  fit  it 
out  completely  for  terrestrial  admiration. 

"  Saturday.  —  The  moon  is,  I  find,  at  her  old  pranks.  Her 
appulses,  librations,  and  other  irregularities,  indeed,  amaze  me. 
My  daughter,  too,  is  this  morning  gone  off  with  a  grenadier. 
No  way  surprising  ;  I  was  never  able  to  give  her  a  relish  for 
wisdom.  She  ever  promised  to  be  a  mere  expletive  in  the 
creation.  But  the  moon,  the  moon  gives  me  real  uneasiness  ; 
I  fondly  fancied  I  had  fixed  her.  I  had  thought  her  constant, 
and  constant  only  to  me  ;  but  every  night  discovers  her 
infidelity,  and  proves  me  a  desolate  and  abandoned  lover." — 
Adieu. 

LETTER  XCIII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

It  is  surprising  what  an  influence  titles  shall  have  upon  the 
mind,  even  though  these  titles  be  of  our  own  making.  Like 
children,  we  dress  up  the  puppets  in  finery,  and  then  stand  in 
astonishment  at  the  plastic  wonder.  ]  have  been  told  of  a 
rat-catcher  here,  who  strolled  for  a  long  time  about  the 
villages  near  town,  without  finding  any  employment ;  at  last, 
however,  he  thought  proper  to  take  the  title  of  his  Majesty's 
Rat-catcher  in  ordinary,  and  thus  succeeded  beyond  his 
expectations  :  when  it  was  known  that  he  caught  rats  at 
court,  all  were  ready  to  give  him  countenance  and  employ- 
ment. 
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But  of  all  the  people  they  who  make  books  seem  most 
perfectly  sensible  of  the  advantages  of  titular  dignity.  AH 
seem  convinced,  that  a  book  written  by  vulgar  hands  can 
neither  instruct  nor  improve  ;  none  but  kings,  chams,  and 
mandarines,  can  write  with  any  probability  of  success.  If  the 
titles  inform  me  right,  not  only  kings  and  courtiers,  but 
emperors  themselves,  in  this  country,  periodically  supply  the 
press. 

A  man  here  who  should  write,  and  honestly  confess  that  he 
WTote  for  bread,  might  as  well  send  his  manuscript  to  fire  the 
baker's  oven  ;  not  one  creature  will  read  him  :  all  must  be 
court-bred  poets,  or  pretend  at  least  to  be  court-bred,  who  can 
expect  to  please.  Should  the  caitiff  fairly  avow  a  design  of 
emptying  our  pockets  and  filling  his  own,  every  reader  would 
instantly  forsake  him  ;  even  those  who  write  for  bread  them- 
selves would  combine  to  worry  him,  perfectly  sensible  that 
his  attempts  only  served  to  take  the  bread  out  of  their  mouths. 

And  yet  this  silly  prepossession  the  more  amazes  me, 
•when  I  consider,  that  almost  all  the  excellent  productions  in 
wit  that  have  appeared  here,  were  purely  the  offspring  of 
necessity  ;  their  Drydens,  Butlers,  Otways,  and  Farquhars, 
were  all  writers  for  bread.  Believe  me,  my  friend,  hunger 
has  a  most  amazing  faculty  of  sharpening  the  genius  ;  and  he 
who,  with  a  full  belly,  can  think  like  a  hero,  after  a  course  of 
fasting,  shall  rise  to  the  sublimity  of  a  demi-god. 

But  what  will  most  amaze  is,  that  this  very  set  of  men,  who 
are  now  so  much  depreciated  by  fools,  are,  however,  the  very 
best  writers  they  have  among  them  at  present.  For  my  own 
part,  were  I  to  buy  a  hat,  I  would  not  have  it  from  a  stocking- 
maker,  but  a  hatter  ;  were  I  to  buy  shoes,  I  should  not  go  to 
the  tailor's  for  that  purpose.  It  is  just  so  with  regard  to  wit : 
did  I,  for  my  life  desire  to  be  well  served,  I  would  apply 
only  to  those  who  made  it  their  trade,  and  lived  by  it.  You 
smUe  at  the  oddity  of  my  opinion ;  but,  be  assured,  ray  friend, 
that  wit  is,  in  some  measure,  mechanical ;  and  that  a  man, 
long  habituated  to  catch  at  even  its  resemblance,  will  at  last 
be  happy  enough  to  possess  the  substance.  By  a  long  habit 
of  writing  he  acquires  a  justness  of  thinking,  and  a  mastery  of 
manner,  which  holyday  writers,  even  with  ten  times  his  genius, 
may  vainly  attempt  to  equal. 

How,  then,  are  they  deceived  who  expect,  from  title, 
dignity,  and  exterior  circumstance,  an  excellence,  which  is  in 
some  measure  acquired  by  habit,  and  sharpened  by  necessity! 
You  have  seen,  like  roe,  many  literary  reputations,  promoted 
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by  the  influence  of  fashion,  which  have  scarcely  survived  the 
possessor ;  you  have  seen  the  poor  hardly  earn  the  little  repu- 
tation they  acquired,  and  their  merit  only  acknowledged  when 
they  were  incapable  of  enjoying  the  pleasures  of  popularity  : 
such,  however,  is  the  reputation  worth  possessing  ;  that  which 
is  hardly  earned  is  hardly  lost.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  XCIV. 
FROM  HINGPO  IN  MOSCOW,  TO  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI  IN  LONDON. 

Where  will  my  disappointments  end  ?  Must  I  still  be 
doomed  to  accuse  the  severity  of  my  fortune,  and  shew  my 
constancy  in  distress,  rather  than  moderation  in  prosperity? 
I  had  at  least  hopes  of  conveying  my  charming  companion 
safe  from  the  reach  of  every  enemy,  and  of  again  restoring 
her  to  her  native  soil.     But  those  hopes  are  now  no  more. 

Upon  leaving  Terki,  we  took  the  nearest  road  to  the 
dominions  of  Russia.  We  passed  the  Ural  mountains,  covered 
with  eternal  snow,  and  traversed  the  forests  of  Ufa,  where  the 
prowling  bear  and  shrieking  hyaena  keep  an  undisputed 
possession.  We  next  embarked  upon  the  rapid  river  Bulija, 
and  made  the  best  of  our  way  to  the  banks  of  the  Wolga, 
where  it  waters  the  fruitful  valleys  of  Casan. 

There  were  two  vessels  in  company,  properly  equipped  and 
armed,  in  order  to  oppose  the  Wolga  pirates,  who,  we  were 
informed,  infested  this  river.  Of  all  mankind  these  pirates 
are  the  most  terrible.  They  are  composed  of  the  criminals  and 
outlawed  peasants  of  Russia,  who  fly  to  the  forests  that  lie 
along  the  banks  of  the  Wolga  for  protection.  Here,  they 
join  in  parties,  lead  a  savage  hfe,  and  have  no  other  subsistence 
but  plunder.  Being  deprived  of  houses,  friends,  or  a  fixed 
habitation,  they  become  more  terrible  even  than  the  tiger,  and 
as  insensible  to  all  the  feelings  of  humanity.  They  neither 
give  quarter  to  those  they  conquer,  nor  receive  it  when  over- 
powered themselves.  The  severity  of  the  laws  against  them 
serves  to  increase  their  barbarity,  and  seems  to  make  them  a 
neutral  species  of  beings,  between  the  wildness  of  the  lion  and 
the  subtlety  of  the  man.  When  taken  alive,  their  punishment 
is  hideous.  A  floating  gibbet  is  erected,  which  is  let  run 
down  with  the  stream  ;  here,  upon  an  iron  hook  stuck  under 
their  ribs,  and  upon  which  the  whole  weight  of  their  body 
depends,  they  are  left  to  expire  in  the  most  terrible  agonies, 
some  being  thus  found  to  linger  several  days  successively. 
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We  were  but  three  days'  voyage  from  the  confluence  of 
this  river  into  the  Wolga,  when  we  perceived  at  a  distance 
behind  us  an  armed  bark  coming  up,  with  the  assistance  of 
sails  and  oars,  in  order  to  attack  us.  The  dreadful  signal  of 
death  was  hung  upon  the  mast,  and  our  captain  with  his  glass 
could  easily  discern  them  to  be  pirates.  It  is  impossible  to 
express  our  consternation  on  this  occasion ;  the  whole  crew 
instantly  came  together  to  consult  the  properest  means  of 
safety.  It  was,  therefore,  soon  determined  to  send  ofl:'  our 
women  and  valuable  commodities  in  one  of  our  vessels,  and 
that  the  men  should  stay  in  the  other,  and  boldly  oppose  the 
enemy.  This  resolution  M-as  soon  put  into  execution,  and  I 
now  reluctantl}'  parted  from  the  beautiful  Zelis,  for  the  first 
time  since  our  retreat  from  Persia.  The  vessel  in  which  she 
was  disappeared  to  my  longing  eyes,  in  proportion  as  that  of 
the  pirates  approached  us.  They  soon  came  up  ;  but,  upon 
examining  our  strength,  and  perhaps  sensible  of  the  manner 
in  which  we  had  sent  oiF  our  most  valuable  effects,  they  seemed 
more  eager  to  pursue  the  vessel  we  had  sent  away,  than  attack 
us.  In  this  manner  the^-  continued  to  harass  us  for  three 
days,  still  endeavouring  to  pass  us  without  fighting.  But,  on 
the  fourth  day,  finding  it  entirely  impossible,  and  despairing 
to  seize  the  expected  bootj-,  they  desisted  from  their  endea- 
vours, and  left  us  to  pursue  our  voyage  without  interruption. 

Our  joy  on  this  occasion  was  great ;  but  soon  a  disappoint- 
ment more  terrible,  because  unexpected,  succeeded.  The  bark 
in  which  our  women  and  treasure  were  sent  off,  Mas  \vrecked 
upon  the  banks  of  the  Wolga,  for  want  of  a  proper  number  of 
hands  to  manage  her,  and  the  whole  crew  carried  by  the 
peasants  up  the  country.  Of  this,  however,  we  were  not 
sensible  till  our  arrival  at  Moscow  ;  where,  expecting  to  meet 
our  separated  bark,  we  were  informed  of  its  misfortune,  and 
our  loss.  Need  I  paint  the  situation  of  my  mind  on  this 
occasion?  Need  I  describe  all  I  feel,  when  I  despair  of 
beholding  the  beautiful  Zelis  more  ?  Fancy  had  dressed  the 
future  prospect  of  my  life  in  the  gajest  colouring ;  but  one 
unexpected  stroke  of  fortune  has  robbed  it  of  every  charm. 
Her  dear  idea  mixes  with  every  scene  of  pleasure,  and  without 
her  presence  to  enliven  it,  the  whole  becomes  tedious,  insipid, 
insupportable.  I  will  confess  —  now  that  she  is  lost,  I  will 
confess,  I  loved  her  ;  nor  is  it  in  the  power  of  time  or  of 
reason  to  erase  her  image  from  my  heart  —  Adieu, 
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LETTER  XCV. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  HINGPO,  AT  MOSCOW.* 

Your  misfortunes  are  mine  ;  but,  as  every  period  of  life  is 
marked  with  its  own,  you  must  learn  to  endure  them.  Dis- 
appointed love  makes  the  misery  of  youth  ;  disappointed 
ambition,  that  of  manhood  ;  and  successless  avarice,  that  of 
age.  These  thre«  attack  us  through  life  ;  and  it  is  our  duty 
to  stand  upon  our  guard.  To  love,  we  ought  to  oppose  dissi- 
pation, and  endeavour  to  change  the  object  of  the  affections  ; 
to  ambition,  the  happiness  of  indolence  and  obscurity  ;  and  to 
avarice,  the  fear  of  soon  dying.  These  are  the  shields  with 
which  we  should  arm  ourselves  ;  and  thus  make  every  scene 
of  life,  if  not  pleasing,  at  least  supportable. 

Men  complain  of  not  finding  a  place  of  repose.  They  are 
in  the  wrong  :  they  have  it  for  seeking.  What  they  should 
indeed  complain  of  is,  that  the  heart  is  an  enemy  to  that  very 
repose  they  seek.  To  themselves  alone  should  they  impute 
their  discontent.  They  seek  within  the  short  span  of  life  to 
satisfy  a  thousand  desires,  each  of  which  alone  is  insatiable. 
One  month  passes,  and  another  comes  on  ;  the  year  ends,  and 
then  begins  ;  but  man  is  still  unchanging  in  folly,  still  blindly 
continuing  in  prejudice.  To  the  wise  man,  every  climate,  and 
every  soil  is  pleasing  ;  to  him  a  parterre  of  flowers  is  the  famous 
valley  of  gold  ;  to  him  a  little  brook,  the  fountain  of  the  young 
peach  trees  ;f  to  such  a  man  the  melody  of  birds  is  more 
ravishing  than  the  harmony  of  a  full  concert ;  and  the  tincture 
of  the  cloud  preferable  to  the  touch  of  the  finest  pencil. 

The  life  of  man  is  a  journey  ;  a  journey  that  must  be 
travelled,  however  bad  the  roads  or  the  accommodation.  If, 
in  the  beginning,  it  is  found  dangerous,  narrow,  and  diflBcult, 
it  must  either  grow  better  in  the  end,  or  we  shall,  by  custom, 
learn  to  bear  its  inequality. 

But,  though  I  see  you  incapable  of  penetrating  into  grand 
principles,  attend  at  least  to  a  simile,  adapted  to  every  appre- 
hension. I  am  mounted  upon  a  wretched  ass,  I  see  another 
man  before  me  upon  a  sprightly  horse,  at  which  I  find  some 
uneasiness.  I  look  behind  me,  and  see  numbers  on  foot, 
stooping  under  heavy  burdens  ;  let  me  learn  to  pity  their 
estate,  and  thank  Heaven  for  my  own. 

•  This  letter  is  a  rhapsody  from  the  maxims  of  the  philosopher  M^. 
Vide  Lett,  curieuses  et  edifiantes.     Vide  etiara  Du  Haloe,  vol.  ii.  p.  98. 
t  Thi*  passage  the  editor  does  not  understand. 
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Shingfu,  when  under  misfortunes,  would,  in  the  beginning, 
weep  like  a  child  ;  but  he  soon  recovered  his  former  tranquil- 
lity. After  indulging  grief  for  a  few  days,  he  would  become, 
as  usual,  the  most  merry  old  man  in  all  the  province  of  Shansi. 
About  the  time  that  his  wife  died,  his  possessions  were  all 
consumed  by  fire,  and  his  only  son  sold  into  captivity  ;  Shingfu 
grieved  for  one  day,  and  the  next  went  to  dance  at  a  manda- 
rine's door  for  his  dinner.  The  company  were  surprised  to 
see  the  old  man  so  merry,  when  suffering  such  great  losses  ; 
and  the  mandarine  himself  coming  out,  asked  him,  how  he, 
who  had  grieved  so  much,  and  given  way  to  calamity  the  day 
before,  could  now  be  so  cheerful  ?  "  You  ask  me  one  ques- 
tion," cries  the  old  man,  "  let  me  answer  by  asking  another : 
Which  is  the  most  durable,  a  hard  thing,  or  a  soft  thing;  that 
which  resists,  or  that  which  makes  no  resistance  ?" — "A  hard 
thing,  to  be  sure,"  replied  the  mandarine.  —  "  There  you  are 
wrong,"  returned  Shingfu,  "  I  am  now  four  score  years  old  ; 
and,  if  j'ou  look  in  my  mouth,  you  will  find  that  I  have  lost  all 
my  teeth,  and  not  a  bit  of  my  tongue." —  Adieu. 


LETTER  XCVI. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  FUM  HOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT  OF 
THB  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN,  IN  CHINA. 

The  manner  of  grieving  for  our  departed  friends  in  China, 
is  very  different  from  that  of  Europe.  The  mourning  colour 
of  Europe  is  black  ;  that  of  China  white.  When  a  parent  or 
relation  dies  here — for  they  seldom  mourn  for  friends — it  is  only 
clapping  on  a  suit  of  sables,  grimacing  it  for  a  few  days,  and 
all,  soon  forgotten,  goes  on  as  before ;  not  a  single  creature 
missing  the  deceased,  excejit,  perhaps  a  favourite  housekeeper, 
or  a  favourite  cat. 

On  the  contrary,  with  us  in  China  it  is  a  very  serious  affair. 
The  piet}'  with  which  I  have  seen  you  behave,  on  one  of  these 
occasions,  should  never  be  forgotten.  I  remember  it  was  upon 
the  death  of  thy  grandmother's  maiden  sister.  The  coffin  was 
exposed  in  the  principal  hall,  in  public  view.  Before  it  were 
placed  the  figures  of  eunuchs,  horses,  tortoises,  and  other 
animals,  in  attitudes  of  grief  and  respect.  The  more  distant 
relations  of  the  old  lady,  and  I  among  the  number,  came  to  pay 
our  compliments  of  condolence,  and  to  salute  the  deceased, 
after  the  manner  of  our  country.  We  had  scarcely  presented 
our  wax  candles  and  perfumes,  and  given  the  howl  of  departure, 
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when,  crawling  on  his  belly  from  under  a  curtain,  out  came  the 
reverend  Fum  Hoam  himself,  in  all  the  dismal  solemnity  of 
distress.  Your  looks  were  set  for  sorrow  ;  your  clothing  con- 
sisted of  a  hempen  bag  tied  round  the  neck  with  a  string.  For 
two  long  months  did  this  mourning  continue.  By  night,  you 
lay  stretched  on  a  single  mat,  and  sat  on  the  stool  of  discontent 
by  day.  Pious  man !  who  could  thus  set  an  example  of  sor- 
row and  decorum  to  our  country.  Pious  country !  where,  if 
we  do  not  grieve  at  the  departure  of  our  friends  for  their 
sakes,  at  least  we  are  taught  to  regret  them  for  our  own. 

All  is  very  diflPerent  here  ;  amazement  all !  What  sort  of 
people  am  I  got  amongst  ?  Fum,  thou  son  of  Fo,  what  sort 
of  people  am  I  got  amongst  ?  No  crawling  round  the  coffin  ; 
no  dressing  up  in  hempen  bags  ;  no  lying  on  mats,  or  sitting 
on  stools !  Gentlemen  here  shall  put  on  first  mourning,  with 
as  sprightly  an  air  as  if  preparing  for  a  birth-night ;  and 
widows  shall  actually  dress  for  another  husband  in  their  weeds 
for  the  former.  The  best  jest  of  all  is,  that  our  merry  mourners 
clap  bits  of  muslin  on  their  sleeves,  and  these  are  called 
weepers.  Weeping  muslin  !  alas  !  alas !  very  sorowful  truly  ! 
These  weepers,  then,  it  seems,  are  to  bear  the  whole  burden 
of  the  distress. 

But  I  have  had  the  strongest  instance  of  this  contrast,  this 
tragi-comical  behaviour  in  distress,  upon  a  recent  occasion. 
Their  king,*  whose  departure,  though  sudden,  was  not  unex- 
pected, died  after  a  reign  of  many  years.  His  age,  and 
uncertain  state  of  health,  served,  in  some  measure,  to  diminish 
the  sorrow  of  his  subjects  ;  and  their  expectations  from  his 
successor  seemed  to  balance  their  minds  between  uneasiness 
and  satisfaction.  But  how  ought  they  to  have  behaved  on 
such  an  occasion  ?  Surely,  they  ought  rather  to  have  endea- 
voured to  testify  their  gratitude  to  their  deceased  friend,  than 
to  proclaim  their  hopes  of  the  future  !  Sure,  even  the  successor 
must  suppose  their  love  to  wear  the  face  of  adulation,  which 
so  quickly  changed  the  object!  However,  the  very  same  day 
on  which  the  old  king  died,  they  made  rejoicings  for  the  new. 

For  my  part,  I  have  no  conception  of  this  new  manner  of 
mourning  and  rejoicing  in  a  breath  ;  of  being  merry  and  sad  ; 
of  mixing  a  funeral  procession  with  a  jig  and  a  bonfire.  At 
least,  it  would  have  been  just,  that  they  who  flattered  the  king, 
while  living,  for  virtues  which  he  had  not,  should  lament  him 
dead,  for  those  he  really  had. 

•  George  the  Second  died  in  the  seventy-seventh  year  of  his  age,  25th 
October,  1760.  — B. 
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In  this  universal  cause  for  national  distress,  as  I  had  no 
interest  myself,  so  it  is  but  natural  to  suppose  I  felt  no  real 
affliction,  "  In  all  the  losses  of  our  friends,"  says  a  European 
philosopher,  "  we  first  consider  how  much  our  own  welfare  is 
affected  bj'  their  departure,  and  moderate  our  real  grief  just  in 
the  same  proportion."  Now,  as  I  had  neither  received,  nor 
expected  to  receive,  favours  from  kings  or  their  flatterers  ;  as 
I  had  no  acquaintance  in  particular  with  their  late  monarch  ; 
as  I  knew  that  the  place  of  a  king  is  soon  supplied  ;  and,  as 
the  Chinese  proverb  has  it,  that  though  the  world  may  some- 
times want  cobblers  to  mend  their  shoes,  there  is  no  danger 
of  its  wanting  emperors  to  rule  their  kingdoms  :  from  such 
considerations,  I  could  bear  the  loss  of  a  king  with  the  most 
philosophic  resignation.  However,  I  thought  it  my  duty  at 
least  to  appear  sorrowful ;  to  put  on  a  melancholy  aspect,  or 
to  set  my  face  by  that  of  the  people. 

The  first  company  I  came  amongst,  after  the  news  became 
general,  was  a  set  of  jolly  companions,  who  were  drinking 

f)rosperity  to  the  ensuing  reign.  I  entered  the  room  with 
ooks  of  despair,  and  even  expected  applause  for  the  superlative 
misery  of  my  countenance.  Instead  of  that,  I  was  universally 
condemned  by  the  company  for  a  grimacing  son  of  a  whore, 
and  desired  to  take  away  my  penitential  phiz  to  some  other 
quarter.  I  now  corrected  my  former  mistake,  and,  with  the 
most  sprightly  air  imaginable,  entered  a  company,  where  they 
were  talking  over  the  ceremonies  of  the  approaching  funeral. 
Here  I  sat  for  some  time  with  an  air  of  pert  vivacity ;  when 
one  of  the  chief  mourners  immediately  observing  my  good- 
humour,  desired  me,  if  I  pleased,  to  go  and  grin  somewhere 
else;  they  wanted  no  disaffected  scoundrels  there.  Leaving 
this  company,  therefore,  I  was  resolved  to  assume  a  look 
perfectly  neutral  :  and  have  ever  since  been  studying  the 
fashionable  air  ;  something  between  jest  and  earnest  j  a  com- 
plete virginity  of  face,  uncontaminated  with  the  smallest 
symptom  of  meaning. 

But  though  grief  be  a  very  slight  affair  here,  the  mourning, 
my  friend,  is  a  very  important  concern.  When  an  emperor 
dies  in  China,  the  whole  expense  of  the  solemnities  is  defrayed 
from  the  royal  coffers.  When  the  great  die  here,  mandarines 
are  ready  enough  to  order  mourning ;  but  I  do  not  see  they 
are  so  ready  to  pay  for  it.  If  they  send  me  down  from  court 
the  gray  undress  frock,  or  the  black  coat  without  pocket-holes, 
I  am  willing  enough  to  comply  with  their  commands,  and  wear 
both  ;  but,  by  the  head  of  Confucius !  to  be  obliged  to  wear 
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olack,  and  buy  it  into  the  bargain,  is  more  than  my  tranquillity 
of  temper  can  bear.  What!  cider  me  to  wear  mourning 
before  they  know  whether  I  can  buy  it  or  no !  Fum,  thou 
son  of  Fo,  what  sort  of  a  people  am  I  got  amongst  ?  where 
being  out  of  black  is  a  certain  symp/tcm  of  poverty  ;  where 
those  who  have  miserable  faces  cannot  have  mourning,  and 
those  who  have  mourning  will  not  wear  a  miserable  face. 


LETTER  XCVII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

It  is  usual  for  the  booksellers  here,  when  a  book  has  given 
universal  pleasure  upon  one  subject,  to  bring  out  several  more 
upon  the  same  plan  ;  which  are  sure  to  have  purchasers  and 
readers,  from  that  desire  which  all  men  have  to  view  a  pleasing 
object  on  every  side.  The  first  performance  serves  rather  to 
awaken  than  satisfy  attention  ;  and,  when  that  is  once  moved, 
the  slightest  effort  serves  to  continue  its  progression  :  the 
merit  of  the  first  diffuses  a  light  sutficicnt  to  illuminate  the 
succeeding  efforts  ;  and  no  other  subject  can  be  relished,  till 
that  is  exhausted.  A  stu])id  work  coming  thus  immediately 
jn  the  train  of  an  applauded  performance,  weans  the  mind  from 
the  object  of  its  pleasure,  and  resembles  the  sponge  thrust  into 
the  mouth  of  a  discharged  culverin,  in  order  to  adapt  it  for  a 
new  explosion. 

This  manner,  however,  of  drawing  off  a  subject,  or  a 
peculiar  mode  of  writing  to  the  dregs,  effectually  precludes  a 
revival  of  that  subject  or  manner  for  some  time  for  the  future  ; 
tlic  sated  reader  turns  from  it  with  a  kind  of  literary  nausea ; 
and,  though  the  titles  of  books  are  the  part  of  them  most  read, 
yet  he  has  scarcely  perseverance  enough  to  wade  through  the 
title-puge. 

Of  this  number,  I  own  mj  self  one  :  I  am  now  grown  callous 
to  several  subjects,  anr'  different  kinds  of  composition. 
Whether  such  originally  plevsed  I  will  not  take  upon  me  to 
determine  ;  but  at  present  I  spurn  a  new  book,  merely  upon 
seeing  its  name  in  an  advertisement ;  nor  have  the  smallest 
curiosity  to  look  beyond  the  first  leaf,  even  though,  in  the 
second,  the  author  promises  his  own  face  neatly  engraved  on 
copper. 

1  am  become  a  perfect  epicure  in  reading  ;  plain  beef  or 
solid  mutton  will  never  do.  1  am  for  a  Chinese  dish  of  bears' 
claws  and  birds'  nests.     I  am  for  sauce  strong  with  asafletida, 
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or  fuming  with  garlic.  For  this  reason  there  are  a  hundred 
very  wise,  learned,  virtuous,  well  intended  productions,  that 
have  no  charms  for  me.  Thus,  for  the  soul  of  me,  I  could 
never  find  courage  nor  grace  enough  to  wade  above  two  pages 
deep  into  "  Thoughts  upon  God  and  Nature  ;"  or  "  Thoughts 
upon  Providence;"  or  "Thoughts  upon  Free  Grace;"  or, 
indeed,  into  thoughts  upon  any  thing  at  all.  I  can  no  longer 
meditate  with  meditations  for  every  day  in  the  year.  Essays 
upon  diverse  subjects  cannot  allure  me,  though  never  so  inte- 
resting ;  and,  as  for  funeral  sermons,  or  even  thanksgiving 
sermons,  I  can  neither  weep  with  the  one  nor  rejoice  with  the 
other. 

But  it  is  chiefly  in  gentle  poetry,  where  I  seldom  look  farther 
than  the  title.  The  truth  is,  I  take  up  books  to  be  told  some- 
thing new  ;  but  here,  as  it  is  now  managed,  the  reader  is  told 
nothing.  He  opens  the  book,  and  there  finds  very  good  words 
truij',  and  much  exactness  of  rhyme,  but  no  information.  A 
parcel  of  gaudy  images  pass  on  before  his  imagination  like  the 
figures  in  a  dream  ;  but  curiosity,  induction,  reason,  and  the 
whole  train  of  affections,  are  fast  asleep.  The  Jucunda  et  idonea 
vitcB  —  those  sallies  which  mend  the  heart,  while  they  amuse  the 
fancy  —  are  quite  forgotten  ;  so  that  a  reader,  who  would  take 
up  some  modern  applauded  performances  of  this  kind,  must, 
in  order  to  be  pleased,  first  leave  his  good  sense  behind  him, 
take  for  his  recompense  and  guide  bloated  and  compound 
epithet,  and  dwell  on  paintings,  just,  indeed,  because  laboured 
with  minute  exactness. 

If  we  examine,  however,  our  internal  sensations,  we  shall  find 
ourselves  but  little  pleased  with  such  laboured  vanities  ;  we  shall 
find  th..t  our  applause  rather  proceeds  from  a  kind  of  contagion 
caught  up  from  others,  and  which  we  contribute  to  diffuse, 
than  from  what  we  privately  feel.  There  are  some  subjects  of 
which  almost  all  the  world  perceive  the  futility  ;  yet  all 
combine  in  imposing  them  upon  each  other,  as  worthy  of 
praise.  But  chiefly  this  imposition  obtains  in  literature,  where 
men  publicly  contemn  what  they  relish  with  rapture  in  private, 
and  approve  abroad  what  has  given  disgust  at  home.  The 
truth  is,  we  deliver  those  criticisms  in  public  which  are 
supposed  to  be  best  calculated  not  to  do  justice  to  the  author, 
but  to  impress  others  with  an  opinion  of  our  superior  discern- 
ment. But  let  works  of  this  kind,  which  have  already  come 
oif  with  such  applause,  enjoy  it  all.  It  is  not  my  wish  to 
diminish,  as  I  was  never  considerable  enough  to  add  to  their 
fame  ;   but,  for  the  future,  I  fear  there  are  many  poems  of 
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which  I  shall  find  spirits  to  read  but  the  title.  In  the  first 
place,  all  odes  upon  Winter,  or  Summer,  or  Autumn  ;  in  shorr, 
all  odes,  epodes,  and  monodies  whatsoever,  shall  hereafter  be 
deemed  too  polite,  classical,  obscure,  and  refined,  to  be  read, 
and  entirely  above  human  comprehension.  Pastorals  are 
pretty  enough  —  for  those  that  like  them  ;  but  to  me,  Thyrsis 
is  one  of  the  most  insipid  fellows  I  ever  conversed  with  ;  and 
as  for  Corydon,  I  do  not  choose  his  company.  Elegies  and 
epistles  are  very  fine — to  those  to  whom  they  are  addressed  ; 
and  as  for  epic  poems,  I  am  generally  able  to  discover  the 
whole  plan  in  reading  the  two  first  pages. 

Tragedies,  however,  as  they  are  now  made,  are  good 
instructive  moral  sermons  enough  ;  and  it  would  be  a  fault  not 
to  be  pleased  with  good  things.  There  I  learn  several  great 
truths  ;  as,  that  it  is  impossible  to  see  into  the  ways  of  futurity ; 
that  punishment  always  attends  the  villain  ;  that  love  is  the 
fond  soother  of  the  human  breast ;  that  we  should  not  resist 
Heaven's  will,  —  for  in  resisting  Heaven's  will,  Heaven's  will 
is  resisted  ;  with  several  other  sentiments  equally  new,  delicate, 
and  striking.  Every  new  tragedy,  therefore,  I  shall  go  to  see  ; 
for  reflections  of  this  nature  make  a  tolerable  harmony,  when 
mixed  up  with  a  proper  quantity  of  drum,  trumpet,  thunder, 
lightning,  or  the  scene-shifter's  whistle.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  XCVIII. 

TO  THE  SAJJIE. 

T  HAD  some  intentions  lately  of  going  to  visit  Bedlam,  the 
place  where  those  who  go  mad  are  confined.  I  went  to  wait 
upon  the  Man  in  Black  to  be  my  conductor,  but  1  found  him 
preparing  to  go  to  Westminster-hall,  where  the  English  hold 
their  courts  of  justice.  It  gave  me  some  surprise  to  find  my 
friend  engaged  in  a  law-suit,  but  more  so  when  he  informed  me 
that  it  had  been  depending  for  several  years.  "  How  is  it 
possible,"  cried  I,  "  for  a  man  who  knows  the  world  to  go  to 
law  ?  I  am  well  acquainted  with  the  courts  of  justice  in  China  : 
they  resemble  rat-traps  every  one  of  them ;  nothing  more  easy 
than  to  get  in,  but  to  get  out  again  is  attended  with  some 
diflSculty,  and  more  cunning  than  rats  are  generally  found  to 
possess ! " 

"  Faith,"  replied  my  friend,  "  I  should  not  have  gone  to  law 
but  that  I  was  assured  of  success  before  I  began  ;  things  were 
presented  to  me  in  so  alluring  a  light,  that  1  thought  by  barely 
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declaring  myself  a  candidate  for  the  prize,  I  had  nothing  more 
to  do  but  to  enjoy  the  fruits  of  the  victory.  Thus  have  I  been 
upon  the  eve  of  an  imaginary  triumph  every  term  these  ten 
years  ;  have  travelled  forward  with  victory  ever  in  my  view, 
but  ever  out  of  reach  ;  however,  at  present,  I  fancy  we  have 
hampered  our  antagonist  in  such  a  manner,  that,  without  some 
unforeseen  demur,  we  shall  this  very  day  lav  him  fairh-  on  his 
back." 

"  If  things  be  so  situated,"  said  I,  "  I  don  't  care  if  I  attend 
you  to  the  courts,  and  partake  in  the  pleasure  of  your  success. 
But  prithee,"  continued  I,  as  we  set  forward,  "  what  reasons 
have  you  to  think  an  affair  at  last  concluded,  which  has  given 
you  so  many  former  disappointments'?"  —  **  My  lawyer  tells 
me,"  returned  he,  "  that  I  have  Salkeld  and  Ventris  strong 
in  my  favour,  and  that  there  are  no  less  than  fifteen  cases  in 
point."  —  "I  understand,"  said  I,  "those  are  two  of  your 
judges  who  have  alread}'  declared  their  opinions."  —  "  Pardon 
me,"  replied  my  friend,  "  Salkeld  and  Ventris  are  lawyers  who 
some  hundred  years  ago  gave  their  opinions  on  cases  similar 
to  mine  ;  these  opinions,  wliifh  make  for  me,  my  lawyer  is  to 
cite  ;  and  those  opinions  which  look  another  way  are  cited  by 
the  lawyer  employed  b}'  my  antagonist  :  as  I  observed,  I  have 
Salkeld  and  Ventris  for  me  ;  he  has  Coke  and  Hales  for  him  ; 
and  he  that  has  most  opinions  is  most  likely  to  carry  his 
cause." — "But  where  is  the  necessity,"  cried  I,  "of  pro- 
longing a  suit  by  citing  the  opinions  and  reports  of  others, 
since  the  same  good  sense  which  determined  lawyers  in  former 
ages,  may  serve  to  guide  j'our  judges  at  this  day  ?  They  at 
that  time  gave  their  opinions  only  from  the  light  of  reason ; 
your  judges  have  the  same  light  at  present  to  direct  them  ;  let 
me  even  add,  a  greater,  as  in  former  ages  there  were  many 
prejudices  from  which  the  present  is  happily  free.  If  arguing 
from  authorities  be  exploded  from  every  otherbranch  of  learning, 
why  should  it  be  particularly  adhered  to  in  this  ?  I  plainly 
foresee  how  such  a  method  of  investigation  must  embarrass 
every  suit,  and  even  perplex  the  student;  ceremonies  will  be 
multiplied,  formalities  must  increase,  and  more  time  will  thus 
be  spent  in  learning  the  arts  of  litigation,  than  in  the  discovery 
of  right." 

"  I  see,"  cries  my  friend,  "  that  you  are  for  a  speedy 
administration  of  justice ;  but  all  the  world  will  grant,  that  the 
more  time  that  is  taken  up  in  considering  any  subject,  the 
better  it  will  be  understood.  Besides,  it  is  the  boast  of  an 
Englishman,  that  his  property  is  secure,  and  all  the  world  will 
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grant,  that  a  deliberate  administration  of  justice  is  the  best 
way  to  secure  his  property.  Why  have  we  so  many  lawyers, 
but  to  secure  our  property  ?  Why  so  many  formalities,  but  to 
secure  our  property  ?  Not  less  than  one  hundred  thousand 
families  live  in  opulence,  elegance,  and  ease,  merely  by  securing 
our  property." 

"  To  embarrass  justice,"  returned  I,  "  by  a  multiplicity  of 
laws,  or  to  hazard  it  bj'  a  confidence  in  our  judges,  are,  I 
grant,  the  opposite  rocks  on  which  legislative  wisdom  has  ever 
split :  In  one  case,  the  client  resembles  that  emperor.  Mho  is 
said  to  have  been  suffocated  with  the  bed-clothes  which  were 
only  designed  to  keep  him  warm  ;  in  the  other,  to  that  town 
which  let  the  enemy  take  possession  of  its  walls,  in  order  to 
shew  the  world  how  little  they  depended  upon  aught  but 
courage  for  safety.  —  But,  bless  me !  what  numbers  do  I  see 
here — all  in  black  I — how  is  it  possible  that  half  this  multi- 
tude can  find  employment  ?  "  — "  Nothing  so  easily  conceived," 
returned  my  companion  ;  "  they  live  by  watching  each  other. 
For  instance,  the  catchpole  watches  the  man  in  debt,  the 
attorney  watches  the  catchpole,  the  counsellor  watches  the 
attorney,  the  solicitor  the  counsellor,  and  all  find  sufficient 
employment." — "I  conceive  you,''  interrupted  I,  "they 
watch  each  other,  but  it  is  the  client  that  pays  them  all  for 
watching ;  it  puts  me  in  mind  of  a  Chinese  fable,  which  is 
entitled,  Five  Animals  at  a  Meal. 

"  A  grasshopper,  filled  with  dew,  was  merrily  singing  under 
a  shade  ;  a  whangam,  that  eats  grasshoppers,  had  marked  it 
for  its  prey,  and  was  just  stretching  forth  to  devour  it  ;  a 
serpent,  that  had  for  a  long  time  fed  only  on  whangams,  was 
coiled  up  to  fasten  on  the  whangam  ;  a  yellow  bird  was  just 
upon  the  wing  to  dart  upon  the  serpent;  a  hawk  had  just 
stooped  from  above  to  seize  the  yellow  bird  ;  all  were  intent 
on  their  prey,  and  unmindful  of  their  danger  :  so  the  whangam 
ate  the  grasshopper,  the  serpent  ate  the  whangam,  the  yellow 
bird  the  serpent,  and  the  hawk  the  yellow  bird  ;  when,  sousing 
from  on  high,  a  vulture  gobbled  up  the  hawk,  grasshopper, 
whangam,  and  all  in  a  moment." 

I  had  scarcely  finished  my  fable,  when  the  lawyer  came  to 
inf  <rm  my  friend,  that  his  cause  was  put  off  till  another  term, 
that  money  was  wanting  to  retain,  and  that  all  the  v.orld  was 
of  opinion,  that  the  very  next  hearing  would  bring  him  off 
victorious.  "  If  so,  then,"  cries  my  friend,  "  I  believe  it  will 
be  my  wisest  way  to  continue  the  cause  for  another  term  ; 
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and,  in  the  meantime,  my  friend  here  and  I  will  g-o  and  see 
Bedlam."  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  XCIX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  LATELV  received  a  visit  from  the  little  Beaux,  who,  I 
found,  had  assumed  a  new  flow  of  spirits  with  a  new  suit  of 
clothes.  Our  discourse  happened  to  turn  upon  the  different 
treatment  of  the  fair  sex  here  and  in  Asia,  with  the  influence 
of  beauty  in  refining  our  manners,  and  improving  our  con- 
versation. 

I  soon  perceived  he  was  strongly  prejudiced  in  favour  of 
the  Asiatic  method  of  treating  the  sex,  and  that  it  was  im- 
possible to  persuade  him,  but  that  a  man  was  happier  who  had 
four  wives  at  his  command,  than  he  who  had  only  one.  "  It 
is  true,"  cries  he,  "  your  men  of  fashion  in  the  East  are  slaves, 
and  under  some  terrors  of  having  their  throats  squeezed  by  a 
bow-string  ;  but  what  then  ?  they  can  find  ample  consolation 
in  a  seraglio;  they  make,  indeed,  an  indifferent  figure  in  con- 
versation abroad,  but  then  they  have  a  seraglio  to  console 
them  at  home.  I  am  told  they  have  no  balls,  drums,  nor 
operas,  but  then  they  have  got  a  seraglio ;  they  may  be 
deprived  of  wine  and  French  cookery,  but  they  have  a 
seraglio  :  a  seraglio  —  a  seraglio,  my  dear  creature,  wipes  off 
every  inconvenience  in  the  world  ! 

"  Besides,  I  am  told  your  Asiatic  beauties  are  the  most 
convenient  women  alive  ;  for  they  have  no  souls  :  positively 
there  is  nothing  in  nature  I  should  like  so  much  as  ladies 
without  souls ;  soul,  here,  is  the  utter  ruin  of  half  the  sex. 
A  girl  of  eighteen  shall  have  soul  enough  to  spend  a  hundred 
pounds  in  the  turning  of  a  trump.  Her  mother  shall  have 
soul  enough  to  ride  a  sweepstake  match  at  a  horse-race  ;  her 
maiden  aunt  shall  have  soul  enough  to  purchase  the  furniture 
of  a  whole  toy-shop  ;  and  others  shall  have  soul  enough  to 
behave  as  if  they  had  no  souls  at  all." 

"  With  respect  to  the  soul,"  interruped  I,  "  the  Asiatics 
arc  much  kinder  to  the  fair  sex  than  you  imagine  :  instead  of 
one  soul,  Fohi,  the  idol  of  China,  gives  every  woman  three  ; 
the  Brahmins  give  them  fifteen  ;  and  even  Mahomet  himself 
nowhere  excludes  the  sex  from  Paradise.  Abulfeda  rejiorts, 
that  an  old  woman  one  day  importuning  him  to  know  what 
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she  ought  to  do  in  order  to  gain  Paradise  —  *  My  good  kdj-,' 
answered  the  prophet, '  old  women  never  get  there.'  — '  What ! 
never  get  to  Paradise  ? '  returned  the  matron,  in  a  fury. 
'  Never,'  says  he,  '  for  they  always  grow  young  by  the  way.' 

"  No,  sir,"  continued  I ;  "  the  men  of  Asia  behave  with 
more  deference  to  the  sex  than  you  seem  to  imagine.  As 
vou  of  Europe  say  grace  upon  sitting  down  to  dinner,  so  it  is 
the  custom  in  China  to  say  grace  when  a  man  goes  to  bed  to 
his  wife.''  —  "  And  may  I  die,"  returned  my  companion,  "  but 
it  is  a  very  pretty  ceremony !  for,  seriously,  sir,  I  see  no 
reason  why  a  man  should  not  be  as  grateful  in  one  situation 
as  in  the  other.  Upon  honour,  I  always  find  myself  much  more 
disposed  to  gratitude  on  the  couch  of  a  fine  woman,  than  upon 
sitting  down  to  a  sirloin  of  beef." 

"  Another  ceremony,"  said  I,  resuming  the  conversation, 
"  in  favour  of  the  sex,  amongst  us,  is  the  bride's  being  allowed, 
after  marriage,  her  three  days  of  freedom.  During  this  interval, 
a  thousand  extravagances  are  practised  by  either  sex.  The 
lady  is  placed  upon  the  nuptial  bed,  and  numberless  monkey 
tricks  are  played  round  to  divert  her.  One  gentleman  smells 
her  perfumed  handkerchief,  another  attempts  to  untie  her 
parters,  a  third  pulls  off  her  shoe  to  play  hunt  the  slipper, 
another  pretends  to  be  an  idiot,  and  endeavours  to  raise  a 
laugh  by  grimacing ;  in  the  meantime,  the  glass  goes  briskly 
about,  till  ladies,  gentlemen,  wife,  husband,  and  all,  are  mixed 
together  in  one  inundation  of  arrack  punch." 

"  Strike  me  dumb,  deaf,  and  blind,"  cried  my  companion, 
"  but  that 's  very  pretty  !  there  's  some  sense  in  your  Chinese 
ladies'  condescensions  !  but,  among  us,  you  shall  scarce  find 
one  of  the  whole  sex  that  shall  hold  her  good-humour  for 
three  days  together.  No  later  than  yesterday,  I  happened 
to  say  some  civil  things  to  a  citizen's  wife  of  my  acquaintance, 
not  because  I  loved  her,  but  because  I  had  charity  ;  and  what 
do  you  think  was  the  tender  creature's  reply  ?  Only  that  she 
detested  my  pig-tail  wig,  high-heeled  shoes,  and  sallow  com- 
plexion !  That  is  all.  Nothing  more  I  —  Yes,  by  the  Heavens, 
though  she  was  more  ugly  than  an  unpainted  actress,  I  found 
her  more  insolent  than  a  thorough  bred  woman  of  qualitv!" 

He  was  proceeding  in  this  wild  manner,  when  his  invective 
was  interrupted  by  the  Man  in  Black,  who  entered  the  apart- 
ment, introducing  his  niece,  a  young  lady  of  exquisite  beauty. 
Her  very  appearance  was  sufficient  to  silence  the  severest  satirist 
of  the  sex ;  easy  without  pride,  and  free  without  impudence, 
fhe  seemed  capable  of  supplying  every  sense  with  pleasure. 
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Her  looks,  her  conversation,  were  natural  and  unconstrained  ; 
she  had  neither  been  taught  to  languish  nor  ogle,  to  laugh 
without  a  jest,  or  sigh  without  sorrow.  I  found  that  she  had 
just  returned  from  abroad,  and  had  been  conversant  in  the 
manners  of  the  world.  Curiosity  prompted  me  to  ask  several 
questions,  but  she  declined  them  all.  I  own  I  never  found 
myself  so  strongly  prejudiced  in  favour  of  apparent  merit 
before,  and  could  willingly  have  prolonged  our  conversation, 
but  the  company  after  some  time  withdrew.  Just,  however, 
before  the  Uttle  Beau  took  his  leave,  he  called  me  aside,  and 
requested  I  would  change  him  a  twenty  pound  bill ;  which,  as 
I  was  incapable  of  doing,  he  was  contented  with  borrowing 
half-a-crown.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  C. 
FROM  LIEN  cm  ALTANGI,  TO  HINGPO,  BY  THE  WAY  OF  MOSCOW. 

Few  virtues  have  been  more  praised  by  moralists  than 
generosity  ;  every  practical  treatise  of  ethics  tends  to  increase 
our  sensibility  of  the  distresses  of  others,  and  to  relax  the 
grasp  of  frugality.  Philosophers  that  are  poor,  praise  it 
because  they  are  gainers  by  its  effects ;  and  the  opukut 
Seneca  himself  has  written  a  treatise  on  benefits,  though  he 
was  known  to  give  nothing  away. 

But  among  many  who  have  enforced  the  duty  of  giving,  I 
am  surprised  there  are  none  to  inculcate  the  ignominy  of 
receiving;  to  shew  that  by  every  favour  we  accept,  we  in 
some  measure  forfeit  our  native  freedom  ;  and  that  a  state  of 
continual  dependence  on  the  generosity  of  others,  is  a  life  of 
gradual  debasement. 

Were  men  taught  to  despise  the  receiving  obligations  with 
the  same  force  of  reasoning  and  declamation  that  they  are 
instructed  to  confer  them,  we  might  then  see  every  person  in 
society  filling  up  the  requisite  duties  of  his  station  with  cheerful 
industry,  neither  relaxed  by  hope,  nor  sullen  from  disap- 
pointnieut. 

Every  favour  a  man  receives,  in  some  measure  sinks  him 
below  his  dignity  ;  and,  in  proportion  to  the  value  of  the 
benefit,  or  the  frequency  of  its  acceptance,  he  gives  up  so 
much  of  his  natural  independence.  He,  therefore,  who  thrives 
upon  the  unmerited  bounty  of  another,  if  he  has  any  sensibility, 
suffers  the  worst  of  servitude  :  the  shackled  slave  may  murmur 
without  reproach,  but  the  humble  dependant  is  taxed  with 
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ingratitude  upon  every  symptom  of  discontent ;  the  one  may 
rave  round  the  walls  of  his  cell,  but  the  other  lingers  in  all  the 
silence  of  mental  confinement.  To  increase  his  distress,  every 
new  obligation  but  adds  to  the  former  load,  which  kept  the 
vigorous  mind  from  rising  ;  till,  at  last,  elastic  no  longer,  it 
shapes  itself  to  constraint,  and  puts  on  habitual  servility. 

It  is  thus  with  a  feeling  mind  ;  but  there  are  some  who, 
born  without  any  share  of  sensibility,  receive  favour  after 
favour,  and  still  cringe  for  more  ;  who  accept  the  offer  of 
generosity  with  as  little  reluctance  as  the  wages  of  merit,  and 
even  make  thanks  for  past  benefits  an  indirect  petition  for 
new  :  such,  I  grant,  can  suffer  no  debasement  from  dependence, 
since  they  were  originally  as  vile  as  was  possible  to  be  ; 
dependence  degrades  only  the  ingenuous,  but  leaves  the  sordid 
mind  in  pristine  meanness.  In  this  manner,  therefore,  long 
continued  generosity  is  misplaced,  or  it  is  injurious  ;  it  either 
finds  a  man  worthless,  or  it  makes  him  so  ;  and  true  it  is,  that 
the  person  who  is  contented  to  be  often  obliged,  ought  not  to 
have  been  obliged  at  all. 

Yet,  while  i  describe  the  meanness  of  a  life  of  continued 
dependence,  I  would  not  be  thought  to  include  those  natural 
or  political  subordinations  which  subsist  in  every  society ;  for 
in  such,  though  dependence  is  exacted  from  the  inferior,  yet 
the  obligation  on  either  side  is  mutual.  The  son  must  rely  upon 
his  parent  for  support,  but  the  parent  lies  under  the  same 
obligations  to  give  that  the  other  has  to  expect ;  the  subordi- 
nate ofi&cor  must  receive  the  commands  of  his  superior,  but  for 
this  obedience  the  former  has  a  right  to  demand  an  intercourse 
(if  favour.  Such  is  not  the  dependence  I  would  deprecate, 
but  that  where  every  expected  favour  must  be  the  result  of 
mere  benevolence  in  the  giver,  v.here  the  benefit  can  be  kept 
without  remorse,  or  transferred  without  injustice.  The  cha- 
racter of  a  legacy  hunter,  for  instance,  is  detestable  in  some 
countries,  and  despicable  in  all  ;  this  universal  contempt  of  a 
man  who  infringes  upon  none  of  the  laws  of  society,  some 
moralists  have  arraigned  as  a  popular  and  unjust  prejudice ; 
never  considering  the  necessary  degradations  a  wretch  must 
undergo,  who  previously  expects  to  grow  rich  by  benefits, 
without  having  either  natural  or  social  claims  to  enforce  his 
petitions. 

But  this  intercourse  of  benefaction  and  acknowledgment  is 
often  injurious,  even  to  the  giver  as  well  as  the  receiver.  A 
Mian  can  gain  but  little  knowledge  of  himself,  or  of  the  world, 
amidst  a  circle  of  those  whom  hope  or  gratitude  has  gathered 
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round  him  ;  their  unceasing  humiliations  must  necessarily 
increase  his  comparative  magnitude,  for  all  men  measure  their 
own  abilities  by  those  of  their  company  :  thus  being  taught  to 
overrate  his  merit,  he,  in  realitj',  lessens  it ;  increasing  in 
confidence,  but  not  in  power,  his  professions  end  in  empty 
boast,  his  undertakings  in  shameful  disappointment. 

It  is,  perhaps,  one  of  the  severest  misfortunes  of  the  great, 
that  they  are,  in  general,  obliged  to  live  among  men  whose 
real  value  is  lessened  by  dependence,  and  whose  minds  are 
enslaved  by  obligation.  The  humble  companion  mt-y  have  at 
first  accepted  patronage  with  generous  views  ;  but  soon  ne  feels 
themortif\'ing  influence  of  conscious  inferiority,  by  degrees  sinks 
into  a  flatterer,  and  from  flattery  at  last  degenerates  into  stupid 
veneration.  To  remedy  this,  the  great  often  dismiss  their  old 
dependants  and  take  new.  Such  changes  are  falsely  imputed 
to  levity,  falsehood,  or  caprice,  in  the  patron,  since  they  may 
be  more  justly  ascribed  to  the  client's  deterioration. 

No,  my  son,  a  life  of  independence  is  generally  a  life  of 
virtue.  It  is  that  which  fits  the  soul  for  every  generous  flight 
of  humanity,  freedom,  and  friendship.  To  give  should  be 
our  pleasure,  but  to  receive,  our  shame  ;  serenity,  health, 
and  affluence  attend  the  desire  of  rising  by  labour  :  misery, 
repentance,  and  disrespect,  that  of  succeeding  by  extorted 
benevolence  :  the  man  who  can  thank  himself  alone  for  the 
happiness  he  enjoys  is  truly  blest ;  and  lovely,  far  more  lovely, 
the  sturdy  gloom  of  laborious  indigence,  than  the  fawning 
simper  of  thriving  adulation.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CI. 

FROM  LIEX  CHI  ALTANGI,    TO  FLM  HOAM,    FIRST    PRESIDENT  OF 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN,  IN  CHINA. 

Ix  every  societj-  some  men  are  born  to  teach,  and  others 
to  receive  instruction  ;  some  to  work,  and  others  to  enjoy 
in  idleness  the  fruits  of  their  industry  ;  some  to  govern,  and 
others  to  obey.  Every  people,  how  free  soever,  must  be 
contented  to  give  up  part  of  their  liberty  and  judgment  to 
those  who  govern,  in  exchange  for  their  hopes  of  security  ; 
and  the  motives  which  first  influenced  tlicir  choice  in  the 
election  of  their  governors,  should  ever  be  weighed  af^ainst 
the  succeeding  apparent  inconsistences  of  their  conduct.  All 
cannot  be  rulers,  and  nun  are  generally  best  governed  by  a 
few.     In  making  way  through  the  intricacies  of  business,  the 
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smallest  obstacles  are  apt  to  retard  the  execution  of  what  is 
to  be  planned  by  a  multiplicity  of  counsels  ;  the  judgment  of 
one  alone  being  always  fittest  for  winding  through  the 
labyrinths  of  intrigue,  and  the  obstructions  of  disappointment. 
A  serpent  which,  as  the  fable  observes,  is  furnished  with  one 
head  and  many  tails,  is  much  more  capable  of  subsistence  and 
expedition  than  another  which  is  furnished  with  but  6ne  tail 
and  many  heads. 

Obvious  as  these  truths  are,  the  people  of  this  country  seem 
insensible  of  their  force.  Not  satisfied  with  the  advantages 
of  internal  peace  and  opulence,  they  still  murmur  at  their 
governors,  and  interfere  in  the  execution  of  their  designs,  as 
if  they  wanted  to  be  something  more  than  happy.  But  as  the 
Europeans  instruct  by  argument,  and  the  Asiatics  mostly  by 
uarration,  were  I  to  address  them,  I  should  convey  my  senti- 
ments in  the  following  storj'  : 

"  Takupi  had  long  been  prime  minister  of  Tipartala,  a 
fertile  country  that  stretches  along  the  western  confines  of 
China.  During  his  administration,  whatever  advantases 
could  be  derived  from  arts,  learning,  and  commerce,  were 
seen  to  bless  the  people ;  nor  were  the  necessary  precautions 
of  providing  for  the  security  of  the  state  foi^otten.  It  often 
happens,  however,  that  when  men  are  possessed  of  all  they 
want,  they  then  begin  to  find  torment  from  imaginary  afflic- 
tions, and  lessen  their  present  enjoyments,  by  foreboding  that 
those  enjoyments  are  to  have  an  end.  The  people  now, 
therefore,  endeavoured  to  find  out  grievances ;  and,  after 
some  search,  actually  began  to  think  themselves  aggrieved. 
A  petition  against  the  enormities  of  Takupi  was  carried  to 
the  throne  in  due  form  ;  and  the  Queen  who  governed  the 
country,  willing  to  satisfy  her  subjects,  appointed  a  day  in 
<»'hich  his  accusers  should  be  heard,  and  the  minister  should 
stand  upon  his  defence. 

"  The  day  being  arrived,  and  the  rSinister  brought  before 
the  tribunal,  a  carrier,  who  supplied  the  city  with  fish, 
appeared  among  the  number  of  his  accusers.  He  exclaimed, 
that  it  was  the  custom,  time  immemorial,  for  carriers  to  bring 
their  fish  upon  a  horse  in  a  hamper  ;  which  being  placed  on 
one  side,  and  balanced  by  a  stone  on  the  other,  was  thus 
conveyed  with  ease  and  safety  ;  but  that  the  prisoner,  moved 
either  by  a  spirit  of  innovation,  or  perhaps  bribed  by  the 
hamper  makers,  had  obliged  all  carriers  to  use  the  stone  no 
longer,  but  balance   one  hamper  with   another  ;    an   order 
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entirely  repugnant  to  the  customs  of  all  antiquity,  and  those 
of  the  kingdom  of  Tipartala  in  particular. 

"  The  carrier  finished,  and  the  whole  court  shook  their 
heads  at  the  innovating  minister  ;  when  a  second  witness 
appeared.  He  was  inspector  of  the  city  buildings,  and 
accused  the  disgraced  favourite  of  having  given  orders  for  the 
demolition  of  an  ancient  ruin,  which  obstructed  the  passage 
through  one  of  the  principal  streets.  He  observed,  that  such 
buildings  were  noble  monuments  of  barbarous  antiquity  ; 
contributed  finely  to  shew  how  little  their  ancestors  understood 
of  architecture  j  and  for  that  reason  such  monuments  should 
be  held  sacred,  and  suffered  gradually  to  decay. 

"  The  last  witness  now  appeared.  This  was  a  widow,  who 
had  laudably  attempted  to  burn  herself  upon  her  husband's 
funeral  pile.  But  the  innovating  minister  had  prevented  the 
execution  of  her  design,  and  was  insensible  to  her  tears,  pro- 
testations, and  entreaties. 

"  The  Queen  could  have  pardoned  the  two  former  offences  ; 
but  this  last  was  considered  as  so  gross  an  injury  to  the  sex, 
and  so  directly  contrary  to  all  the  customs  of  antiquity,  that 
It  called  for  immediate  justice.  '  What  I '  cried  the  Queen, 
'  not  suffer  a  woman  to  burn  herself  when  she  thinks  proper  ? 
The  sex  are  to  be  very  prettily  tutored,  no  doubt,  if  they  must 
be  restrained  from  entertaining  their  female  friends  now  and 
then  with  a  fried  wife,  or  roasted  acquaintance.  I  sentence 
the  criminal  to  be  banished  my  presence  for  ever,  for  his 
injurious  treatment  of  the  sex.' 

"  Takupi  had  been  hitherto  silent,  and  spoke  onU'  to  shew 
the  sincerity  of  his  resignation.  '  Great  Queen,'  cried  he,  '  I 
acknowledge  my  crime  ;  and  since  I  am  to  be  banished,  I 
beg  it  may  be  to  some  ruined  town,  or  desolate  village  in  the 
country  I  have  governed.  I  shall  find  some  pleasure  in  im- 
proving the  soil,  and  bringing  back  a  spirit  of  industry  among 
■the  inhabitants.'  His  request  appearing  reasonable,  it  was 
immediately  complied  with  ;  and  a  courtier  had  orders  to  fix 
upon  a  place  of  banishment  answering  the  minister's  descrip- 
tion. After  some  months'  search,  however,  the  inquir}'  proved 
fruitless  ;  neither  a  desolate  village  nor  a  ruined  town  was 
found  in  the  whole  kingdom.  '  Alas,'  said  Takupi  then  to 
the  Queen,  '  how  can  that  country  be  ill  governed  which  has 
neither  a  desolate  village  nor  a  ruined  town  in  it?'  The 
Queen  perceived  the  justice  of  his  expostulation,  and  the 
niinister  was  received  into  more  than  former  favour." 
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LETTER  CTI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  ladies  here  are  by  no  means  such  ardent  gamesters  as 
the  women  of  Asia.  In  this  respect  I  must  do  the  English 
justice  ;  for  I  love  to  praise  where  applause  is  justly  merited. 
Nothing  is  more  common  in  China  than  to  see  two  women 
of  fashion  continue  gaming  till  one  has  won  all  the  other's 
clothes,  and  stripped  her  quite  naked  ;  the  winner  thus 
marching  off  in  a  double  suit  of  finery,  and  the  loser  shrinking 
behind  in  the  primitive  simplicity  of  nature. 

No  doubt,  you  remember  when  Sbang,  our  maiden  aunt, 
played  with  a  sharper.  First  her  money  went ;  then  her 
trinkets  were  produced  ;  her  clothes  followed  piece  by  piece 
soon  after ;  when  she  had  thus  played  herself  quite  naked, 
being  a  woman  of  spirit,  and  willing  to  pursue  her  own,  she 
staked  her  teeth  :  fortune  was  against  her  even  here,  and  her 
teeth  followed  her  clothes.  At  last  she  played  for  her  left 
eye  ;  and,  oh  I  hard  fate,  this  too  she  lost  :  however,  she  had 
tne  consolation  of  biting  the  sharper,  for  he  never  perceived 
that  it  was  made  of  glass  till  it  became  his  own. 

How  happy,  my  friend,  are  the  English  ladies,  wlio  never 
rise  to  such  an  inordinance  of  passion  !  Though  the  sex  here 
are  generally  fond  of  games  of  chance,  and  are  taught  to 
manage  games  of  skill  from  their  infancy,  yet  they  never 
pursue  ill  fortune  with  such  amazing  intrepidity.  Indeed,  I 
may  entirely  acquit  them  of  ever  playing  —  I  mean  of  playing 
for  their  eyes  or  their  teeth. 

It  is  true,  they  often  stake  their  fortune,  their  beauty, 
health,  and  reputation,  at  a  gaming  table.  It  even  sometimes 
happens,  that  they  play  their  husbands  into  a  jail ;  yet  still 
they  preserve  a  decorum  unknown  to  our  wives  and  daughters 
in  China.  I  have  been  present  at  a  rout  in  tbis  country,  where 
a  woman  of  fishion,  after  losing  her  money,  has  sat  writhing 
in  all  the  agonies  of  bad  luck  ;  and  yet,  after  all,  never  once 
attempted  to  strip  a  single  petticoat,  or  cover  the  board,  as  her 
last  stake,  with  her  head-clothes. 

However,  though  I  ])raise  their  moderation  at  play,  I  must 
not  conceal  their  assiduity.  In  China,  our  women,  except 
upon  some  great  days,  arc  never  permitted  to  finger  a  dice- 
box;  but  here  every  day  seems  to  be  a  festival,  and  night 
itself,  which  gives  others  rest,  only  serves  to  increase  the 
fi.male  gamester's  industry.       I  have   been   told   of   an   old 
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lady  in  the  country  who,  being  given  over  by  the  physicians, 
played  with  the  curate  of  her  parish  to  pass  the  time  away  : 
having  won  all  his  money,  she  next  proposed  playing  for 
her  funeral  charges  :  her  proposal  was  accepted  ;  but  unfortu- 
nately the  lady  expired  just  as  she  had  taken  in  her  game. 

There  are  some  passions  which,  though  differently  pursued, 
are  attended  with  equal  consequences  in  every  country  :  here 
they  game  with  more  perseverance,  there  with  greater  fury  ; 
here  they  strip  their  families,  there  they  strip  themselves  naked. 
A  lady  in  China  who  indulges  a  passion  for  gaming,  often 
becomes  a  drunkard  ;  and  by  flourishing  a  dice-box  in  one 
hand,  she  generally  comes  to  brandish  a  dram-cup  in  the 
other.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  say  there  are  any  who  drink 
drams  in  England  ;  but  it  is  natural  to  suppose,  that  when  a 
lady  has  lost  every  thing  else  but  her  honour,  she  will  be  apt 
to  toss  that  into  the  bargain  ;  and,  grovvTi  insensible  to  nicer 
feelings,  behave  like  the  Spaniard,  who,  when  all  his  money 
was  gone,  endeavoured  to  borrow  more,  by  offering  to  pawn 
his  whiskers. — Adieu. 


LETTER  cm. 

FROM   LIUN   CHI  ALTANGI,  TO  ,   MERCHANT  IN  AMSTERDAM. 

I  II AVE  just  received  a  letter  from  my  son,  in  which  he 
informs  me  of  the  fruitlessness  of  his  endeavours  to  recover  the 
lady  with  whom  he  fled  from  Persia.  He  strives  to  cover, 
under  the  appearance  of  fortitude,  a  heart  torn  with  anxiety 
and  disappointment,  I  have  offered  little  consolation,  since 
that  but  too  frequentlj'  feeds  the  sorrow  which  it  pretends  to 
deplore,  and  strengthens  the  impression  which  nothing  but  the 
external  rubs  of  time  and  accident  can  thoroughly  efface. 

He  informs  m.e  of  his  intentions  of  quitting  Moscow  the 
first  opportunity,  and  travelling  by  land  to  Amsterdam.  I 
must,  therefore,  upon  his  arrival,  entreat  the  continuance  of 
vour  friendship,  and  beg  of  you  to  provide  him  with  proper 
directions  for  finding  me  in  London.  You  can  scarcely  be 
sensible  of  the  joy  I  expect  upon  seeing  him  once  more  :  the 
ties  between  the  father  and  the  son  among  us  of  China,  are 
much  more  closely  drawn  than  with  you  of  Europe. 

The  remittances  sent  me  from  Argun  to  Moscow  came  in 
safety.  I  cannot  sufficiently  admire  that  spirit  of  honesty 
whicii  prevails  through  tlie  whole  country  of  Siberia  :  perhaps 
the  savages  of  that  desolate  region  are  the  only  untutored 
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people  of  the  globe  that  cultivate  the  moral  virtues,  even 
without  knowing  that  their  actions  merit  praise.  1  have  been 
told  surprising  things  of  their  goodness,  benevolence,  and 
generosity  ;  and  the  uninterrupted  commerce  between  China 
and  Russia  serves  as  a  collateral  confirmation. 

"  Let  us,"  says  the  Chinese  lawgiver,  "  admire  the  rude 
virtues  of  the  ignorant,  but  rather  imitate  the  delicate  morals 
of  the  polite."  In  the  country  where  I  reside,  though  honesty 
and  benevolence  be  not  so  congenial,  yet  art  supplies  the 
place  of  nature.  Though  here  everj'  vice  is  carried  to  excess, 
yet  every  virtue  is  practised  also  with  unexampled  superiority. 
A  city  like  this  is  the  soil  for  great  virtues  and  great  vices  : 
the  villain  can  soon  improve  himself  in  the  deepest  mysteries 
of  deceiving;  and  the  practical  philosopher  can  every  day 
meet  new  incitements  to  mend  his  honest  intentions.  There 
are  no  pleasures,  sensual  or  sentimental,  which  this  city  does 
not  produce  ;  yet,  I  know  not  how,  I  could  not  be  content  to 
reside  here  for  life.  There  is  something  so  seducing  in  that 
spot  in  which  we  first  had  existence,  that  nothing  but  it  can 
please.  Whatever  vicissitudes  we  experience  in  life,  however 
we  toil,  or  wheresoever  we  wander,  our  fatigued  wishes  still 
recur  to  home  for  tranquillity  :  we  long  to  die  in  that  spot 
which  gave  us  birth,  and  in  that  pleasing  expectation  find  an 
opiate  for  every  calamity. 

You  now,  therefore,  perceive  that  I  have  some  intentions 
of  leaving  this  country  ;  and  yet  my  designed  departure  fills 
me  with  reluctance  and  regret.  Though  the  friendships  of 
travellers  are  generally  more  transient  than  vernal  snows,  still 
I  feel  an  uneasiness  at  breaking  the  connections  I  have  formed 
since  my  arrival  ;  particularly,  I  shall  have  no  small  pain  iii 
leaving  my  usual  companion,  guide,  and  instructor. 

I  shall  wait  for  the  arrival  of  my  son  before  I  set  out.  He 
shall  be  my  companion  in  every  intended  journey  for  the 
future  ;  in  his  company  I  can  support  the  fatigues  of  the  way 
with  redoubled  ardour,  pleased  at  once  with  conveying  instruc- 
tion, and  exacting  obedience. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CIV. 

FR03I  LIEN  cm  ALTANGI,    TO    FUM    HOAM,   FIRST  PRESIDENT  OK 
THE  CERE3I0NIAL  ACADEMY  AT  PEKIN,  IN  CHINA. 

Our  scholars  in  China  have  a  most  profound  veneration  for 
forms.      A  first-rate  beautv  never  studied  the  decorums  of 
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ilress  with  more  assiduity  ;  they  may  properly  enough  be  said 
to  be  clothed  with  wisdom  from  head  to  foot  :  they  have  their 
philosophical  caps,  and  philosophical  whiskers  ;  their  philoso- 
phical slippers,  and  philosophical  fans  ;  there  is  even  a  philo- 
sophical standard  for  measuring  the  nails  ;  and  yet,  with  all 
this  seeming  wisdom,  they  are  often  found  to  be  mere  empty 
j)retenders. 

A  philosophical  beau  is  not  so  frequent  in  Europe  ;  yet  I 
am  told  that  such  characters  are  found  here.  I  mean  such  as 
punctually  support  all  the  decorums  of  learning  without  being 
really  very  profound,  or  naturally  possessed  of  a  fine  under- 
standing ;  who  labour  hard  to  obtain  the  titular  honours 
attending  literary  merit,  who  flatter  others  in  order  to  be 
flattered  in  turn,  and  only  study  to  be  thought  students. 

A  character  of  t^iis  kind  generally  receives  company  in  his 
study,  in  all  the  pensive  formality  of  slippers,  night-gown,  and 
easy  chair.  The  table  is  covered  with  a  large  book,  which  is 
always  kept  open,  and  never  read ;  his  solitary  hours  being 
dedicated  to  dozing,  mending  pens,  feeling  liis  pulse,  peeping 
through  the  microscope,  and  sometimes  reading  amusing  books, 
which  he  condemns  in  company.  His  library  is  preserved  with 
the  most  religious  neatness,  and  is  generally  a  repository  of 
scarce  books,  which  bear  a  high  price,  because  too  dull  or 
useless  to  become  common  by  the  ordinary  methods  of  publi- 
cation. 

Such  men  are  generally  candidates  for  admittance  into 
literary  clubs,  academies,  and  institutions,  where  they  regularly 
meet  to  give  and  receive  a  little  instruction,  and  a  great  deal 
of  praise.  In  conversation  tliey  n.^ver  betray  ignorance, 
because  they  never  seem  to  re  ceive  inlormatiMi.  Offer  a  new 
observation,  they  have  heard  it  before  ;  i)in,  h  them  in  argu- 
ment, and  they  reply  with  a  sneer. 

Yet,  how  trifling 'soever  these  little  arts  may  appear,  they 
answer  one  valuable  purpose, — of  gaining  tlie  i)ra('tisers  the 
esteem  they  wish  for.  The  bounds  of  a  man's  knowledge  are 
easily  concealed,  if  he  has  but  prudence  ;  but  all  can  readily 
see  and  admire  a  gilt  library,  a  set  of  lon^--  nails,  a  silver 
standish,  or  a  well-combed  whisker,  who  are  incapable  of 
distinguishing  a  dunce. 

When  Father  Matthew,  the  first  European  missionary, 
entered  China,  the  court  was  informed  that  he  possessed  great 
skill  in  astronomy  ;  he  was  therefore  sent  for,  and  examined. 
The  established  astronomers  of  state  undertook  this  task,  and 
made  their  report  Jo  the  Emperor  that  his  skill  was  but  very 
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superficial,  and  no  way  comparable  to  their  own.  The  mis- 
sionary, however,  appealed  from  their  judgment  to  experience, 
and  challenged  them  to  calculate  an  eclipse  of  the  moon  that 
was  to  happen  a  few  nights  following.  "  What !"  said  some, 
"  shall  a  barbarian  without  nails  pretend  to  vie  with  men  in 
astronomy  who  have  made  it  the  study  of  their  lives ;  with 
men  who  know  half  the  knowable  characters  of  words,  who 
wear  scientifical  caps  and  slippers,  and  who  have  gone  through 
every  literary  degree  with  applause?"  They  accepted  the 
challenge,  confident  of  success.  The  eclipse  began  :  the 
Chinese  produced  a  most  splendid  apparatus,  and  were  fifteen 
minutes  wrong  ;  the  missionary,  with  a  single  instrument,  was 
exact  to  a  second.  This  was  convincing;  but  the  court 
astronomers  were  not  to  be  convinced ;  instead  of  acknow- 
ledging their  error,  they  assured  the  emperor  that  their 
calculations  were  certainly  exact,  but  that  the  stranger  without 
nails  had  actually  bewitched  the  moon.  "  Well,  then,"  cries 
the  good  emperor,  smiling  at  their  ignorance,  "  you  shall  still 
continue  to  be  servants  of  the  moon,  but  I  constitute  this  man 
her  controller." 

China  is  thus  replete  with  men  whose  only  pretensions  to 
knowledge  arise  from  external  circumstances ;  and,  in  Europe, 
every  country  abounds  with  them  in  proportion  to  its  ignorance. 
Spain  and  Flanders,  who  are  behind  the  rest  of  Europe  in 
learning  at  least  three  centuries,  have  twenty  literary  titles  and 
marks  of  distinction  unknown  in  France  or  England.  They 
have  their  Clarissimi  and  PrcBclarmimi,  their  Accuratissimi  and 
Minutissimi.  A  round  cap  entitles  one  student  to  argue,  and 
a  square  cap  permits  another  to  teach,  while  a  cap  with  a  tassel 
almost  sanctifies  the  head  it  happens  to  cover.  But  where 
true  knowledge  is  cultivated,  these  formalities  begin  to  disap- 
pear. The  ermine  cowl,  the  solemn  beard,  and  sweeping  train, 
are  laid  aside  ;  philosophers  dress,  and  talk,  and  think,  like 
other  men  ;  and  lamb-skin  dressers,  and  cap-makers,  and  tail- 
carriers,  now  deplore  a  literary  age. 

For  my  own  part,  my  friend,  I  have  seen  enough  of  presu- 
ming ignorance,  never  to  venerate  wisdom  but  where  it  actually 
appears.  I  have  received  literary  titles  and  distinctions  myself; 
and,  by  the  quantity  of  my  own  wisdom,  know  how  very  little 
wisdom  they  can  confer.  —  Adieu. 
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LETTER  CV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  time  for  the  young  king's  coronation  approaches.*  The 
great  and  the  little  world  look  forward  with  impatience.  A 
knight  from  the  country,  who  has  brought  up  his  family  to  see 
and  be  seen  on  this  occasion,  has  taken  all  the  lower  part  of 
the  house  where  I  lodge.  His  wife  is  laying  in  a  large  quantity 
of  silks,  which  the  mercer  tells  her  are  to  be  fashionable  next 
season ;  and  miss,  her  daughter,  has  actually  had  her  ears  bored 
previous  to  the  ceremony.  In  all  this  bustle  of  preparation. 
Tarn  considered  as  mere  lumber,  and  have  been  shoved  up  two 
stories  higher,  to  make  room  for  others  my  landlady  seems 
perfectly  convinced  are  my  betters  ;  but  whom,  before  me,  she 
is  contented  with  only  calling  very  good  company. 

The  little  Beau,  who  has  now  forced  himself  into  my  intimacy, 
was  yesterday  giving  me  a  most  minute  detail  of  the  intended 
procession.  All  men  are  eloquent  upon  their  favourite  topic  ; 
and  this  seemed  peculiarly  adapted  to  the  size  and  turn  of  his 
understanding.  His  whole  mind  was  blazoned  over  M'ith  a 
variety  of  glittering  images, — coronets,  escutcheons,  lace,  fringe, 
tassels,  stones,  bugles,  and  spun  glass.  "  Here,"  cried  he, 
"  Garter  is  to  walk ;  and  there  Rouge  Dragon  marches  with  the 
escutcheons  on  his  back.  Here  Clarencieux  moves  forward  ; 
and  there  Blue  Mantle  disdains  to  be  left  behind.  Here  the 
Aldermen  march  two  and  two  ;  and  there  the  undaunted 
Champion  of  England,  no  way  terrified  at  the  verj'  numerous 
appearance  of  gentlemen  and  ladies,  rides  forward  in  complete 
armour,  and,  with  an  intrepid  air,  throws  down  his  glove. 
Ah !  "  continued  he,  "  should  any  be  so  hardy  as  to  take  up 
that  fatal  glove,  and  so  accept  the  challenge,  we  should  see  fine 
sport;  tlie  Champion  would  shew  him  no  mercy;  he  would 
soon  teach  him  all  his  passes,  with  a  witness.  However,  I  am 
afraid  we  shall  have  none  willing  to  tr}-  it  with  him  upon  the 
approaching  occasion,  for  two  reasons,  —  first,  because  his 
antagonist  would  stand  a  chance  of  being  killed  in  the  single 
combat  ;  and,  secondly,  because  if  he  escapes  the  champion's 
arm,  he  would  certainly  be  hanged  for  treason.  No,  no ;  I 
fancy  none  will  be  so  hardy  as  to  dispute  it  with  a  champion 
like  him,  inured  to  arms  ;  and  we  shall  probal)ly  see  him 
prancing  unmolested  awaj-,  holding  his  bridle  thus  in  one  hand, 
and  brandishing  his  dram-cup  in  the  other." 

•  George  the  Third's  roronation  was  celebrated  with  great  magnifi- 
cence, September  22,  1761.  —  B. 
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Some  men  have  a  manner  of  describing,  which  only  wraps 
the  subject  in  more  than  former  obscuritj' ;  thus  I  was  unable, 
with  all  my  companion's  volubility,  to  form  a  distinct  idea  of 
the  intended  procession.  I  was  certain  that  the  inauguration 
of  a  king  should  be  conducted  with  solemnity  and  religious 
awe  ;  and  I  could  not  be  persuaded  that  there  was  much 
solemnity  in  this  description.  "  If  this  be  true,"  cried  I  to 
myself,  "  the  people  of  Europe  surely  have  a  strange  manner 
of  mixing  solemn  and  fantastic  images  together  ;  pictures,  at 
once  replete  with  burlesque  and  the  sublime.  At  a  time  when 
the  king  enters  into  the  most  solemn  compact  with  his  people, 
nothing,  surely,  should  be  admitted  to  diminish  from  the  real 
majesty  of  the  ceremonj\  A  ludicrous  image,  brought  in  at 
such  a  time,  throws  an  air  of  ridicule  upon  the  whole.  It 
someway  resembles  a  picture  I  have  seen,  designed  by  Albert 
Durer,  where,  amidst  all  the  solemnity  of  that  awful  scene,  a 
deity  judging,  and  a  trembling  world  awaiting  the  decree,  he 
has  introduced  a  merry  mortal  trundling  a  scolding  wife  to  hell 
in  a  wheel-barrow." 

My  companion,  who  mistook  my  silence,  during  this  interval 
of  reflection,  for  the  rapture  of  astonishment,  proceeded  to 
describe  those  frivolous  parts  of  the  show  that  most  struck  his 
imagination  ;  and  to  assure  me,  that  if  I  stayed  in  this  country 
some  months  longer,  I  should  see  fine  things.  "  For  my  own 
part,"  continued  he,  "  I  know  already  of  fifteen  suits  of  clothes, 
that  would  stand  on  one  end  with  gold  lace,  all  designed  to  be 
first  shewn  there  ;  and  as  for  diamonds,  rubies,  emeralds,  and 
pearls,  we  shall  see  them  as  thick  as  brass  nails  in  a  sedan  chair. 
And  then  we  are  all  to  walk  so  majestically  thus  ;  this  foot 
always  behind  the  foot  before.  The  ladies  are  to  fling  nose- 
gays ;  the  court  poets  to  scatter  verses  ;  the  spectators  are  to 
be  all  in  full  dress  ;  Mrs  Tibbs  in  a  new  sack,  ruffles,  and 
Frenched  hair  :  look  where  you  will,  one  thing  finer  than 
another  ;  Mrs  Tibbs  curtsies  to  the  Duchess  ;  her  Grace 
returns  the  compliment  with  a  bow.  '  Largess!'  cries  the 
herald.  '  Make  room!'  cries  the. gentleman  usher.  '  Knock 
him  down! '  cries  the  guard.  Ah!"  continued  he,  amazed  at 
his  own  description,  "  what  an  astonishing  scene  of  grandeur 
can  art  produce  from  the  smallest  circumstance,  when  it  thus 
actually  turns  to  wonder  one  man  putting  on  another  man's 
hat ! " 

I  now  found  his  mind  was  entirely  set  upon  the  fopperies  of 
the  i)agoant,  and  quite  regardless  of  the  real  meaning  of  such 
costly  preparations.     "  Pageants,"  says  Bacon,  "  are  pretty 
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things  ;  but  we  should  rather  study  to  make  tliem  elegant  than 
expensive."  Processions,  cavalcades,  and  all  that  fund  of  gay- 
frippery,  furnished  out  by  tailors,  barbers,  and  tirewomen, 
mechanically  influence  the  mind  into  veneration.  An  emperor 
in  his  nightcap  would  not  meet  with  half  the  respect  of  an 
emperor  with  a  glittering  crown.  Politics  resemble  religion  ; 
attempting  to  divest  either  of  ceremony  is  the  most  certain 
method  of  bringing  either  into  contempt.  The  weak  must 
have  their  inducements  to  admiration  as  well  as  the  wise  ;  and 
it  is  the  business  of  a  sensible  government  to  impress  all  ranks 
with  a  sense  of  subordination,  whether  this  be  effected  by  a 
diamond  buckle,  or  a  virtuous  edict,  a  sumptuary  law,  or  a 
glass  necklace. 

This  interval  of  reflection  only  gave  my  companion  spirits 
to  begin  his  description  afresh  ;  and,  as  a  greater  inducement 
to  raise  my  curiosity,  he  informed  me  of  the  vast  sums  that 
were  given  by  the  spectators  for  places  "  That  the  ceremony 
must  be  fine,"  cries  he,  "  is  very  evident  from  the  fine  price 
that  is  paid  for  seeing  it.  Several  ladies  have  assured  me, 
they  would  willingly  part  with  one  eye  rather  than  be  prevented 
from  looking  on  with  the  other.  Come,  come,"  continues  he, 
"  I  have  a  friend,  who,  for  my  sake,  will  supply  us  with  places 
at  the  most  reasonable  rates  ;  I  '11  take  care  you  shall  not  be 
imposed  upon.;  and  he  will  inform  you  of  the  use,  finery, 
rapture,  splendour,  and  enchantment  of  the  whole  ceremony, 
better  than  I." 

Follies  often  repeated  lose  their  absurdity,  and  assume  the 
appearance  of  reason.  His  arguments  were  so  often  and  so 
strongly  enforced,  that  I  had  actually  some  thoughts  of  becom- 
ing a  spectator.  We  accordingly  went  together  to  bespeak  a 
place  ;  but  guess  my  surprise  when  the  man  demanded  a  purse 
of  gold  for  a  single  seat!  I  could  hardly  believe  him  serious 
upon  making  the  demand.  "  Prithee,  friend,"  cried  I,  "  after 
I  have  paid  twenty  pounds  for  sitting  here  an  hour  or  two, 
can  I  bring  a  part  of  the  coronation  back?" — "  No,  sir."  — 
"  How  long  can  I  live  upon  it,  after  I  have  come  away?"  — 
"  Not  long,  sir."  — "  Can  a  coronation  clothe,  feed,  or  fatten 
me?"  —  "Sir,"  replied  the  man,  "you  seem  to  be  under  a 
mistake  ;  all  that  }  ou  can  bring  away  is  the  pleasure  of  having 
it  to  say,  that  you  saw  the  coronation."  — "  Blast  me!"  cries 
Tibbs,  '*  if  that  be  all,  there  is  no  need  of  paying  for  that, 
since  I  am  resolved  to  have  that  pleasure,  whether  I  am  there 
or  no ! " 

1  am  conscious,  my  friend,  that  this  is  but  a  very  confused 
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description  of  the  intended  ceremony.  You  may  object,  that 
I  neither  settle  rank,  precedency,  nor  place  ;  that  I  seem 
ignorant  whether  Gules  walks  before  or  behind  Garter  ;  that 
I  have  neither  mentioned  the  dimensions  of  a  lord's  cap,  nor 
measured  the  length  of  a  lady's  tail.  I  know  your  delight  is 
in  minute  description  :  and  this  I  am  unhappily  disqualified 
from  furnishing  ;  yet,  upon  the  whole,  I  fancy  it  will  be  no 
way  comparable  to  the  magnificence  of  our  late  emperor 
Whangti's  procession,  when  he  was  married  to  the  moon,  at 
which  Fum  Hoam  himself  presided  in  person. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CVI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

It  was  formerly  the  custom  here,  when  men  of  distinction 
died,  for  their  surviving  acquaintance  to  throw  each  a  slight 
present  into  the  grave.  Several  things  of  little  value  were  made 
use  of  for  that  purpose,  —  perfumes,  relics,  spices,  bitter  herbs, 
camomile,  wormwood,  and  verses.  This  custom,  however,  is 
almost  discontinued,  and  nothing  but  verses  alone  are  now 
lavished  on  such  occasions  ;  an  oblation  which  they  suppose 
may  be  interred  with  the  dead,  without  any  injury  to  the 
living. 

Upon  the  death  of  the  great,  therefore,  the  poets  and  under- 
takers are  sure  of  employment.  While  one  provides  the  long 
cloak,  black  staff,  and  mourning  coach,  the  other  produces  the 
pastoral  or  elegy,  the  monody  or  apotheosis.  The  nobility 
need  be  under  no  apprehensions,  but  die  as  fast  as  they  think 
proper,  the  poet  and  undertaker  are  ready  to  supply  them  ; 
these  can  find  metaphorical  tears  and  family  escutcheons  at 
an  hour's  warning  ;  and  when  the  one  has  soberly  laid  the 
body  in  the  grave,  the  other  is  ready  to  fix  it  figuratively  among 
the  stars. 

There  are  several  ways  of  being  poetically  sorrowful  on 
such  occasions.  The  bard  is  now  some  pensive  youth  of 
science,  who  sits  deploring  among  the  tombs  ;  again,  he  is 
Thyrsis  complaining  in  a  circle  of  harmless  sheep.  Now 
Britannia  sits  upon  her  own  shore,  and  gives  a  loose  to 
maternal  tenderness ;  at  another  time,  Parnassus,  even  the 
mountain  Parnassus,  gives  way  to  sorrow,  and  is  bathed  in 
tears  of  distress. 

But  the  most  usual  manner  is  this  :  Damon  meets  Menalcas, 
who  has  got  a  most  gloomy  countenance.     The  shepherd  asks 
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his  friend,  whence  that  look  of  distress  V  To  which  the  other 
replies,  that  Pollio  is  no  more.  "  If  that  be  the  case,  then," 
cries  Damon,  "  let  us  retire  to  jonder  boweo-  at  some  distance 
off,  where  the  cypress  and  the  jessamine  add  fragrance  to  the 
breeze  ;  and  let  us  weep  alternately  for  Pollio,  the  friend  of 
shepherds,  and  the  patron  of  every  muse."  — "  Ah  !  "  returns 
his  fellow  shepherd,  "  what  think  you  rather  of  that  grotto  by 
the  fountain  side  ?  the  murmuring  stream  will  help  to  assist 
our  complaints,  and  a  nightingale  on  a  neighbouring  tree  will 
join  her  voice  to  the  concert!"  When  the  place  is  thus 
settled,  they  begin  ;  the  brook  stands  still  to  hear  their  lamen- 
tations ;  the  cows  forget  to  graze  ;  and  the  very  tigers  start 
from  the  forest  with  sympathetic  concern.  By  the  tombs  of 
our  ancestors,  my  dear  Fum,  I  am  quite  unaffected  in  all  this 
distress :  the  whole  is  liquid  laudanum  to  my  spirits  ;  and  a 
tiger  of  common  sensibility  has  twenty  times  more  tenderness 
than  I. 

But  though  I  could  never  weep  with  the  complaining 
shepherd,  yet  I  am  sometimes  induced  to  pity  the  poet,  whose 
trade  is  thus  to  make  demigods  and  heroes  for  a  dinner. 
There  is  not  in  nature  a  more  dismal  figure  than  a  man  who 
sits  down  to  premeditated  flattery  :  every  stanza  he  writes 
tacitly  reproaches  the  meanness  of  his  occupation,  till,  at  last, 
his  stupidity  becomes  more  stupid,  and  his  dullness  more 
diminutive. 

I  am  amazed,  therefore,  that  none  have  yet  found  out  the 
secret  of  flattering  the  worthless,  and  yet  of  preserving  a  safe 
conscience.  I  have  often  wished  for  some  method,  by  which  a 
man  might  do  himself  and  his  deceased  patron  justice,  without 
being  under  the  hateful  reproach  of  self  conviction.  Afier 
long  lucubration,  I  have  hit  upon  such  an  expedient :  and 
send  you  the  specimen  of  a  poem  upon  the  decease  of  a  great 
man,  in  which  the  flattery  is  perfectly  fine,  and  yet  the  poet 
perfectly  innocent.* 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  . 

Ye  Muses,  pour  the  pitying  tear 

For  Pollio  snatch'd  away; 
Oh,  had  he  lived  another  year  — 

He  had  not  died  to-day. 

•  The  author  has  repeati.d  this  conceit  in  the  first  two  stanzas  of  his 
"  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  a  Mad  Dog,"  and  in  the  "  Elegy  on  Mrs  Mary 
Dlaize."     See  vol.  I.  —  B. 
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Oh,  were  he  bom  to  bless  mankind 

In  virtuous  times  of  yore, 
Heroes  themselves  had  fall'n  behind  — 

Whene'er  he  went  before. 

How  sad  the  groves  and  plains  appear, 

And  sympathetic  sheep ; 
Ev'n  pitying  hills  would  drop  a  tear  — 

Ifhilis  could  learn  to  weep. 

His  bounty  in  exalted  strain 

Each  bard  may  well  display ; 
Since  none  implored  relief  in  vain  — 

That  Kent  relieved  away. 

And  hark  !  I  hear  the  tuneful  throng 

His  obsequies  forbid : 
He  still  shall  live,  shall  live  as  long  — 

As  ever  dead  man  did. 


LETTER  CVII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

It  is  the  most  usual  method,  in  every  report,  first  to  exa- 
mine its  probability,  and  then  act  as  the  conjuncture  may 
require.  The  English,  however,  exert  a  different  spirit  in 
such  circumstances :  they  first  act,  and,  when  too  late,  begin 
to  examine.  From  a  knowledge  of  this  disposition,  there  are 
several  here,  who  make  it  their  business  to  frame  new  reports 
at  every  convenient  interval,  all  tending  to  denounce  ruin 
both  on  their  contemporaries  and  their  posterity.  This 
denunciation  is  eagerly  caught  up  by  the  public  :  away  they 
fling  to  propagate  the  distress  ;  sell  out  at  one  place,  buy  in 
at  another,  grumble  at  their  governors,  shout  in  mobs,  and, 
when  they  have  thus  for  some  time  behaved  like  fools,  sit 
down  coolly  to  argue  and  talk  wisdom,  to  puzzle  each  other 
with  syllogism,  and  prepare  for  the  next  report  that  prevails, 
which  is  always  attended  with  the  same  success. 

Thus  are  they  ever  rising  above  one  report,  only  to  sink 
into  another.  They  resemble  a  dog  in  a  well,  pawing  to  get 
free.  When  he  has  raised  his  upper  parts  above  water,  and 
every  spectator  imagines  him  disengaged,  his  lower  parts  drag 
him  down  again,  and  sink  him  to  the  nose ;  he  makes  new 
efforts  to  emerge,  and  ever\'  effort  increasing  his  weakness, 
only  tends  to  sink  him  the  deeper. 

There  are  some  here  who,  I  am  told,  make  a  tolerable 
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subsistence  by  the  credulity  of  their  countrymen.  As  they 
find  the  people  fond  of  blood,  wounds,  and  death,  they  con- 
trive political  ruins  suited  to  every  month  in  the  year.  This 
month  the  people  are  to  be  eaten  up  by  the  French  in  flat 
bottomed  boats  ;  the  next,  by  the  soldiers  designed  to  beat 
the  French  back.  Now  the  people  are  going  to  jump  down 
the  gulf  of  luxury  ;  and  now  nothing  but  a  herring  subscription 
can  fish  them  up  again.  Time  passes  on ;  the  report  proves 
false ;  new  circumstances  produce  new  changes  ;  but  the 
people  never  change,  —  they  are  persevering  in  folly. 

In  other  countries,  those  boding  politicians  would  be  left 
to  fret  over  their  own  schemes  alone,  and  grow  splenetic 
without  hopes  of  infecting  others  ;  but  England  seems  to  be 
the  very  region  where  spleen  delights  to  dwell ;  a  man  not 
only  can  give  an  unbounded  scope  to  the  disorder  in  himself, 
but  may,  if  he  pleases,  propagate  it  over  the  whole  kingdom, 
with  a  certainty  of  success.  He  has  only  to  cry  out  that  the 
government,  the  government  is  all  wrong  j  that  their  schemes 
are  leading  to  ruin  ;  that  Britons  are  no  more  :  every  good 
member  of  the  commonwealth  thinks  it  his  duty,  in  such  a 
case,  to  deplore  the  universal  decadence  with  sympathetic 
sorrow,  and,  by  fancying  the  constitution  in  a  decay,  absolutely 
to  impair  its  vigour. 

This  people  would  laugh  at  my  simplicity,  should  1  advise 
them  to  be  less  sanguine  in  harbouring  gloomy  predictions, 
and  examine  coolly  before  they  attempted  to  complain.  I 
have  just  heard  a  story,  which,  though  transacted  in  a  private 
family,  serves  very  well  to  describe  the  behaviour  of  the  whole 
nation,  in  cases  of  threatened  calamity.  As  there  are  public, 
so  there  are  private  incendiaries  here.  One  of  the  last,  either 
for  the  amusement  of  his  friends,  or  to  divert  a  fit  of  the  spleen, 
lately  sent  a  threatening  letter  to  a  worthy  family  in  my 
neighbourhood,  to  this  elfect:  — 

"  Sir, — Knowing  you  to  be  very  rich,  and  finding  myself 
to  be  very  poor,  I  think  proper  to  inform  you,  that  I  have 
learned  the  secret  of  poisoning  man,  woman,  and  child,  without 
danger  of  detection.  Don't  be  uneasy,  sir,  you  may  take  your 
choice  of  being  poisoned  in  a  fortnight,  or  poisoned  in  a 
month,  or  poisoned  in  six  weeks ;  you  shall  have  full  time  to 
settle  all  your  affairs.  Though  I  am  poor,  I  love  to  do  things 
like  a  gentleman.  But,  sir,  you  must  die  ;  I  have  determined 
it  within  m^-  own  breast  that  you  must  die.  Blood,  sir !  blood 
is  my  trade !  so  I  could  wish  you  would,  this  day  six  weeks, 
take  leave  of  your  friends,  wife,  and  family,  for  I  cannot 
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possibly  allow  you  longer  time.  To  convince  you  more 
certainly  of  the  power  of  my  art,  by  which  you  may  know  I 
speak  truth,  take  this  letter  ;  when  you  have  read  it,  tear  off 
the  seal,  fold  it  up,  and  give  it  to  your  favourite  Dutch  mastiff 
that  sits  by  the  lire  ;  he  will  swallow  it,  sir,  like  a  buttered 
toast :  in  three  hours  four  minutes  after  he  has  eaten  it,  he 
will  attempt  to  bite  off  his  own  tongue,  and,  half  an  hour  after, 
burst  asunder  in  twenty  pieces.  Blood,  blood,  blood !  So  no 
more  at  present  from,  sir,  your  most  obedient,  most  devoted 
humble  servant  to  command,  till  death." 

You  may  easily  imagine  the  consternation  into  which  this 
letter  threw  the  whole  good-natured  family.  The  poor  man 
to  whom  it  was  addressed  was  the  more  surprised,  as  not 
knowing  how  he  could  merit  such  inveterate  malice.  All  the 
friends  of  the  family  were  convened  ;  it  was  universally  agreed 
that  it  was  a  most  terrible  affair,  and  that  the  government 
should  be  solicited  to  oflPer  a  reward  and  a  pardon  :  a  fellow 
of  this  kind  would  go  on  poisoning  family  after  family  ;  and  it 
was  impossible  to  say  where  the  destruction  would  end.  In 
pursuance  of  these  determinations,  the  government  was  applied 
to  ;  strict  search  was  made  after  the  incendiary,  but  all  in  vain. 
At  last,  therefore,  they  recollected  that  the  experiment  was 
not  yet  tried  upon  the  dog  ;  the  Dutch  mastiff  was  brought 
up,  and  placed  in  the  midst  of  the  friends  and  relations,  the 
seal  was  torn  oft",  the  packet  folded  up  with  care,  and  soon 
they  found,  to  the  great  surprise  of  all — that  the  dog  would 
not  eat  the  letter.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CVIII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

I  have  frequently  been  amazed  at  the  ignorance  of  almost 
all  the  European  travellers  who  have  penetrated  any  consi- 
derable way  eastward  into  Asia.  They  have  been  influenced 
either  by  motives  of  commerce  or  piety  ;  and  their  accounts 
are  such  as  might  reasonably  be  expected  from  men  of  very  nar- 
row or  very  prejudiced  education,  —  the  dictates  of  superstition, 
or  the  result  of  ignorance.  Is  it  not  surprising,  that  in  such  a 
variety  of  adventurers,  not  one  single  philosopher  should  be 
found  ?  for,  as  to  the  travels  of  Gemelli,  the  learned  are  long 
agreed  that  the  whole  is  but  an  imposture. 

There  is  scarcely  any  country,  how  rude  or  uncultivated 
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soever,  where  the  inhabitants  are  not  possessed  of  some 
peculiar  secrets  either  in  nature  or  art,  which  might  be  trans- 
planted with  success.  In  Siberian  Tartarv,  for  instance,  the 
natives  extract  a  strong  spirit  from  milk,  wliich  is  a  secret 
probably  unknown  to  the  chemists  of  Europe.  In  the  most 
savage  parts  of  India,  thej'  are  possessed  of  the  secret  of  dying 
vegetable  substances  scarlet ;  and  of  refining  lead  into  a  metal, 
■which,  for  hardness  and  colour,  is  little  inferior  to  silver  :  not 
one  of  which  secrets  but  would,  in  Europe,  make  a  man's 
fortune.  The  power  of  the  Asiatics  in  producing  winds,  or 
bringing  down  rain,  the  Europeans  are  apt  to  treat  as  fabulous, 
because  they  have  no  instances  of  the  like  nature  among 
themselves ;  but  they  would  have  treated  the  secrets  of 
gunpowder,  and  the  mariner's  compass,  in  the  same  manner, 
had  they  been  told  the  Chinese  used  such  arts  before  the 
invention  was  common  with  themselves  at  home. 

Of  all  the  English  philosophers,  I  most  reverence  Bacon, 
that  great  and  hardy  genius  !  He  it  is  who  allows  of  secrets 
yet  unknown ;  who,  undaunted  by  the  seeming  diflSculties 
that  oppose,  prompts  human  curiosity  to  examine  every  part 
of  nature,  and  even  exhorts  man  to  try,  whether  he  cannot 
subject  the  tempest,  the  thunder,  and  even  earthquakes,  to 
human  control !  Oh,  did  a  man  of  his  daring  spirit,  of  his 
genius,  penetration,  and  learning,  travel  to  those  countries 
which  have  been  visited  only  by  the  superstitious  and  the 
mercenary,  what  might  not  mankind  expect !  How  would  he 
enlighten  the  regions  to  which  he  travelled!  and  what  a 
variety  of  knowledge  and  useful  improvement  would  he  not 
bring  back  in  exchange  ! 

There  is,  probably,  no  country  so  barbarous,  that  would  not 
disclose  all  it  knew,  if  it  received  from  the  traveller  equivalent 
information  ;  and  I  am  apt  to  think,  that  a  person  who  was 
ready  to  give  more  knowledge  tlian  he  received,  would  be 
welcome  wherever  he  came.  All  his  care  in  travelling  should 
only  be  to  suit  his  intellectual  banquet  to  the  people  with 
whom  he  conversed ;  he  should  not  attempt  to  teach  the 
unlettered  Tartar  astronomy,  nor  yet  instruct  the  polite 
Chinese  in  the  ruder  arts  of  subsistence.  He  should  endea- 
vour to  improve  the  barbarian  in  the  secrets  of  living 
comfortably ;  and  the  inhabitant  of  a  more  refined  country  in 
the  speculative  pleasures  of  science.  How  much  more  nobly 
■would  a  philosopher  thus  employed  spend  his.  time,  than  by 
sitting  at  home,  earnestly  intent  upon  adding  one  star  more  to 
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his  catalogue,  or  one  monster  more  to  his  collection  ;  or  still, 
if  possible,  more  trifiingly  sedulous  in  the  incatenation  of  fleas, 
or  the  sculpture  of  a  cherry-stone  ? 

I  never  consider  this  subject  without  being  surprised,  that 
none  of  those  societies,  so  laudably  established  in  England  for 
the  promotion  of  arts  and  learning,  have  ever  thought  of 
sending  one  of  their  members  into  the  most  eastern  parts  of 
Asia,  to  make  what  discoveries  he  was  able.*  To  be  con- 
vinced of  the  utility  of  such  an  undertaking,  let  them  but  read 
the  relations  of  their  own  travellers.  It  will  be  there  found, 
that  they  are  as  often  deceived  themselves,  as  they  attempt  to 
deceive  others.  The  merchant  tells  us,  perhaps,  the  price  of 
different  commodities,  the  methods  of  baling  them  up,  and  the 
properest  manner  for  a  European  to  preserve  his  health  in 
the  country.  The  missionary,  on  the  other  hand,  informs  us, 
with  what  pleasure  the  country  to  w^hich  he  was  sent  embraced 
Christianity,  and  the  numbers  he  converted ;  what  methods 
he  took  to  keep  Lent  in  a  region  w'here  there  was  no  fish,  or 
the  shifts  he  made  to  celebrate  the  rites  of  his  religion,  in 
places  where  there  was  neither  bread  nor  wine !  Such 
accounts,  with  the  usual  appendage  of  marriages  and  funerals, 
inscriptions,  rivers,  and  mountains,  make  up  the  whole  of  a 
European  traveller's  diary  :  but  as  to  all  the  secrets  of  which 
the  inhabitants  are  possessed,  those  are  universally  attributed 
to  magic  ;  and  when  the  traveller  can  give  no  other  account 
of  the  wonders  he  sees  performed,  very  contentedly  ascribes 
them  to  the  power  of  the  devil. 

It  was  a  usual  observation  of  Boyle  the  English  chemist, 
"  That  if  every  artist  would  but  discover  what  new  observa- 
tions occurred  to  him  in  the  exercise  of  his  trade,  philosophy 
would  thence  gain  innumerable  improvements."  It  may  be 
observed,  with  still  greater  justice,  that  if  the  useful  knowledge 
of  every  country,  howsoever  barbarous,  was  gleaned  by  a 
judicious  observer,  the  advantages  would  be  inestimable.  Are 
there  not  even  in  Europe  many  useful  inventions  known  or 
practised  but  in  one  place  ?  Tne  instrument,  as  an  example, 
for  cutting  down  corn  in  Germany,  is  much  more  handy  and 
expeditious,  in  my  opinion,  than  the  sickle  used  in  England. 
The  cheap  and  expeditious  manner  of  making  vinegar,  without 
previous  fermentation,  is  known  only  in  a  part  of  France.     If 

•  Goldsmith  himself  seriously  entertained  the  design  of  putting  this 
project  in  execution,  and  applied  to  Lord  £ute  with  the  hope  of  interest- 
ing government  in  his  scaeme ;  but  his  memorial  was  neglected.  See 
Zife.—B. 
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such  discoveries,  therefore,  remain  still  to  be  known  at  home, 
what  funds  of  knowledge  might  not  be  collected  in  countries 
yet  unexplored,  or  only  passed  through  by  ignorant  travellers 
in  hasty  caravans ! 

The  caution  with  which  foreigners  are  received  in  Asia 
may  be  alleged  as  an  objection  to  such  a  design.  But  how 
readily  have  several  European  merchants  found  admission 
into  regions  the  most  suspecting,  under  the  character  of 
Sanjapins,  or  northern  pilgrims.  To  such,  not  even  China 
itself  denies  access. 

To  send  out  a  traveller,  properly  qualified  for  these 
purposes,  might  be  an  object  of  national  concern  :  it  would  in 
some  measure  repair  the  breaches  made  by  ambition  ;  and 
might  shew  that  there  were  still  some  who  boasted  a  greater 
name  than  that  of  patriots,  who  professed  themselves  lovers 
of  men.  The  only  difficulty  would  remain  in  choosing  a 
proper  person  for  so  arduous  an  enterprise.  He  should  be  a 
man  of  a  philosophical  turn  ;  one  apt  to  deduce  consequences 
of  general  utility  from  particular  occurrences  ;  neither  swollen 
with  pride,  nor  hardened  by  prejudice  ;  neither  wedded  to 
one  particular  system,  nor  instructed  only  in  one  particular 
science  ;  neither  wholly  a  botanist,  nor  quite  an  antiquarian  ; 
his  mind  should  be  tinctured  with  miscellaneous  knowledge, 
and  liis  manner  humanized  by  an  intercourse  with  men.  He 
should  be  in  some  measure  an  enthusiast  in  the  design;  fond 
of  travelling,  from  a  rapid  imagination  and  an  innate  love  of 
change  ;  furnished  with  a  body  capable  of  sustaining  every 
fatigue,  and  a  heart  not  easily  terrified  at  danger.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CIX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

One  of  the  principal  tasks  I  had  proposed  to  myself  on  my 
arrival  here,  was  to  become  acquainted  with  the  names  and 
characters  of  those  now  living,  who,  as  scholars  or  wits, 
had  acquired  the  greatest  share  of  reputation.  In  order  to 
succeed  in  this  design,  I  fancied  the  surest  method  would  be 
to  begin  my  inquiry  among  the  ignorant,  judging  that  his 
fame  would  be  greatest,  which  was  loud  enough  to  be  heard 
by  the  vulgar.  Thus  predisposed,  I  began  to  search,  but  only 
went  in  quest  of  disappointment  and  perplexity.  I  found 
every  district  had  a  peculiar  famous  man  of  its  own.  Here 
the  story-telling  shoemaker  had  engrossed  the  admiration  on 
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one  side  of  the  street,  ^vhile  the  bellman,  who  excelleth  at  a 
catch,  was  in  quiet  possession  of  the  other.  At  one  end  of 
a  lane  the  sexton  was  regarded  as  the  greatest  man  alive  ;  but 
I  had  not  travelled  half  its  length,  till  I  found  an  enthusiastic 
teacher  had  divided  his  reputation.  My  landlady,  perceiving 
my  design,  was  kind  enough  to  offer  me  her  advice  in  this 
affair.  It  was  true,  she  observed,  that  she  was  no  judge,  but 
she  knew  what  pleased  herself,  and,  if  I  would  rest  upon  her 
judgment,  I  should  s€t  down  Tom  Collins  as  the  most  inge- 
nious man  in  the  world ;  for  Tom  was  able  to  take  off  all 
mankind,  and  imitate  besides  a  sow  and  pigs  to  perfection, 

I  now  perceived,  that  taking  my  standard  of  reputation 
among  the  vulgar,  would  swell  my  catalogue  of  great  names 
above  the  size  of  a  court  calendar  ;  I  therefore  discontinued 
this  method  of  pursuit,  and  resolved  to  prosecute  my  inquiry 
in  that  usual  residence  of  fame,  a  bookseller's  shop.  In 
consequence  of  this,  I  entreated  the  bookseller  to  let  me  know 
who  were  they  who  now  made  the  greatest  figure,  either  in 
morals,  wit,  or  learning.  Without  giving  me  a  direct  answer, 
he  pulled  a  pamphlet  from  the  shelf,  The  Young  Attorney's 
Guide  :  "  There,  sir,"  cries  he,  "  there  is  a  touch  for  you  ; 
fifteen  hundred  of  these  moved  off  in  a  day  :  I  take  the  author 
of  this  pamphlet,  either  for  title,  preface,  plan,  body,  or  index, 
to  be  the  completest  hand  in  England."  I  found  it  was 
vain  to  prosecute  my  inquiry,  where  my  informer  appeared  so 
incompetent  a  judge  of  merit  ;  so,  paying  for  the  Young 
Attorney's  Guide,  which  good  manners  obliged  me  to  buy,  I 
walked  off. 

My  pursuit  after  famous  men  now  brought  me  into  a  print- 
shop.  "  Here,"  thought  I,  "  the  painter  only  reflects  the 
Eublic  voice.  As  every  man  who  deserved  it  had  formerly 
is  statue  placed  up  in  the  Roman  forum,  so  here,  probably, 
the  pictures  of  none  but  such  as  merit  a  place  in  our  affections 
are  held  up  for  public  sale."  But  guess  my  surprise,  when  I 
came  to  examine  this  repository  of  noted  faces ;  all  distinc- 
tions were  levelled  here,  as  in  the  grave,  and  I  could  not  but 
regard  it  as  the  catacomb  of  real  merit  :  the  brick-dust  man 
took  up  as  much  room  as  the  truncheoned  hero,  and  the  judge 
was  elbowed  by  the  thief-taker  ;  quacks,  pimps,  and  buffoons 
increased  the  group,  and  noted  stallions  only  made  room 
for  more  noted  whores.  I  had  read  the  works  of  some  of 
the  moderns  previous  to  my  coming  to  England,  with  delight 
and  apjjrobation  ;  but  I  found  their  faces  had  no  place 
here  :  the  walls  were  covered  with  the  names  of  authors  I 
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had  never  known,  or  had  endeavoured  to  forget,  —  with  the 
little  self-advertising  things  of  a  day,  who  had  forced  them- 
selves into  fashion,  but  not  into  fame.  I  could  read  at  the 
bottom  of  some  pictures  the  names  of  *  *,  and  *  *  *,  and  *  *  *  *, 
all  equally  candidates  for  the  vulgar  shout,  and  foremost  to 
propagate  their  unblushing  faces  upon  brass.  My  uneasiness, 
therefore,  at  not  finding  my  few  favourite  names  among  the 
number,  was  now  changed  into  congratulation.  I  could  not 
avoid  reflecting  on  the  fine  observation  of  Tacitus  on  a  similar 
occasion.  "  In  this  cavalcade  of  flattery,"  cries  the  historian, 
*'  neither  the  pictures  of  Brutus,  Cassius,  nor  Cato,  were  to 
be  seen;  eo  clariores  quia  imagines  eorum  7ioii  deferebantur  ;^' 
their  absence  being  the  strongest  proof  of  their  merit. 

"  It  is  in  vain,"  cried  I,  "  to  seek  for  true  greatness  among 
these  monuments  of  the  unburied  dead  :  let  me  go  among  the 
tombs  of  those  who  are  confessedly  famous,  and  see  if  any 
have  been  lately  deposited  there,  who  deserve  the  attention 
of  posterity,  and  whose  names  may  be  transmitted  to  my 
distant  friend,  as  an  honour  to  the  present  age."  Deter- 
mined in  my  pursuit,  I  paid  a  second  visit  to  Westminster 
Abbey.  There  I  found  several  new  monuments,  erected  to 
the  memory  of  several  great  men  ;  the  names  of  the  great 
men  I  absolutely  forget,  but  I  well  remember  that  Roubillac 
was  the  statuary  who  carved  them.  I  could  not  help  smiling 
at  two  modern  epitaphs  in  particular,  one  of  which  praised  the 
deceased  for  being  ortus  ex  antiqua  stirpe :  the  other  com- 
mended the  dead  because  hanc  trdem  suis  sjimptibns  recedi- 
ficavit.  The  greatest  merit  of  one  consisted  in  his  being 
descended  from  an  illustrious  house  ;  the  chief  distinction  of 
the  other,  that  he  had  propped  up  an  old  house  tliat  was 
falling.  "  Alas!  alas!"  cried  I,  "such  monuments  as  these 
confer  honour,  not  upon  the  great  men,  but  upon  little 
Roubillac." 

Hitherto  disappointed  in  my  inquiry  after  the  great  of  the 
present  age,  I  was  resolved  to  mix  in  company,  and  try  what 
I  could  learn  among  critics  in  coffeehouses ;  and  here  it  was 
that  I  heard  my  favourite  names  talked  of  even  with  inverted 
fame.  A  gentleman  of  exalted  merit  as  a  writer,  was  branded 
in  general  terms  as  a  bad  man  ;  another  of  cx(juisitc  delicacy 
as  a  poet,  was  reproached  for  wanting  good  nature  ;  a  third 
was  accused  of  free-thinking  ;  and  a  fourth  of  having  once 
been  a  player.  "  Strange,"  cried  I,  "  how  unjust  are  mankind 
in  the  distribution  of  fame !  the  ignorant,  among  whom  I 
sought  at  first,   were   willing    to    grant,    but  incapable    of 
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distinguishing',  the  virtues  of  those  who  deserved  it ;  among 
those  1  now  converse  with,  they  know  the  proper  objects  of 
admiration,  but  mix  envy  with  applause." 

Disappointed  so  often,  I  was  now  resolved  to  examine  those 
characters  in  person,  of  whom  the  world  talked  so  freely.  By 
conversing  with  men  of  real  merit,  I  began  to  find  out  those 
characters  which  really  deserved,  though  they  strove  to  avoid 
applause.  I  found  the  vulgar  admiration  entirely  misplaced, 
and  malevolence  without  its  sting.  The  truly  great,  possessed 
of  numerous  small  faults  and  shining  virtues,  preser\-e  a 
sublime  in  morals  as  in  writing.  They  who  have  attained  an 
excellence  in  either,  commit  numberless  transgressions,  observ- 
able to  the  meanest  understanding.  The  ignorant  critic  and 
dull  remarkercan  readily  spy  blemishes  in  eloquence  or  morals, 
whose  sentiments  are  not  sufficiently  elevated  to  observe  a 
beauty.  But  such  are  judges  neither  of  books  nor  of  life  ; 
they  can  diminish  no  solid  reputation  bj'  their  censure,  nor 
bestow  a  Isisting  character  by  their  applause.  In  short,  I 
found  by  my  search,  that  such  only  can  confer  real  fame  upon 
others,  who  have  merit  themselves  to  deserve  it.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  ex. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

There  are  numberless  employments  in  the  courts  of  the 
Eastern  monarchs  utterly  unpractised  and  unknown  in  Europe. 
They  have  no  such  officers,  for  instance,  as  the  emperor's  ear- 
tickler,  or  tooth-picker  ;  they  have  never  introduced  at  the 
courts,  the  mandarine  appointed  to  bear  the  roj'al  tobacco- 
box,  or  the  grave  director  of  the  imperial  exercitations  in  the 
seraglio.  Yet  I  am  surprised  that  the  English  have  imitated 
us  in  none  of  these  particulars,  as  they  are  generally  pleased 
with  every  thing  that  comes  from  China,  and  excessively  fond 
of  creating  new  and  useless  employments.  They  have  filled 
their  houses  with  our  furniture,  their  public  gardens  with  our 
fireworks,  and  their  very  ponds  witli  our  fish.*  Our  courtiers, 
my  friend,  are  the  fish  and  the  furniture  they  should  have 
imported  ;  our  courtiers  would  fill  up  the  necessary  ceremonies 
of  a  court  better  than  those  of  Europe  ;  would  be  contented 
with  receiving  large  salaries  for  doing  little  ;  whereas  some  of 

•  The  gold  fish,  now  so  common  in  many  of  our  English  streams, 
were  broii<5ht  originally  from  Cliina.  —  B. 
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this  country  are  at  present  discontented,  though  they  receive 
large  salaries  for  doing  nothing. 

I  lately,  therefore,  had  thoughts  of  publishing  a  proposal 
here,  for  the  admission  of  some  new  Eastern  offices  and  titles 
into  their  Court  Register.  As  I  consider  myself  in  the  light 
of  a  cosmopolite,  I  find  as  much  satisfaction  in  scheming  for 
the  countries  in  which  I  happen  to  reside,  as  for  that  in  which 
I  was  born. 

The  finest  apartments  in  the  palace  of  Pegu  are  frequently 
infested  with  rats.  These  the  religion  of  the  country  strictly 
forbids  the  people  to  kill.  In  such  circumstances,  therefore, 
they  are  obliged  to  have  recourse  to  some  great  man  of 
the  court,  who  is  willing  to  free  the  royal  apartment, 
even  at  the  hazard  of  his  salvation.  After  a  weak  monarch's 
reign,  the  quantity  of  court  vermin  in  every  part  of  the 
palace  is  surprising  ;  but  a  prudent  king,  and  a  vigilant  officer, 
soon  drive  them  from  their  sanctuaries  behind  the  mats 
and  tapestry,  and  effectually  free  the  court.  Such  an  officer 
in  England  would,  in  my  opinion,  be  serviceable  at  this 
juncture  ;  for  if,  as  I  am  told,  the  palace  be  old,  much  vermin 
must  undoubtedly  have  taken  refuge  behind  the  wainscoat  and 
hangings.  A  minister  should  therefore  be  invested  with  the 
title  and  dignities  of  court  vermin-killer  ;  he  should  have  full 
power  either  to  banish,  take,  poison,  or  destroy  them,  with 
enchantments,  traps,  ferrets,  or  ratsbane.  He  might  be  per- 
mitted to  brandish  his  besom  without  remorse,  and  brush  down 
every  part  of  the  furniture,  without  sparing  a  single  cobweb, 
however  sacred  by  long  prescription.  I  communicated  this 
proposal  some  days  ago  in  a  company  of  the  first  distinction, 
and  enjoying  the  most  honourable  offices  of  the  state.  Among 
the  number  were  the  inspector  of  Great  Britain,  Mr  Henriquez 
the  director  of  the  ministry,  Ben.  Victor  the  treasurer,  John 
Lockman  the  secretary,  and  the  conductor  of  the  Imperial 
Magazine.  They  all  acquiesced  in  the  utility  of  my  proposal, 
but  were  apprehensive  it  might  meet  with  some  obstruction 
from  court  upholsterers  and  chambermaids,  who  would  object 
to  it  from  the  demolition  of  the  furniture,  and  the  dangerous^ 
use  of  ferrets  and  ratsbane. 

My  next  proposal  is  rather  more  general  than  the  former, 
and  might  probably  meet  with  less  opposition.      Though  no 

feople  in  the  world  flatter  each  other  more  than  the  English, 
know  none  who  understand  the  art  less,  and  flatter  with  such 
little  refinement.  Their  panegyric,  like  a  Tartar  feast,  is 
indeed  served  up  with  profusion,  but  their  cookery  is  iusup- 
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portable.  A  client  here  shall  dress  up  a  fricassee  for  his  patron, 
that  shall  offend  an  ordinary  nose  before  it  enters  the  room. 
A  town  shall  send  up  their  address  to  a  great  minister,  which 
shall  prove  at  once  a  satire  on  the  minister  and  themselves. 
If  the  favourite  of  the  day  sits,  or  stands,  or  sleeps,  there  are 
poets  to  put  it  into  verse,  and  priests  to  preach  it  in  the 
pulpit.  In  order,  therefore,  to  free  both  those  who  praise, 
and  those  who  are  praised,  from  a  duty  probably  disagreeable 
to  both,  I  would  constitute  professed  flatterers  here,  as  in 
several  courts  of  India.  These  are  appointed  in  the  courts  of 
their  princes,  to  instruct  the  people  where  to  exclaim  with 
admiration,  and  where  to  lay  an  emphasis  of  praise.  But  an 
ofl&cer  of  this  kind  is  always  in  waiting  when  the  emperor  con- 
verses in  a  familiar  manner  among  his  rajahs  and  other  nobility. 
At  every  sentence,  when  the  monarch  pauses,  and  smiles  at 
what  he  has  been  saying,  the  Karamatmau,  as  this  oflacer  is 
called,  is  to  take  it  for  granted  that  his  majesty  has  said  a  gooil 
thing.  Upon  which  he  cries  out  — "  Kara  mat  I  Karamat  I  — 
a  miracle!  a  miracle!"  and  throws  up  his  hands  and  his  eyes 
in  ecstasy.  Tliis  is  echoed  by  the  courtiers  around,  while  the 
emperor  sits  all  this  time  in  sullen  satisfaction,  enjoying  the 
triumph  of  his  joke,  or  studying  a  new  repartee. 

I  would  have  such  an  oflacer  placed  at  everj'  great  man's 
table  in  England.  By  frequent  practice,  he  might  soon 
become  a  perfect  master  of  the  art,  and  in  time  would  turn  out 
pleasing  to  his  patron,  no  way  troublesome  to  himself,  and 
might  prevent  the  nauseous  attempts  of  many  more  ignorant 
pretenders.  The  clergy  here,  I  am  convinced,  would  relish 
this  proposal.  It  would  provide  places  for  several  of  them. 
And,  indeed,  by  some  of  their  late  jiroductions,  many  ap])ear 
to  have  qualified  themselves  as  candidates  for  this  office 
already.  But  my  last  proposal  1  take  to  be  of  the  \itmost 
importance.  Our  neighbour,  the  empress  of  Russia,  has,  you 
may  remember,  instituted  an  order  of  female  knighthood  ;  *  the 
empress  of  Germany  has  also  instituted  another  ;-f-  the  Chinese 
have  had  such  an  order  time  immemorial.  1  am  amazed  (he 
English  have  never  come  into  such  an  institution.  When  I 
consider  what  kind  of  men  are  made  knights  here,  it  appears 
strange  that  they  have  never  conferred  this  honour  upon 
women.  They  make  cheesemongers  and  pastry-cooks  knights  ; 
then,  why  not    their  wives  ?     They  have  called   up   tallow 

•  The  orrler  of  St  Catherine,  instituted  in  1714  by  Cataeriue,  wifc  of 
I'eUr  the  Great.  —  B. 

■f   1  he  order  of  St  Maria  Theresa.  —  B. 
U 
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chandlers  to  maintain  the  hardy  profession  of  chivalry  and 
arms  ;  then,  why  not  their  wives  ?  Haberdashers  are  sworn, 
as   I  suppose  all  knights  must  be  sworn,  never  to  fly  in 

TIME  OF  MELLAY'  OR  BATTLE,  TO  MAINTAIN  AND  UPHOLD  THE 
NOBLE    ESTATE    OF    CHIVALRV,    WITH    HORSE,    HARNISIIE,    AND 

OTHER  KNiGHTLYE  HABILIMENTS.  Haberdashei's,  I  say,  are 
sworn  to  all  this  ;  then,  why  not  their  wives  ?  Certain  I  am, 
their  wives  understand  iighting  and  feats  of  mcllay  and  battle 
better  than  they  ;  and  as  for  knightlye  horse  and  harnishe,  it 
is  probable  both  know  nothing  more  than  the  h;irness  of  a  one 
horse  chaise.  No,  no,  my  friend,  instead  of  conferring  any 
order  upon  the  husbands,  I  would  knight  their  wives.  How- 
ever, the  state  should  not  be  troubled  with  a  new  institution 
upon  this  occasion.  Some  ancient  exploded  order  might  be 
revived,  which  would  furnish  both  a  motto  and  a  name,  — 
the  ladies  might  be  permitted  to  choose  for  themselves.  There 
are,  for  instance,  the  obsolete  orders  of  the  Dragon  in  Germany, 
of  the  Rue  in  Scotland,  and  the  Porcupine  in  France, — all  well 
sounding  names,  and  very  applicable  to  my  intended  female 
institution.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CXI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Religious  sects  in  England  ate  far  more  numerous  than  m 
China.  Every  man  who  has  interest  enough  to  hire  a  con- 
venticle here,  may  set  up  for  himself,  and  sell  off  a  new 
religion.  The  sellers  of  the  newest  pattern,  at  present  giv« 
extreme  good  bargains  ;  and  let  their  disciples  have  a  great, 
deal  of  confidence  for  very  little  money.  * 

Their  shops  are  much  frequented,  and  their  customers  every 
day  increasing  ;  for  people  are  naturally  fond  of  going  to 
Paradise  at  as  small  expense  as  possible. 

Yet  you  must  not  conceive  this  modern  sect  as  differing  in 
opinion  from  those  of  the  established  religion  ;  difference  of 
opinion,  indeed,  formerly  divided  their  sectaries,  and  sometimes 
drew  their  armies  to  the  field.  White  gowns  and  black  mantles, 
flapped  hats  and  cross  pocket-holes,  were  once  the  obvious 
causes  of  quarrel ;  men  then  had  some  reason  for  fighting  ; 
they  knew  what  they  fought  about  :  but  at  present  they  are 

*  The  author  alludes  to  the  Methodists.  This  sect,  which  originated 
with  some  students  at  Oxford,  about  thirty  years  before,  had  already 
become  extremely  numerous  in  England.  — B. 
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arrived  to  such  refinement  in  religion-making,  that  they  have 
actually  formed  a  new  sect  without  a  new  opinion  ;  they 
quarrel  for  opinions  thuy  both  equally  dfefend  ;  they  hate  each 
other,  and  that  is  all  the  rlitference  between  them. 

But  though  their  principles  are  the  same,  their  practice  i« 
somewhat  different.  Those  of  the  established  religion  laugh 
when  they  are  pleased,  and  their  groans  are  seldom  extorted 
but  by  pain  or  danger.  The  new  sect,  on  the  contrary,  weep 
for  their  amusement,  and  use  little  music,  except  a  chorus  of 
sighs  and  groans,  or  tunes  that  are  made  to  imitate  groaning. 
Laughter  is  their  aversion  ;  lovers  court  each  other  from  the 
Lamentations  ;  the  bridegroom  approaches  the  nuptial  couch 
in  sorrowful  solemnity,  and  the  bride  looks  more  dismal  than 
an  undertaker's  shop.  Dancing  round  the  room  is,  with  them, 
running  in  a  direct  line  to  the  devil ;  and  as  for  gaming,  though 
but  in  jest,  they  would  sooner  play  with  a  rattlesnake's  tail 
than  finger  a  dice-box. 

By  this  time,  you  perceive  that  I  am  describing  a  sect  of 
enthusiasts,  and  you  have  already  compared  them  with  the 
Faquirs,  Brahmins,  and  Talapoins  of  the  East.  Among  these, 
you  know,  are  generations  that  have  never  been  known  to 
smile,  and  voluntary  afiliction  makes  up  all  the  merit  they  can 
boast  of.  Enthusiasm  in  every  country'  produces  the  same 
effects  :  stick  the  Faquir  with  pins,  or  confine  the  Brahmin  to 
a  vermin  hospital ;  spread  the  Talapoin  on  the  ground,  or  load 
the  sectary's  brow  with  contrition  —  those  worshippers  who 
discard  the  light  of  reason  are  ever  gloomy  :  their  fears 
increase  in  proportion  to  their  ignorance,  as  men  are  con- 
tinually under  apprehensions  who  walk  in  darkness. 

Yet  there  is  still  a  stronger  reason  for  the  enthusiast's  being 
an  enemy  to  laughter  ;  namely,  his  being  himself  so  proper  an 
object  of  ridicule.  It  is  remarkable,  that  the  propagators  of 
false  doctrines  have  ever  been  averse  to  mirth,  and  always 
begin  by  recommending  gravity,  when  they  intended  to  dis- 
seminate imposture.  Fohi,  the  idol  of  China,  is  represented 
as  having  never  laughed ;  Zoroaster,  the  leader  of  the  Brahmins, 
is  said  to  hare  laughed  but  twice,  —  upon  his  coming  into  the 
world,  and  upon  his  leaving  it ;  and  Mahomet  himself,  thoush 
a  lover  of  pleasure,  was  a  professed  opposer  of  gaiety.  Upon 
a  certain  occasion,  telUng  his  followers  that  they  would  appear 
all  naked  at  the  resurrection,  his  favourite  wife  represented 
such  an  assembly  as  immodest  and  unbecoming.  — "  Foolish 
woman  ! "'  cried  the  grave  prophet,  "  though  the  whole  assembly 
be  naked  on  that  day,  they  shall  have  forgotten  to  laugh." 
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Men  like  him  opposed  ridicule,  because  they  knew  it  to  be  a 
most  formidable  antagonist,  and  preached  up  gravity,  to  con- 
ceal their  own  want  of  importance. 

Ridicule  has  ever  been  the  most  powerful  enemy  of  enthu- 
siasm, and,  properly,  the  only  antagonist  that  can  be  opposed 
to  it  with  success.  Persecution  only  serves  to  propagate  new 
religions  :  they  acquire  fresh  vigour  beneath  the  executioner 
and  the  axe  ;  and,  like  some  vivacious  insects,  multiply  by 
dissection.  It  is  also  impossible  to  combat  enthusiasm  with 
reason  ;  for,  though  it  makes  a  show  of  resistance,  it  soon  eludes 
the  pressure,  refers  you  to  distinctions  not  to  be  understood, 
and  feelings  which  it  cannot  explain.  A  man  who  would 
endeavour  to  fix  an  enthusiast  by  argument,  might  as  M-ell 
attempt  to  spread  quicksilver  with  his  fingers.  The  only  way 
to  conquer  a  visionary  is  to  despise  him  ;  the  stake,  the  faggot, 
and  the  disputing  doctor,  in  some  measure  ennoble  the  opinions 
they  are  brought  to  oppose  :  they  are  harmless  against  inno- 
vating pride  ;  contempt  alone  is  truly  dreadful.  Hunters 
generally  know  the  most  vulnerable  part  of  the  beasts  they 
purine,  by  the  care  which  every  animal  takes  to  defend  the 
side  which  is  weakest :  on  what  side  the  enthusiast  is  most 
vulnerable,  may  be  known  by  the  care  which  he  takes  in  the 
beginning  to  work  his  disciples  into  gravity,  and  guard  them 
against  the  power  of  ridicule. 

When  PhiHp  the  Second  was  king  of  Spain,  there  was  a 
contest  in  Salamanca  between  two  orders  of  friars  for  supe- 
riority. The  legend  of  one  side  contained  more  extraordinary 
miracles,  but  the  legend  of  the  other  was  reckoned  most 
authentic.  They  reviled  each  other,  as  is  usual  in  disputes  of 
divinity,  the  people  were  divided  into  factions,  and  a  civil  war 
appeared  unavoidable.  In  order  to  prevent  such  an  imminent 
calamity,  the  combatants  were  prevailed  upon  to  submit  their 
legends  to  the  fierj'  trial,  and  that  which  came  forth  untouched 
by  the  fire  was  to  have  the  victory,  and  to  be  honoured  with 
a  double  share  of  reverence.  Whenever  the  jieople  flock  to 
see  a  miracle,  it  is  a  hundred  to  one  but  that  they  see  a  miracle  ; 
incredible,  therefore,  were  the  numbers  that  were  gathered 
reund  upon  this  occasion.  The  friars  on  each  side  approached, 
and  confidently  threw  their  respective  legends  into  the  flames, 
when,  lo !  to  the  utter  disappointment  of  all  the  assembly, 
instead  of  a  miracle,  both  legends  were  consumed.  Nothing 
but  thus  turning  both  parties  into  contempt,  could  have  pre- 
vented the  effusion  of  blood.  The  people  now  laughed  at 
their  former  folly,  and  wondered  why  lliey  fell  out.  —  Adieu. 


CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD.  309 

LETTER  CXII. 

TO   THE  SAME. 

The  English  are  at  present  employed  in  celebrating  a  feast, 
which  becomes  general  every  seventh  year  ;  the  parliament  of 
the  nation  being  then  dissolved,  and  another  appointed  to  be 
chosen.  This  solemnity  falls  infinitely  short  of  our  Feast  of 
the  Lanterns  in  magnificence  and  splendour  ;  it  is  also  sur- 
passed by  others  of  the  East  in  unanimity  and  pure  devotion  ; 
but  no  festival  in  the  world  can  compare  with  it  for  eating. 
Their  eating,  indeed,  amazes  me  ;  had  I  five  hundred  heads, 
and  were  each  head  furnished  with  brains,  yet  would  they  all 
be  insufficient  to  compute  the  number  of  cows,  pigs,  geese,  and 
turkeys,  which,  upon  this  occasion,  die  for  the  good  of  their 
country ! 

To  say  the  truth,  eating  seems  to  make  a  grand  ingredient 
in  all  English  parties  of  zeal,  business,  or  amusement  When 
a  church  is  to  be  built,  or  an  hospital  endowed,  the  directors 
assemble,  and,  instead  of  consulting  upon  it,  they  eat  upon  it, 
by  which  means  the  business  goes  forward  with  success. 
When  the  poor  are  to  be  relieved,  the  officers  appointed  to 
dole  out  public  charity,  assemble  and  eat  upon  it.  Nor  has  it 
ever  been  known  that  they  filled  the  bellies  of  the  poor,  till 
they  had  previously  satisfied  their  own.  But  in  the  election 
of  magistrates,  the  people  seem  to  exceed  all  bounds  :  the 
merits  of  a  candidate  are  often  measured  by  the  number  of  his 
treats ;  his  constituents  assemble,  eat  upon  him,  and  lend  their 
applause,  not  to  his  integrity  or  sense,  but  to  the  quantities 
of  his  beef  and  brandy. 

And  yet,  I  could  forgive  this  people  their  plentiful  meals 
on  this  occasion,  as  it  is  extremely  natural  for  every  man  to 
eat  a  great  deal  when  he  gets  it  for  nothing  ;  but  what  amazes 
me  is,  that  all  this  good  living  no  way  contributes  to  improve 
their  good  humour.  On  the  contrary,  they  seem  to  lose  their 
temper  as  they  lose  their  appetites  ;  every  morsel  they  swallow, 
and  every  glass  they  pour  down,  serves  to  increase  their 
animosity.  Many  an  honest  man,  before  as  harmless  as  a 
tame  rabbit,  when  loaded  with  a  single  election  dinner,  has 
become  more  dangerous  than  a  charged  culverin.  Upon  one 
of  these  occasions,  I  have  actually  seen  a  bloody-minded  man- 
milliner  sally  forth  at  the  head  of  a  mob,  determined  to  face  a 
desperate  pastry-cook,  who  was  general  of  the  opposite  party. 

liut  you  must  not  suppose  they  are  without  a  pretext  for 
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thus  beating  each  other.  On  the  contrary,  no  man  here  is  so 
uncivilized  as  to  beat  his  neighbour,  without  producing  very 
sufficient  reasons.  Que  candidate,  for  instance,  treats  with 
f;in,  a  spirit  of  their  own  manufacture  ;  another  always  drinks 
brandy,  imported  from  abroad.  Brandy  is  a  Avholesome 
liquor  ;  gin,  a  liquor  wholly  their  own.  This,  then,  furnishes 
an  obvious  cause  of  quarrel, — Whether  it  be  most  reasonable 
io  get  drunk  with  gin,  or  get  drunk  with  brandy?  The  mob 
meet  upon  the  debate,  fight  themselves  sober,  and  then  draw 
off  to  get  drunk  again,  and  charge  for  another  encounter.  So 
that  the  English  may  nov,-  properly  be  said  to  be  engaged  in 
war  ;  since,  while  they  are  subduing  their  enemies  abroad, 
thej^  are  breaking  each  other's  heads  at  home. 

I  lately  made  an  excursion  to  a  neighbouring  village,  in 
order  to  be  a  spectator  of  the  ceremonies  practised  upon  this 
occasion.  I  left  town  in  company  with  three  fiddlers,  nine 
dozen  of  hams,  and  a  corporation  poet,  which  were  designed 
as  reinforcements  to  the  gin-drinking  party.  We  entered  the 
town  with  a  very  good  face  ;  the  fiddlers,  no  waj-  intimidated 
by  the  enemy,  kept  handling  their  arms  up  the  principal  street. 
By  this  prudent  manoeuvre,  tliey  took  peaceable  possession  of 
their  head-quarters,  amidst  the  shouts  of  multitudes,  who 
seemed  perfectly  rejoiced  at  hearing  their  music,  but,  above 
all,  at  seeing  their  bacon. 

I  must  own,  I  could  not  avoid  being  pleased  to  see  all  ranks 
of  people,  on  this  occasion,  levelled  into  an  equality,  and  the 
poor,  in  some  measure,  enjoying  the  primitive  privileges  of 
nature.  If  there  was  any  distinction  shewn,  the  lowest  of  the 
people  seemed  to  receive  it  from  the  rich.  I  could  perceive 
a  cobbler  with  a  levee  at  his  door,  and  a  haberdasher  giving 
audience  from  behind  his  counter. 

But  my  reflections  were  soon  interrupted  by  a  mob,  who 
demanded  whether  I  was  for  the  distillery  or  the  brewery  ? 
As  these  were  terms  with  which  I  was  totally  unacquainted, 
I  chose  at  first  to  l)e  silent ;  however,  I  know  not  what  might 
have  been  the  consequence  of  my  reserve,  had  not  the  attention 
of  the  mob  been  called  off  to  a  skirmish  between  a  brandy- 
drinker's  cow  and  a  gin-drinker's  mastiff,  which  turned  out, 
greatly  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  mob,  in  favour  of  the  mastiff. 

This  spectacle,  whicii  afforded  high  entertainment,  was  at 
last  ended  by  the  appearance  of  one  of  the  candidates,  who 
came  to  harangue  the  mob  :  he  made  a  very  pathetic  speech 
unon  the  late  excessive  importation  of  foreign  drams,  and  the 
downfall  of  the  distillery  ;  I  rnuM  see  some  of  the  audience 
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fshed  tears.  He  was  accompanied  in  his  procession  by  Mrs 
Deputy  and  Mrs  Mayoress.  Mrs  Deputy  was  not  in  the  least 
in  liquor;  and  as  for  Mrs  Mayoress,  one  of  the  spectators 
assured  me  in  my  ear,  that — she  w'as  a  very  fine  woraaii 
before  she  had  the  small-pox 

Mixing  with  the  crowd,  I  was  now  conducted  to  the  hall 
where  the  magistrates  are  chosen:  but  what  tongue  can 
describe  this  scene  of  confusion  !  the  whole  crowd  seemed 
equally  inspired  with  anger,  jealousy,  politics,  patriotism,  and 
punch.  I  remarked  one  figure  that  was  carried  up  by  two 
men  upon  this  occasion.  I  at  first  began  to  pity  his  infirmities 
as  natural,  but  soon  found  the  fellow  so  dnmk  that  he  could 
not  stand  ;  another  made  his  appearance  to  give  his  vote,  but 
though  he  could  stand,  he  actually  lost  the  use  of  his  tongue, 
and  remained  silent  ;  a  third,  who,  though  excessively  drunk, 
could  both  stand  and  speak,  being  asked  the  candidate's  name 
for  whom  he  voted,  could  be  prevailed  upon  to  make  no  other 
answer  but  "  Tobacco  and  brandy."  In  short,  an  election  hall 
seems  to  be  a  theatre,  where  every  passion  is  seen  without 
disguise  ;  a  school  where  fools  may  readily  become  worse,  and 
where  philosophers  may  gather  wisdom. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CXIII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  disputes  among  the  learned  here  are  now  carried  on  in 
a  much  more  compendious  manner  than  formerly.  There  was 
a  time  when  folio  was  brought  to  oppose  folio,  and  a  champion 
was  often  listed  for  life  under  the  banners  of  a  single  sorites. 
At  present  the  controversy  is  decided  in  a  summary  way  ;  an 
epigram  or  an  acrostic  finishes  the  debate,  and  the  combatant, 
like  the  incursive  Tartar,  advances  and  retires  with  a  single 
blow. 

An  important  literary  debate  at  present  engrosses  the  atten- 
tion of  the  town.  It  is  carried  on  with  sharpness,  and  a  proper 
share  of  this  epigrammatical  fury.  An  author,*  it  seems,  has 
taken  an  aversion  to  the  faces  of  several  players,  and  has 
written  verses  to  prove  his  dislike  ;  the  players'  fall  upon  the 
author,  and  assure  the  town  he  must  be  dull,  and  their  faces 
must  be  good,  because  he  wants  a  dinner :  a  critic  comes  to 

•  Churchill.  Hi<  Jtosciad,  in  which  he  attacks  the  players,  display;! 
great  vigour  both  of  thought  and  expression.  His  other  poems,  which 
were  generally  on  topics  of  temporury  interest,  though  much  read  and 
admired  at  the  time,  are  now  comparatively  neglected.  —  fi. 
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the  poet's  assistance,  asserting  that  the  verses  were  perfectly 
original,  and  so  smart,  that  he  could  never  have  written  them 
without  the  assistance  of  friends  ;  the  friends,  upon  this, 
arraign  the  critic,  and  plainly  prove  the  verses  to  be  all  the 
authors  own.  So  at  it  they  are,  all  four  together  by  the  ears  ; 
the  friends  at  the  critic,  the  critic  at  the  players,  the  players 
at  the  author,  and  the  author  at  the  players  again.  It  is  im- 
possible to  determine  how  this  many-sided  contest  will  end, 
or  which  party  to  adhere  to.  The  town,  without  siding  with 
any,  views  the  combat  in  suspense,  like  the  fabled  hero  of 
antiquity,*  who  beheld  the  earth-born  brothers  give  and  receive 
mutual  wounds,  and  fall  by  indiscriminate  destruction. 

This  is,  in  some  measure,  the  state  of  the  present  dispute  ; 
but  the  combatants  here  differ  in  one  respect  from  the  cham- 
pions of  the  fable.  Every  new  wound  only  gives  vigour  for 
another  blow  ;  though  they  appear  to  strike,  they  are  in  fact 
mutually  swelling  themselves  into  consideration,  and  thus 
advertising  each  other  into  fame.  "  To-day,"  says  one,  "  my 
name  shall  be  in  the  Gazette,  the  next  day  my  rival's  ;  people 
will  naturally  inquire  about  us  ;  thus  we  shall  at  least  make  a 
noise  in  the  streets,  though  we  have  got  nothing  to  sell."  I 
have  read  of  a  dispute  of  a  similar  nature,  which  was  managed 
here  about  twenty  years  ago.  Hildebrand  Jacob,  as  I  think 
he  was  called,  and  Charles  Johnson,  were  poets,  both  at  that 
time  possessed  of  great  reputation ;  for  Johnson  had  written 
eleven  plays,  acted  with  great  success  ;  and  Jacob,  though  he 
had  written  but  five,  had  five  times  thanked  the  town  for  their 
unmerited  applause.  They  soon  became  mutually  enamoured 
of  each  other's  talents;  they  wrote,  they  felt,  they  challenged 
the  town  for  each  other.  Johnson  assured  the  public,  that  no 
poet  alive  had  the  easy  simplicity  of  Jacob,  and  Jacob  exhibited 
Johnson  as  a  masterpiece  in  the  pathetic.  Their  mutual  praise 
was  not  without  effect  ;  the  town  saw  their  plays,  were  ia 
raptures,  read,  and,  without  censuring  them,  forgot  them.  So 
formidable  an  union,  however,  was  soon  opposed  by  Tibbald. 
Tibbald  asserted  that  the  tragedies  of  the  one  had  faults,  and 
the  comedies  of  the  other  substituted  wit  for  vivacity  :  the 
combined  champions  flew  at  him  like  tigers,  arraigned  the 
censurer's  judgment,  and  impeached  his  sincerity.  It  was  a 
long  time  a  dispute  among  the  learned,  which  was  in  fact  the 
greatest  man,  Jacob,  Johnson,  or  Tibbald  ;  they  had  all  written 
for  the  stage  with  great  success,  their  names  were  seen  in 
almost  every  paper,  and  their  works   in   every  coffeehouse. 

•  Cadmus.  —  B. 
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However,  in  the  hottest  of  the  dispute,  a  fourth  combatant 
made  his  appearance,  and  swept  away  the  three  combatants, 
tragedy,  comedy,  and  all,  into  undistinguished  ruin. 

From  this  time  they  seemed  consigned  into  the  hands  of 
criticism ;  scarcely  a  day  passed  in  which  they  were  not 
arraigned  as  detested  writers.  The  critics,  those  enemies  of 
Dryden  and  Pope,  were  their  enemies.  So  Jacob  and  John- 
son, instead  of  mending  by  criticism,  called  it  envy  ;  and, 
because  Dryden  and  Pope  were  censured,  they  compared 
themselves  to  Dryden  and  Pope. 

But  to  return.  The  weapon  chiefly  used  in  the  present  con- 
troversy is  epigram  ;  and  certainly  never  was  a  keener  made 
use  of.  They  have  discovered  surprising  sharpness  on  both 
sides.  The  first  that  came  out  upon  this  occasion  was  a  new 
kind  of  composition  in  this  way,  and  might  more  properly  be 
called  an  epigrammatic  thesis,  than  an  epigram.  It  consists, 
first,  of  an  argument  in  prose  ;  next  follows  a  motto  from 
Roscommon  ;  then  comes  the  epigram  ;  and,  lastl}-,  notes 
servmg  to  explain  the  epigram.  But  you  shall  have  it  with  all 
its  decorations. 


AN  EPIGRAM, 

ADDRESSED  TO  A  GENTLEMAN  REFLECTED  ON  IN  THE  ROSCIAD,  A  POEM, 
BY  THE  AUTHOR. 

Worried  with  debts,  and  past  all  hopes  of  bail, 

His  pen  he  prostitutes,  t'  avoid  a  jail.  —  Roscomuon. 

Let  not  the  hungry  Bavius'  angry  stroke 
Awake  resentment,  or  your  rage  provoke  ; 
But  pitying  his  distress,  let  virtue  *  shine. 
And  giving  each  your  bounty,  \  let  him  dine  ; 
For,  thus  retain'd,  as  learned  counsel  can. 
Each  case,  however  bad,  he  '11  new  japan  ; 
And,  by  a  quick  transition,  plainly  show 
'Twas  no  defect  of  yours,  but  pocket  low, 
That  caused  his  putrid  kennel  to  o'trflow. 

The  last  lines  are  certainly  executed  in  a  very  masterly 
manner.  It  is  of  that  species  of  argumentation,  called  the 
perplexing.  It  effectually  flings  the  antagonist  into  a  mist ; 
there  is  no  answering  it :  the  laugh  is  raised  against  him,  while 
he  is  endeavouring  to  find  out  the  jest.  At  once  he  shews, 
that  the  author  has  a  kennel,  and  that  his  kennel  is  putrid,  and 

•  Charity.  f  Settled  at  one  shilling,  the  price  of  the  poem. 
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that  his  putrid  kennel  overflows.  But  why  does  it  overflow  ? 
It  overflows,  because  the  author  happens  to  have  low  pockets ! 
There  was  also  another  new  attempt  in  this  way  ;  a  prosaic 
ejiigram  which  came  out  upon  this  occasion.  This  is  so  full 
of  niatter,  that  a  critic  might  s])lit  it  into  fifteen  epigrams,  each 
properly  fitted  with  its  sting.     You  shall  see  it. 

TO  G.  C.  AND  R.  L.  * 

'Twas  you,  or  I,  or  lie,  or  all  together, 

'Twas  one,  both,  three  of  them,  they  know  not  whether. 

This  I  believe,  between  us  great  or  siaall, 

You,  I,  he,  wrote  it  not —  'twas  Churchill's  all. 

There,  there's  a  perplex !  I  could  have  wished,  to  make  it 
quite  perfect,  the  author,  as  in  the  case  before,  had  added 
notes.  Almost  every  word  admits  a  scholium,  and  a  long  one 
too.  I,  YOU,  HE!  Suppose  a  stranger  should  ask,  "  and 
who  are  you?"  Here  are  three  obscure  persons  spoken  of, 
that  may  in  a  short  time  be  utterly  forgotten.  Their  names 
should  have  consequently  been  mentioned  in  notes  at  the 
bottom.  But  when  the  reader  comes  to  the  words  great  and 
small,  the  maze  is  inextricable.  Here  the  stranger  may  dive 
for  a  mystery,  without  ever  reaching  the  bottom.  Let  him 
know,  then,  that  small  is  a  word  purelj'  introduced  to  make 
good  rhyme,  and  great  was  a  very  proper  word  to  keep  small 
company. 

Yet,  by  being  thus  a  spectator  of  others'  dangers,  I  must 
own  I  begin  to  tremble  in  this  literarj'  contest  for  my  own.  I 
begin  to  fear  that  my  challenge  to  Dr  Rock  was  unadvised, 
and  has  procured  me  more  antagonists  than  I  had  at  first 
expected.  I  have  received  private  letters  from  several  of  the 
literati  here,  that  fill  m^'  soul  with  apprehenj^ion.  I  may 
safely  aver,  that  I  never  gave  any  creature  in  this  good  city 
offience,  except  only  my  rival  Dr  Rock  ;  yet  by  the  letters  I 
every  day  receive,  and  by  some  I  have  seen  printed,  I  am 
arraigned  at  one  time  as  being  a  dull  fellow,  at  another  as 
being  pert ;  I  am  here  petulant,  there  I  am  heavy.  Bj'  the 
head  of  mj-  ancestors  !  they  treat  me  with  more  inhumanity 
than  a  flying  fish.  If  I  dive  and  run  my  nose  to  the  bottom, 
there  a  devouring  shark  is  ready  to  swallow  me  up  ;  if  I  skim 
the  surface,  a  pack  of  dolphins  are  at  my  tail  to  snap  me  ;  but 

•  By  these  initials  are  meant  George  Colman,  the  elder,  and  Robert 
Lloyd.  These  gentlemen,  witli  IMr  I3onnel  Thornton,  were  suspected  of 
having  assisted  Churchill  in  writing  the  Hosciad.  —  B. 
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when  I  take  wing,  and  attempt  to  escape  them  by  flight,  I 
become  a  prey  to  every  ravenous  bird  that  winnows  the  bosom 
of  the  deep.  —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CXIV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  formalities,  delays,  and  disappointments,  that  precede 
a  treaty  of  marriage  here,  are  usually  as  numerous  as  those 
previous  to  a  treaty  of  peace.  The  laws  of  this  countrj'  are 
finely  calculated  to  promote  all  commerce,  but  the  commerce 
between  the  sexes.  Their  encouragements  for  prQpagating 
hemp,  madder,  and  tobacco,  are  indeed  admirable :  Marriages 
are  the  only  commodity  that  meets  with  none. 

Yet  from  the  vernal  softness  of  the  air,  the  verdure  of  the 
fields,  the  transparency  of  the  streams,  and  the  beauty  of  the 
women,  I  know  few  countries  more  proper  to  invite  to  court- 
ship. Here  love  might  sport  among  ))ainted  lawns  and  warbling 
groves,  and  revel  amidst  gales,  wafting  at  once  both  fragrance 
and  harmony.  Yet  it  seems  he  has  forsaken  the  island  ;  and, 
when  a  couple  are  now  to  be  married,  mutual  love,  or  an  union 
of  minds,  is  the  last  and  most  trifling  consideration.  If  their 
goods  and  chattels  can  be  brought  to  unite,  their  sympathetic 
souls  are  ever  ready  to  guarantee  the  treaty.  The  gentleman's 
mortgaged  lawn  becomes  enamoured  of  the  lady's  marriageable 
grove  :  the  match  is  struck  up,  and  both  parties  are  piously  in 
love — according  to  act  of  parliament. 

'I'hus,  they  who  have  fortune,  are  possessed  at  least  of 
something  that  is  lovely  ;  but  I  actually  pity  those  that  have 
none.  I  am  told  there  was  a  time  when  ladies,  with  no  other 
merit  but  youth,  virtue,  and  beauty,  had  a  chance  for  husbands, 
at  least  among  the  ministers  of  the  church,  or  the  officers  of 
the  army.  The  blush  and  innocence  of  sixteen  was  said  to 
have  a  powerful  influence  over  these  two  professions.  But  of 
late,  all  the  little  traffic  of  blushing,  ogling,  dimpling,  and 
smiling,  has  been  forbidden  by  an  act  in  that  case  wisely  made 
and  provided.  A  lady's  whole  cargo  of  smiles,  sighs,  and 
w  Iii.«per3,  is  declared  utterly  contraband,  till  she  arrives  in  the 
warm  latitudes  of  twenty-two,  where  commodities  of  this 
iicittire  are  too  often  found  to  decay.  She  is  then  permitted 
to  ilimple  and  smile  when  the  dimples  and  smiles  begin  to 
forsake  her  ;  and,  when  perhaps  grown  ugly,  is  charitably 
intrusted  with  an  unlimited  use  of  her  charms.     Her  lovers, 
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however,  by  this  time,  have  forsaken  her ;  the  captain  has 
changed  for  another  mistress  ;  the  priest  himself  leaves  her  in 
solitude  to  bewail  her  virginity  j  and  she  dies  even  without 
benefit  of  clergy. 

Thus  you  find  the  Europeans  discouraging  love  with  as 
much  earnestness  as  the  rudest  savage  of  Sofala.  The 
Genius  is  surely  now  no  more.  In  every  region  I  find  enemies 
in  arms  to  oppress  him.  Avarice  in  Europe,  jealousy  in 
Persia,  ceremony  in  China,  poverty  among  the  Tartars,  and 
lust  in  Circassia,  are  all  prepared  to  oppose  his  power.  The 
Genius  is  certainly  banished  from  earth,  though  onee  adored 
under  such  a  variety  of  forms.  He  is  nowhere  to  be  found  ; 
and  all  that  the  ladies  in  each  country  can  produce,  are  but 
a  few  trifling  relics,  as  instances  of  his  former  residence  and 
favour. 

"  The  Genius  of  Love,"  says  the  Eastern  apologue,  "  had 
long  resided  in  the  happy  plains  of  Abra,  where  every  breeze 
was  health,  and  every  sound  produced  tranquillity.  His 
temple  at  first  was  crowded,  but  every  age  lessened  the  number 
of  his  votaries,  or  cooled  their  devotion.  Perceiving,  there- 
fore, his  altars  at  length  quite  deserted,  he  was  resolved  to 
remove  to  some  more  propitious  region,  and  he  apprized  the 
fair  sex  of  every  country  where  he  could  hope  for  a  proper 
reception,  to  assert  their  right  to  his  presence  among  them. 
In  return  to  this  proclamation,  embassies  were  sent  from  the 
ladies  of  every  part  of  the  world  to  invite  him,  and  to  display 
the  superiority  of  their  claims. 

"  And  first,  the  beauties  of  China  appeared.  No  country 
could  compare  with  them  for  modesty,  either  of  look,  dress, 
or  behaviour  :  their  eyes  were  never  lifted  from  the  ground  ; 
their  robes  of  the  most  beautiful  silk  hid  their  hands,  bosom, 
and  neck,  while  their  faces  only  were  left  uncovered.  They 
indulged  no  airs  that  might  express  loose  desire,  and  they 
seemed  to  study  only  the  graces  of  inanimate  beauty.  Their 
black  teeth,  and  plucked  eyebrows,  were,  however,  alleged  by 
the  Genius  against  them,  and  he  set  them  entirely  aside  when 
he  came  to  examine  their  little  feet. 

"  The  beauties  of  Circassia  next  made  their  appearance. 
They  advanced  hand-in-hand,  singing  the  most  immodest  airs, 
and  leading  up  a  dance  in  the  most  luxurious  attitudes.  Their 
dress  was  but  half  a  covering  ;  the  neck,  the  left  breast,  and 
all  the  limbs,  were  exposed  to  view,  which,  after  some  time, 
seemed  rather  to  satiate  than  inflame  desire.  The  lily  and 
the  rose  contended  in  forming  their  complexions  ;  and  a  soft 
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sleepiness  of  eye  added  irresistible  poignancy  to  their  charms  : 
but  their  beauties  were  obtruded,  not  offered,  to  their  admirers  ; 
they  seemed  to  give,  rather  than  receive,  courtship ;  and  the 
Genius  of  Love  dismissed  them  as  unworthy  his  regard,  since 
they  exchanged  the  duties  of  love,  and  made  themselves  not 
the  pursued,  but  the  pursuing  sex. 

"  The  kingdom  of  Cashmire  next  produced  its  charming 
deputies.  This  happy  region  seemed  peculiarly  sequestered 
by  nature  for  his  abode.  Shady  mountains  fenced  it  on  one 
side  from  the  scorching  sun,  and  sea-borne  breezes  on  the 
other,  gave  peculiar  luxuriance  to  the  air.  Their  complexions 
were  of  a  bright  yellow,  that  appeared  almost  transparent, 
while  the  crimson  tulip  seemed  to  blossom  on  their  cheeks. 
Their  features  and  limbs  were  delicate  beyond  the  statuary's 
power  to  express,  and  their  teeth  whiter  than  their  own  ivory. 
He  was  almost  persuaded  to  reside  among  them,  when 
unfortunately  one  of  the  ladies  talked  of  appointing  his 
seraglio. 

"  In  this  procession  the  naked  inhabitants  of  Southern 
America  would  not  be  left  behind  ;  their  charms  were  founQ 
to  surpass  whatever  the  warmest  imagination  could  conceive  ; 
and  served  to  shew,  that  beauty  could  be  perfect,  even  with 
the  seeming  disadvantage  of  a  brown  complexion.  But  their 
savage  education  rendered  them  utterly  unqualified  to  make 
the  proper  use  of  their  power,  and  they  were  rejected  as  being 
incapable  of  uniting  mental  with  sensual  satisfaction.  In  this 
manner  the  deputies  of  other  kingdoms  had  their  suits 
rejected  :  the  black  beauties  of  Benin,  and  the  tawny  daughters 
of  Borneo  ;  the  women  of  Wida,  with  well-scarred  faces,  and 
the  hideous  virgins  of  Caffraria  ;  the  squab  ladies  of  Lapland, 
three  feet  high,  and  the  giant  fair  ones  of  Patagonia. 

"  The  beauties  of  Europe  at  last  appeared  :  grace  was  in 
their  steps,  and  sensibility  sat  smiling  in  every  eye.  It  was 
the  universal  opinion  while  tiiey  were  approaching,  that  they 
would  prevail ;  and  the  Genius  seemed  to  lend  them  his  most 
favourable  attention.  They  opened  their  pretensions  with 
the  utmost  modesty  ;  but  unfortunately,  as  their  orator  pro- 
ceeded, she  happened  to  let  fall  the  words,  "  house  in  town, 
settlement,  and  pin-money."  These  seemingly  harmless  terms 
had  instantly  a  surprising  effect  :  the  Genius  with  ungovern- 
able rage  burst  from  amidst  the  circle  ;  and,  waving  his 
youthful  pinions,  left  this  earth,  and  flew  back  to  those 
etherial  mansions  from  whence  he  descended. 
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"  The  whole  assembly  was  struck  with  amazement ;  they 
now  justly  apprehended,  that  female  power  would  be  no 
more,  since  Love  had  forsaken  them.  They  continued  some 
time  thus  in  a  state  of  torpid  despair,  when  it  was  proposed 
by  one  of  the  number,  that,  since  the  real  Genius  had  left 
them,  in  order  to  continue  their  power,  they  should  set  up  an 
idol  in  his  stead  ;  and  that  the  ladies  of  every  country  should 
furnish  him  with  what  each  liked  best.  This  proposal  was 
instantly  relished  and  agreed  to.  An  idol  was  formed  by 
uniting  the  capricious  gifts  of  all  the  assembly,  though  no 
way  resembling  the  departed  Genius.  The  ladies  of  China 
furnished  the  monster  with  wings  ;  those  of  Cashmire  sup- 
plied him  with  horns  ;  the  dames  of  Europe  clapped  a  purse 
in  his  hand  ;  and  the  virgins  of  Congo  furnished  him  with 
a  tail.  Since  that  time,  all  the  vows  addressed  to  love  are 
in  reality  paid  to  the  idol ;  but,  as  in  other  false  religions, 
the  adoration  seems  most  fervent  where  the  heart  is  least 
sincere." —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CXV. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Mankind  have  ever  been  prone  to  expatiate  in  the  praise 
of  human  nature.  The  dignity  of  man  is  a  subject  that  has 
always  been  the  favourite  theme  of  humanity  :  they  have 
declaimed  with  that  ostentation  which  usually  accompanies 
such  as  are  sure  of  having  a  partial  audience ;  tliey  have 
obtained  victories  because  there  were  none  to  oppose.  Yet, 
from  all  I  have  ever  read  or  seen,  men  apjiear  more  apt  to  err 
by  having  too  high,  than  by  having  too  despicable  an  opinion 
of  their  nature  ;  and,  by  attempting  to  exalt  their  original 
place  in  creation,  depress  itheir  real  value  in  society. 

The  most  ignorant  nations  have  always  been  found  to  think 
most  highly  of  themselves.  The  Deity  has  ever  been  thought 
peculiarly  concerned  in  their  glory  and  preservation  ;  to  have 
fought  their  battles,  ami  inspired  their  teachers  :  their  wizards 
are  said  to  be  familiar  with  heaven  ;  and  every  b.ero  has  a 
guard  of  angels,  as  well  as  men,  to  attend  him.  When  the 
Portuguese  first  came  among  the  wretched  inhabitants  of  the 
coast  of  Africa,  these  savage  nations  readily  allowed  the 
strangers  more  skill  in  navigation  and  war  ;  yet  still  considered 
them  at  best  but  as  useful  servants,  brought  to  their  coast  by 
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their  guardian  serpent,  to  supply  them  with  luxuries  they 
could  have  lived  without.  Though  they  could  graut  the 
Portuguese  more  riches,  they  could  never  allow  them  to  have 
such  a  king  as  their  Tottiraondelem,  who  wore  a  bracelet 
of  shells  round  his  neck,  and  whose  legs  were  covered  with 
ivory. 

In  this  manner,  examine  a  savage  in  the  history  of  his 
country  and  predecessors,  you  ever  find  his  warriors  able  to 
conquer  armies,  and  his  sages  acquainted  with  more  than 
possible  knowledge.  Human  nature  is  to  him  an  unknown 
country  :  he  thinks  it  capable  of  great  things,  because  he  is 
ignorant  of  its  boundaries  ;  whatever  can  be  conceived  to  be 
done,  he  allows  to  be  possible,  and  whatever  is  possible,  he 
conjectures  must  have  been  done.  He  never  measures  the 
actions  and  powers  of  others  by  what  himself  is  able  to  perform  ; 
nor  makes  a  proper  estimate  of  the  greatness  of  his  fellows, 
by  bringing  it  to  the  standard  of  his  own  incapacity.  He  is 
satisfied  to  be  one  of  a  country  where  mighty  things  have 
been  ;  and  imagines  the  fancied  powers  of  others  reflect  a 
lustre  on  himself.  Thus,  by  degrees,  he  loses  the  idea  of  his 
own  insignificance  in  a  confused  notion  of  the  extraordinary 
powers  of  humanity,  and  is  willing  to  grant  extraordinary  gifts 
to  every  pretender,  because  unacquainted  with  their  claims. 

This  is  the  reason  why  demigods  and  heroes  have  ever 
been  erected  in' times  or  countries  of  ignorance  and  barbarity  : 
they  addressed  a  people  who  had  high  opinions  of  human 
nature,  because  they  were  ignorant  how  far  it  could  extend  ; 
they  addressed  a  people,  who  were  willing  to  allow  that  men 
should  be  gods,  because  they  were  yet  imperfectly  acquainted 
with  God  and  with  man.  These  impostors  knew,  that  all 
men  are  naturally  fond  of  seeing  something  very  great  made 
from  the  little  materials  of  humanity  ;  that  ignorant  nations 
are  not  more  proud  of  building  a  tower  to  reach  to  heaven,  or 
a  pyramid  to  last  for  ages,  than  of  raising  up  a  demigod  of 
their  own  country  and  creation.  The  same  pride  that  erects 
a  colossus  or  a  pyramid,  instals  a  god  or  a  hero  ;  but  though 
the  adoring  savage  can  raise  his  colossus  to  the  clouds,  he  can 
exalt  the  hero  not  one  inch  above  the  standard  of  humanity  : 
incapable,  therefore,  of  exalting  the  idol,  he  debases  himself, 
and  falls  prostrate  before  him. 

When  man  has  thus  acquired  an  erroneous  idea  of  the 
dignity  of  his  species,  he  and  the  gods  become  perfectly 
intimate  ;  men  are  but  angels,  angels  are  but  men — nay,  but 
servants,  that  stand  in  waiting  to  execute  human  commands. 
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The  Persians,  for  instance,  thus  address  their  prophet  Haly  ;* 
"  I  salute  thee,  glorious  Creator,  of  whom  the  sun  is  but  the 
shadow.  Masterpiece  of  the  Lord  of  human  creatures,  great 
star  of  justice  and  religion  !  The  sea  is  not  rich  and  liberal 
but  by  the  gifts  of  thy  munificent  hands.  The  angel  treasurer 
of  heaven  reaps  his  harvest  in  the  fertile  gardens  of  the  purity 
of  thy  nature.  The  primum  viobile  would  never  dart  the  ball 
of  the  sun  through  the  trunk  of  heaven,  were  it  not  to  serve 
the  morning,  out  of  the  extreme  love  she  has  for  thee.  The 
angel  Gabriel,  messenger  of  truth,  every  day  kisses  the 
groundsel  of  thy  gate.  Were  there  a  place  more  exalted  than 
the  most  high  throne  of  God,  I  would  affirm  it  to  be  thy  place, 
O  master  of  the  faithful  I  Gabriel,  with  all  his  art  and  know- 
ledge, is  but  a  mere  scholar  to  thee."  Thus,  my  friend,  men 
think  proper  to  treat  angels  ;  but  if  indeed  there  be  such  an 
order  of  beings,  with  what  a  degree  of  satirical  contempt  must 
they  listen  to  the  songs  of  little  mortals  thus  flattering  each 
other :  thus  to  see  creatures,  wiser  indeed  than  the  monkey, 
and  more  active  than  the  oyster,  claiming  to  themselves  the 
mastery  of  heaven  !  minims,  the  tenants  of  an  atom,  thus 
arrogating  a  partnership  in  the  creation  of  universal  nature  ! 
Sure  Heaven  is  kind,  that  lanches  no  thunder  at  those  guiltv 
heads  :  but  it  is  kind,  and  regards  their  follies  with  pity,  nor 
will  destroy  creatures  that  it  loved  into  being. 

But,  whatever  success  this  practice  of  making  demigods 
might  have  been  attended  with  in  barbarous  nations,  I  do  not 
know  that  any  man  became  a  god  in  a  country  where  the 
inhabitants  were  refined.  Such  countries  generally  have  ton 
close  an  inspection  into  human  weakness,  to  think  it  invested 
with  celestial  power.  They  sometimes  indeed  admit  the  gods 
of  strangers,  or  of  their  ancestors,  which  had  their  existence 
in  times  of  obscurity  ;  their  weakness  being  forgotten,  while 
nothing  but  their  power  and  their  miracles  were  remembered. 
The  Chinese,  for  instance,  never  had  a  god  of  their  own 
country  :  the  idols  which  the  vulgar  worship  at  this  day, 
were  brought  from  the  barbarous  nations  around  them.  The 
Roman  emperors  who  pretended  to  divinity,  were  ffenerally 
taught  by  a  poniard  that  they  were  mortal ;  and  Alexander, 
though  he  passed  among  barbarous  countries  for  a  real  god, 

•  Chahdis's  Travels,  p.  402. 

Haly.  or  rather  Ali,  Mnliomet's  cousin  and  son-!n-l.iw,  is  the  acknow- 
ledf^ed  head  of  the  Shiltis,  a«  Kh:ilif  Oincr  is  of  the  Sonnites.  the  two 
great  sects  into  which  the  M:ilioiiietans  are  diviHed.  The  Turks  are 
Sonaitio,  but  the  Ptrsiaiis  aud  Arabs  are  of  the  sect  of  Ali B. 
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could  never  i)ersuacle  his  polite  countrymen  into  a  similitude 
of  thinking'.  The  Lacedemonians  shrewdly  complied  with  his 
commands  by  the  following  sarcastic  edict : 

E/  AXe^avdoo;  ZovXsrai  thai  Qihg,  Qshg  'igrui.* 

Adieu. 

LETTER  CXVI. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

There  is  something  irresistibly  pleasing:  in  the  conversation 
of  a  fine  woman  ;  even  though  her  tongue  be  silent,  the 
eloquence  of  her  eyes  teaches  w  isdom.  The  mind  sympathizes 
with  the  regularity  of  the  object  in  view,  and,  struck  with 
external  grace,  vibrates  into  respondent  harmony.  In  this 
agreeable  disposition,  I  lately  found  myself  in  company  with 
my  friend  and  his  niece.  Our  conversation  turned  upon  love, 
which  she  seemed  equally  capable  of  defending  and  inspiring. 
We  were  each  of  different  opinions  upon  this  subject  :  the 
lady  insisted  that  it  was  a  natural  and  universal  passion,  and 
produced  the  happiness  of  those  who  cultivated  it  with  proper 
precaution.  My  friend  denied  it  to  be  the  work  of  nature, 
but  allowed  it  to  have  a  real  existence,  and  affirmed,  that  it 
was  of  infinite  service  in  refining  society  ;  while  I,  to  keep  up 
the  dispute,  affirmed  it  to  be  merely  a  name,  first  used  by  the 
cunning  part  of  the  fair  sex,  and  admitted  by  the  silly  part  of 
ours ;  therefore  no  way  more  natural  than  taking  snuff,  or 
chewing  opium. 

"  How  is  it  possible,"  cried  I,  "  that  such  a  passion  can  be 
natural,  when  our  opinions  even  of  beauty,  which  inspires  it, 
are  entirely  the  result  of  fashion  and  caprice  ?  The  ancients, 
who  pretended  to  be  connoisseurs  in  the  art,  have  praised 
narrow  foreheads,  red  hair,  and  eyebrows  that  joined  each 
other  above  the  nose.  Such  were  the  charms  that  once 
captivated  Catullus,  Ovid,  and  Anacreon.  Ladies  would  at 
present  be  out  of  humour,  if  their  lovers  praised  them  for  such 
graces  ;  and  should  an  antique  beauty  now  revive,  her  face 
would  certainly  be  put  under  the  discipline  of  the  tweezer, 
forehead-cloth,  and  lead  comb,  before  it  could  be  seen  in  public 
company. 

"  liut  the  difference  between  the  ancients  and  moderns  is 
not  so  great  as  between  the  different  countries  of  the  present 

•  Since  Alexander  wiishes  to  be  a  god,  a  god  let  Lim  be.  —  B. 
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world.  A  lover  of  Gongora,  for  instance,  sighs  for  thick  lips  : 
a  Chinese  lover  is  poetical  in  praise  of  tliin.  In  Circassia,  a 
straight  nose  is  thought  most  consistent  with  beauty  :  cross 
but  a  mountain  -which  separates  it  from  the  Tartars,  and  there 
flat  noses,  tawny  skins,  and  eyes  three  inches  asunder,  are  all 
the  fashion.  In  Persia,  and  some  other  countries,  a  man, 
when  he  marries,  chooses  to  have  his  bride  a  maid  :  in  the 
Philippine  Islands,  if  a  bridegroom  happens  to  perceive,  on 
the  lirst  night,  that  he  is  put  off  with  a  virgin,  the  marriage  is 
declared  void  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  and  the  bride  sent 
back  with  disgrace.  In  some  parts  of  the  East,  a  woman  of 
beauty,  properly  fed  up  for  sale,  often  amounts  to  one  hundred 
crowns  :  in  the  kingdom  of  Loango,  ladies  of  the  very  best 
fashion  are  sold  for  a  pig  ;  queens,  however,  sell  better,  and 
sometimes  amount  to  a  cow*.  In  short,  turn  even  to  England, 
don't  I  there  see  the  beautiful  part  of  the  sex  neglected  ;  and 
none  now  m.arrying  or  making  love,  but  old  men  and  old 
women  that  have  saved  money  ?  Don't  I  see  beauty  from 
fifteen  to  twenty-one,  rendered  null  and  void  to  all  intents  and 
purposes,  and  those  six  precious  years  of  womanhood  put 
under  a  statute  of  virginity  ?  What !  shall  I  call  that  rancid 
passion  love,  vihich  passes  between  an  old  bachelor  of  fifty-six, 
and  a  widow  lady  of  forty-nine  ?  Never,  never !  what  advan- 
tage is  society  to  reap  from  an  intercourse,  where  the  big  belly 
is  oftenest  on  the  man's  side  ?  V\'ould  any  persuade  me  that 
such  a  passion  was  natural,  unless  the  human  race  were  more 
fit  for  love  as  they  approached  the  decline,  and,  like  silk  worms, 
became  breeders  just  before  they  expired." 

"  Whether  love  be  natural  or  no,"  replied  ray  friend  gravely, 
"  it  contributes  to  the  happiness  of  every  society  into  which  it 
is  introduced.  All  our  pleasures  are  short,  and  can  only 
charm  at  intervals  ;  love  is  a  method  of  protracting  our  greatest 
])leasure  ;  and  surely  that  gamester,  who  plays  the  greatest 
stake  to  tlie  best  advantage,  will,  at  the  end  of  life,  rise  vic- 
torious. This  was  the  opinion  of  Vanini,  who  afliirmed,  that 
every  hour  was  lost  which  was  not  s])cnt  in  love.  His  accusers 
were  unable  to  comprehend  his  meaning,  and  the  poor  advocate 
for  love  was  burned  in  flames  —  alas!  no  way  metaphorical. 
But  whatever  advantages  the  individual  may  reap  from  this 
passion,  society  will  certainly  be  refined  and  improved  by  its 
introduction  :  all  laws  calculated  to  discourage  it,  tend  to 
imbrute  the  species  and  weaken  the  stato.  Though  it  cannot 
jjlant  morals  in  the  human  breast,  it  cultivates  them  when 
tliere  :  pity,  generosity,  and  honour,  receive  a  brighter  polish 
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from  its  assistance  ;  and  a  single  amour  is  sufficient  entirely  to 
brush  off  the  clown. 

"  But  it  is  an  exotic  of  the  most  delicate  constitution  ;  it 
requires  the  greatest  art  to  introduce  it  into  a  state,  and  the 
smallest  discouragement  is  sufficient  to  repress  it  again.  Let 
us  only  consider  with  what  ease  it  was  formerly  extinguished 
in  Rome,  and  with  what  difficulty  it  was  lately  revived  in 
Europe  :  it  seemed  to  sleep  for  ages,  and  at  last  fought  its  way 
among  us,  through  tilts,  tournaments,  dragons,  and  all  the 
dreams  of  chivalry.  The  rest  of  the  world,  China  only  excepted, 
are,  and  have  ever  been,  utter  strangers  to  its  delights  and 
advantages.  In  other  countries,  as  men  find  themselves 
stronger  than  women,  they  lay  claim  to  a  rigorous  superiority  : 
this  is  natural,  and  love,  which  gives  up  this  natural  advantage, 
must  certainly  be  the  effect  of  art  —  an  art  calculated  to 
lengthen  out  our  happier  moments,  and  add  new  graces  to 
society." 

"  1  entirely  acquiesce  in  your  sentiments,"  says  the  lady, 
"with  regard  to  the  advantages  of  this  passion,  but  cannot 
avoid  giving  it  a  nobler  origin  than  you  have  been  ])leased  to 
assign.  I  must  think,  that  those  countries  where  it  is  rejected, 
are  obliged  to  have  recourse  to  art  to  stifle  so  natural  a  pro- 
duction ;  and  those  nations  where  it  is  cultivated,  only  make 
nearer  advances  to  nature.  The  same  efforts  that  are  used  in 
some  places  to  suppress  pity,  and  other  natural  passions,  may 
have  been  employed  to  extinguish  love.  No  nation,  however 
unpolished,  is  remarkable  for  innocence,  that  is  not  famous  for 
passion  ;  it  has  flourished  in  the  coldest,  as  well  as  in  the 
warmest  regions.  Even  in  the  sultry  wilds  of  Southern 
America,  the  lover  is  not  satisfied  with  possessing  his  mistress's 
person,  without  having  her  mind  : 

In  all  my  Enna's  beauties  blest, 

Amidst  profusi-m  still  I  pine  ; 
For  though  she  j;ives  ine  up  her  breast, 

Its  paatiag  tenant  is  not  iniLe.* 

"  But  the  effects  of  love  are  too  violent  to  be  the  result 
of  an  artificial  passion.  Nor  is  it  in  the  power  of  fashion  to 
force  the  constitution  into  those  changes  which  we  every  day 
observe.  Several  have  died  of  it.  Few  lovers  are  unacquainted 
with  the  fate  of  the  two  Italian  lovers,  Da  Corsin  and  Julia 
Bellamano,  who,  after  a  long  separation,  expired  with  pleasure 

*  Translation  of  a  South  .\racritan  Ode. 
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in  each  other's  arms.  Such  instances  are  too  strong  confir- 
mations oF  the  reality  of  the  passion,  and  serve  to  shew  that 
suppressing  it  is  biit  opposing  the  natural  dictates  of  the 
heart."  —  Adieu, 


LETTER  CXVII. 
TO  THE  SAME. 

The  clock  just  struck  two,  the  expiring  taper  rises  and  sinks 
in  the  socket,  the  watchman  forgets  the  hour  in  slumber,  the 
laborious  and  the  happy  are  , at  rest,  and  nothing  wakes  but 
meditation,  guilt,  revelry,  and  despair.  The  drunkard  once 
more  fills  the  destroying  bowl,  the  robber  walks  his  midnight 
round,  and  the  suicide  lifts  his  guilty  arm  against  his  own 
sacred  person. 

Let  me  no  longer  waste  the  night  over  the  page  of  antiquity, 
or  the  sallies  of  contemporar\'  genius,  but  pursue  the  solitary 
walk,  where  vanity,  ever  changing,  but  a  few  hours  past  walked 
before  me  :  where  she  kept  up  the  pageant,  aad  now,  like  a 
troward  child,  seems  hushed  with  her  own  importunities. 

What  a  gloom  hangs  all  around !  The  dyinu'  lamp  feebly 
emits  a  yellow  gleam  ;  no  sound  is  heard  but  of  the  chiming 
clock,  or  the  distant  watch-dog.  All  the  bustle  of  human 
pride  is  forgotten  :  an  hour  like  this  may  well  display  the 
emptiness  of  human  vanity. 

There  will  come  a  time,  when  this  temjsorary  solitude  may 
be  made  continual,  and  the  city  itself,  like  its  inhabitants,  fade 
away,  and  leave  a  desert  in  its  room. 

What  cities,  as  great  as  this,  have  once  trium])hed  in 
existence,  had  their  victories  as  great,  joy  as  just  and  as 
unbounded  ;  and,  with  short-sighted  jjresumption,  promised 
themselves  immortality !  Posterity  can  hardly  trace  the 
situation  of  some  :  The  sorrowful  traveller  wanders  over  the 
a\\  ful  ruins  of  others  ;  and,  as  he  beholds,  he  learns  wisdom, 
and  feels  the  transience  of  every  sublunary  possession. 

"  Here,"  he  cries,  "  stood  their  citadel,  now  grown  over 
with  weeds  ;  there  their  senate-house,  but  now  tlie  haunt  of 
every  noxious  reptile  ;  temples  and  theatres  stood  here,  now 
only  an  undistinguished  iieap  of  ruin.  They  are  fallen,  for 
luxury  and  avarice  first  made  them  feeble.  The  rewards  of 
the  state  were  conferred  on  amusing,  and  not  on  useful 
members  of  society.  Their  riches  and  oi)i!!ence  invited  the 
invaders,   who,    though   at   iirst    repulsed,    returned    again, 
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conquered  by  perseverance,  and  at  last  swept  the  defendants 
into  undistinguished  destruction." 

How  few  appear  in  those  streets  which  but  some  few  hours 
ago  were  crowded !  and  those  who  appear,  now  no  longer 
wear  their  daily  mask,  nor  attempt  to  hide  their  lewdness  or 
their  misery. 

But  who  are  those  who  make  the  streets  their  couch,  and 
find  a  short  repose  from  wretchedness  at  the  doors  of  the 
opulent  ?  These  are  strangers,  wanderers,  and  orphans,  whose 
circumstances  are  too  humble  to  expect  redress,  and  whose 
distresses  are  too  great  even  for  pity.  Their  wretchedness 
excites  rather  horror  than  pity.  Some  are  without  the 
covering  even  of  rags,  and  others  emaciated  with  disease  ;  the 
world  has  disclaimed  them  ;  society  turns  its  back  upon  their 
distress,  and  has  given  them  up  to  nakedness  and  hunger. 
These  poor  shivering  females  have  once  seen  happier  days, 
and  been  flattered  into  beauty.  They  have  been  prostituted  to 
the  gay  luxurious  villain,  and  are  now  turned  out  to  meet  the 
severity  of  winter.  Perhaps,  now  lying  at  the  doors  of  their 
betrayers,  they  sue  to  wretches  whose  hearts  are  insensible, 
or  debauchees  who  may  curse,  but  will  not  relieve  them. 

Why,  why  was  I  born  a  man,  and  yet  see  the  sufferings  of 
wretches  I  cannot  relieve!  Poor  houseless  creatures!  the 
world  will  give  you  reproaches,  but  will  not  give  you  relief. 
The  slightest  misfortunes  of  the  great,  the  most  imaginary 
uneasiness  of  the  rich,  are  aggravated  with  all  the  power 
of  eloquence,  and  held  up  to  engage  our  attention  and  sym- 
pathetic sorrow.  The  poor  weep  unheeded,  persecuted  by 
every  subordinate  species  of  tyranny  ;  and  every  law  which 
gives  others  security,  becomes  an  enemy  to  them. 

Why  was  this  heart  of  mine  formed  with  so  much  sensi- 
bility ?  or  why  was  not  my  fortune  adapted  to  its  impulse  ? 
Tenderness,  without  a  capacity  of  relieving,  only  makes  the  man 
who  feels  it  more  wretched  than  the  object  which  sues  for 
assistance. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CXVIII. 

FROM  KUM  HOAM,  TO  LIEN  CIII  ALTANGI,  THE  DISCONTENTED 
WANDERER,  BY  THE  WAV  OF  MOSCOW. 

I  HAVE  been  just  uent  upon  an  embassy  to  Japan  ;  mj 
commission  is  to  be  despatched  in  four  days,  and  you  can 
hardly  conceive   the  pleasure  1  shall  find  upon  revisiting  my 
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native  country.  I  shall  leave  with  joy  this  proud,  barbarou*, 
inhospitable  region,  where  every  object  conspires  to  diminish 
my  satisfaction,  and  increase  my  patriotism. 

But  though  I  find  the  inhabitants  savage,  yet  the  Dutch 
merchants  who  are  permitted  to  trade  hither,  seem  still  more 
detestable.  They  have  raised  my  dislike  to  Europe  in  general ; 
by  them  I  learn  how  low  avarice  can  degrade  human  nature  ; 
how  many  indignities  a  European  will  suffer  for  gain. 

I  was  present  at  an  audience  given  by  the  emperor  to  the 
Dutch  envo}',  who  had  sent  several  presents  to  all  the 
courtiers,  some  days  previous  to  his  admission  ;  but  he  was 
obliged  to  attend  those  designed  for  the  emperor  himself. 
From  the  accounts  I  had  heard  of  this  ceremony,  my  curiosity 
prompted  me  to  be  a  spectator  of  the  whole. 

First  went  the  presents,  set  out  on  beautiful  enamelled 
tables,  adorned  with  flowers,  borne  on  men's  shoulders,  and 
followed  by  Japanese  music  and  dancers.  From  so  great 
respect  i)aid  to  the  gifts  themselves,  I  had  fancied  the  donors 
must  have  received  almost  divine  honours.  But,  about  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  after  the  presents  had  been  carried  in 
triumph,  the  envoy  and  his  train  were  brought  forward.  They 
were  covered  from  head  to  foot  with  long  black  veils,  which 
prevented  their  seeing,  each  led  by  a  conductor,  chosen  from 
the  meanest  of  the  people.  In  this  dishonourable  manner, 
having  traversed  the  city  of  Jeddo,  they  at  length  arrived  at  the 
palace  gate  ;  and,  after  waiting  half  an  hour,  were  admitted 
into  the  guard-room.  Here  their  eyes  were  uncovered,  and  in 
about  an  hour,  the  gentleman  usher  introduced  them  into  the 
hall  of  audience.  The  emperor  was  at  length  shewn,  sitting 
in  a  kind  of  alcove  at  the  upper  end  of  the  room,  and  the 
Dutch  envoy  was  conducted  towards  the  throne. 

As  soon  as  he  had  approached  within  a  certain  distance,  the 
gentleman  usher  cried  out  with  a  loud  voice,  "  Holanda  Capi- 
tan ;"  upon  these  words,  the  envoy  fell  flat  upon  the  groimd, 
and  crej)t  upon  his  hands  and  feet  towards  the  throne.  Still 
approachiner,  he  reared  himselfupon  his  knees,  and  then  bowed 
his  forehead  to  the  ground.  These  ceremonies  being  over,  he 
was  directed  to  withdraw,  still  grovelling  ou  his  belly,  and 
going  backward  like  a  lobster. 

Men  must  be  excessively  fond  of  riches,  when  they  are 
earned  with  such  circumstances  of  abject  submission.  Do  the 
Europeans  worship  Heaven  itself  with  marks  of  more  profound 
respect  ?  Do  they  confer  those  honours  on  the  Supreme 
of  Beings,  which   they  pay  to  a  barbarous  king,  who  gives 
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them  a  permission  to  purchase  trinkets  and  porcelain?  What 
a  glorious  exchange,  to  forfeit  their  national  honour,  and  even 
their  title  to  humanity,  for  a  screen  or  a  snuft-box ! 

If  these  ceremonies  essayed  in  the  first  audience  appeared 
mortifying,  those  which  were  practised  in  the  second  were 
infinitely  more  so.  In  the  second  audience,  the  emperor  and 
the  ladies  of  the  court  were  placed  behind  lattices,  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  see,  without  being  seen.  Here  all  the  Europeans 
were  directed  to  pass  in  reviesv,  and  grovel  and  act  the  serpent 
as  before  :  with  this  spectacle  the  whole  court  seemed  highly 
delighted.  The  strangers  were  asked  a  thousand  ridiculous 
questions,  as  their  names,  and  their  ages  ;  they  were  ordered 
to  write,  to  stand  upright,  to  sit,  to  stoop,  to  compliment  each 
other,  to  be  drunk,  to  speak  the  Japanese  language,  to  talk 
Dutch,  to  sing,  to  eat ;  in  short,  they  were  ordered  to  do  all 
that  could  satisfy  the  curiosity  of  women. 

Imagine,  my  dear  Altangi,  a  set  of  grave  men  thus  trans- 
formed into  buffoons,  and  acting  a  jiart  every  whit  as 
honourable  as  that  of  those  instructed  animals  which  are 
shewn  in  the  streets  of  Pekiii  to  the  mob  on  a  holyday.  Yet 
the  ceremony  did  not  end  here,  for  every  great  lord  of  the 
court  was  to  be  visited  in  the  same  manner  ;  and  their  ladies, 
who  took  the  whim  from  their  husbands,  were  all  equally  fond 
of  seeing  the  strangers  perform,  even  the  children  seeming 
highly  diverted  with  the  dancing  butchnien. 

"  Alas,"  cried  I  to  myself,  upon  returning  from  such  a 
spectacle,  "  is  this  the  nation  which  assumes  such  dignity  at 
the  court  of  Pekin  ?  Is  this  the  peo|)le  that  appear  so  proud 
at  home,  and  in  every  country  where  they  have  the  least 
authority  ?  How  does  a  love  of  gain  transform  the  gravest  of 
mankind  into  the  most  contomjtible  and  ridiculous!  I  had 
rather  continue  poor  all  my  life,  than  become  rich  at  such  a 
rate.  Perish  those  riches  which  are  acquired  at  the  expense 
of  my  honour  or  my  humanity  !  Let  me  quit,"  said  I,  "  a 
country  w  here  there  are  none  but  such  as  treat  all  others  like 
slaves,  and  more  detestal)Ie  still,  in  suflering  such  treatment. 
I  have  seen  enough  of  this  nation  to  desire  to  see  more  of 
others.  Let  me  leave  a  people  suspicious  to  excess,  whose 
niorals  are  corrupted,  and  equally  debased  by  su])erstition  and 
vice  ;  where  the  sciences  are  left  uncultivated,  where  the  great 
are  slaves  to  the  prince,  and  tyrants  to  the  people  ;  w  here  the 
women  are  chaste  only  when  dei)arred  of  the  power  of 
transgression;  where  the  true  disciples  of  Confucius  are  not 
less  persecuted  than  those  of  Christianity  ;    in   a   word,  a 
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country  where  men  are  forbidden  to  think,  and  consequent!/ 
labour  under  the  most  miserable  slavery, — that  of  mental 
•ervitude. —  A.dieu. 


LETTER  CXTX. 

FROM  LIEN  CHI  ALTANGI,    TO    FUM    HOAM,  FIRST  PRESIDENT  OF 
THE  CEREMONIAL  ACADEMY'  AT  PEKIN,  IN  CHINA. 

The  misfortunes  of  the  great,  my  friend,  are  held  up  to 
engage  our  attention,  are  enlarged  upon  in  tones  of  declama- 
tion, and  the  world  is  called  upon  to  gaze  at  the  noble 
sufferers  :  they  have  at  once  the  comfort  of  admiration  and 
pity. 

Yet,  where  is  the  magnanimity  of  bearing  misfortunes  when 
the  whole  world  is  looking  on  ?  Men,  in  such  circumstances, 
can  act  bravely  even  from  motives  of  vanity.  He  only  who 
in  the  vale  of  obscurity,  can  brave  adversity  —  who,  without 
friends  to  encourage,  acquaintances  to  pity,  or  even  without 
hope  to  alleviate  his  distresses,  can  behave  with  tranquillity 
and  indifference,  is  truly  great  :  whether  peasant  or  courtier, 
he  deserves  admiration,  and  should  be  held  up  for  our  imitar 
tion  and  respect. 

The  miseries  of  the  poor  are,  however,  entirely  disregarded  ; 
though  some  undergo  more  real  hardships  in  one  day,  than 
the  great  in  their  whole  lives.  It  is  indeed  inconceivable 
what  difficulties  the  meanest  English  sailor  or  soldier  endures 
without  murmuring  or  regret.  Every  day  to  him  is  a  day 
of  miser}^  and  yet  he  bears  his  hard  fate  without  repining. 

With  what  indignation  do  1  hear  the  heroes  of  tragedy 
complain  of  misfortunes  and  hardships,  whose  greatest  calamity 
is  founded  in  arrogance  and  i)ride !  Their  severest  distresses 
are  pleasures,  compared  to  what  many  of  the  adventuring 
poor  every  day  sustain,  without  murmuring.  These  may  eat, 
drink,  and  sleep  ;  have  slaves  to  attend  them,  and  are  sure  of 
subsistence  for  life ;  while  many  of  their  fellow-creatures  are 
obliged  to  wander,  without  a  friend  to  comfort  or  to  assist 
them,  find  enmity  in  every  law,  and  are  too  poor  to  obtain 
even  justice. 

I  have  been  led  into  these  reflections  from  accidentally 
meeting,  some  days  ago,  a  poor  fellow  begging  at  one  of  the 
outlets  of  this  town,  with  a  wooden  leg.  I  was  curious  to 
learn  what  had  reduced  him  to  his  present  situation  ;  and, 
after  giving  hini  what  1  thought  proper,  desired  to  know  the 
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history  of  his  life  and  misfortunes,  and  the  manner  in  which 
he  was  reduced  to  his  present  distress.  The  disabled  soldier, 
for  such  he  was,  with  an  intrepidity  truly  British,  leaning  on 
his  crutch,  put  himself  into  an  attitude  to  comply  with  my 
request,  and  gave  me  his  history  as  follows  :  — 

"  As  for  misfortunes,  sir,  I  cannot  pretend  to  have  gone 
through  more  than  others.  Except  the  loss  of  my  limb,  and 
my  being  obliged  to  beg,  I  don't  know  any  reason,  thank 
Heaven,  that  I  have  to  complcun  :  there  are  some  \\ho  have 
lost  both  legs  and  an  eye  ;  but,  thank  Heaven,  it  is  not  quite 
so  bad  with  me. 

"  My  father  was  a  labourer  in  the  country,  and  died  when 
I  was  five  years  old  ;  so  I  was  put  upon  the  parish.  As  he 
had  been  a  wandering  sort  of  a  man,  the  parishioners  were 
not  able  to  tell  to  what  parish  I  belonged,  or  where  I  was 
born ;  so  they  sent  me  to  another  parish,  and  that  parish  sent 
me  to  a  third  :  till  at  last  it  was  thought  I  belonged  to  no 
parish  at  all.  At  length,  however,  they  fixed  me.  I  had 
some  disposition  to  be  a  scholar,  and  had  actually  learned  my 
letters ;  but  the  master  of  the  workhouse  put  me  to  business 
as  soon  as  I  was  able  to  handle  a  mallet. 

"  Here  I  lived  an  easy  kind  of  a  life  for  five  years.  I  only 
wrought  ten  hours  in  the  day,  and  had  my  meat  and  drink 
provided  for  my  labour.  It  is  true,  I  was  not  suffered  to  stir 
far  from  the  house,  for  fear  I  should  run  away  :  but  what  of 
that?  1  hid  the  liberty  of  the  whole  house,  and  the  yard 
before  the  door,  and  that  was  enough  for  me. 

"  I  was  next  bound  out  to  a  fairner,  where  I  was  up  both 
early  and  late  ;  but  I  eat  and  drank  well,  and  liked  my  business 
well  enough,  till  he  died.  Being  then  obliged  to  provide  for 
myself,  I  was  resolved  to  go  and  seek  my  fortune.  Tl.'us  I 
lived,  and  went  from  town  to  town,  working  when  I  could 
get  employment,  and  starving  wlicn  I  could  get  none,  and 
might  have  lived  so  still  ;  but  liappening  one  day  to  go 
through  a  field  belonging  to  ii  magistrate,  I  spied  a  hare 
crossing  the  path  just  before  me.  I  believe  the  devil  put  it 
in  ray  head  to  fling  my  stick  at  it :  well,  what  will  you  have 
on 't  ?  I  killed  the  hare,  and  was  bringing  it  away  in  triumph, 
when  the  Justice  himself  met  me  :  he  called  me  a  villain,  and, 
collaring  me,  desired  I  would  give  an  account  of  myself.  I 
began  immediately  to  give  a  full  account  of  all  that  I  knew 
of  my  breed,  seed,  and  generation  ;  but  though  I  gave  a  very 
long  account,  the  Justice  said  [  could  iL;ive  no  account  of 
myself;  so  1  was  indicted,  and  found  guilty  of  being  poor, 


330  CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD. 

and  sent  to  Newgate,  in  order  to  be  transported  to  the 
plantations. 

"  People  may  say  this  and  that  of  being  in  jail ;  but  for  my 
part,  I  found  Newgate  as  agreeable  a  place  as  ever  I  was  in 
in  all  my  life.  I  had  my  bellyful!  to  eat  and  drink,  and  did 
no  work  ;  but,  alas !  this  kind  of  life  was  too  good  to  last  for 
ever  :  I  was  taken  out  of  prison,  after  five  months,  put  on 
board  of  a  ship,  and  sent  off  with  two  hundred  more.  Our 
passage  was  but  indifferent,  for  we  were  all  confined  in  the 
hold,  and  died  very  fast,  for  want  of  sweet  air  and  provisions  : 
but,  for  my  part,  I  did  not  want  meat,  because  I  had  a  fever 
all  the  way  :  Providence  was  kind  ;  when  provisions  grew 
short,  it  took  awan^  my  desire  of  eating.  When  we  came 
ashore,  we  were  sold  to  the  planters.  I  was  bound  for  seven 
years,  and  as  I  was  no  scholar — for  I  had  forgot  my  letters  — 
I  was  obliged  to  work  among  the  negroes  ;  and  served  out  my 
time,  as  in  duty  bound  to  do. 

"  When  my  time  was  expired,  I  worked  my  passage  home, 
and  glad  I  was  to  see  old  England  again,  because  I  loved  my 
country.  O  liberty!  liberty!  liberty!  that  is  the  property 
of  every  Englishman,  and  1  will  die  in  its  defence!  I  was 
afraid,  however,  that  I  should  be  indicted  for  a  vagabond 
once  more,  so  I  did  not  much  care  to  go  into  the  country,  but 
kept  about  town,  and  did  little  jobs  when  I  could  get  them. 
I  was  very  happy  in  this  manner  for  some  time  ;  till  one 
evening,  coming  home  from  work,  two  men  knocked  me 
down,  and  then  desired  me  to  stand  still.  They  belonged  to 
a  press-gang.  I  was  carried  before  the  Justice,  and  as  I  could 
give  no  account  of  myself,  (that  was  the  thing  that  always 
hobbled  me,)  I  had  my  choice  left,  whether  to  go  on  board  a 
man-of-war,  or  list  for  a  soldier.  I  chose  to  be  a  soldier;  and 
in  this  post  of  a  gentleman  I  served  two  campaigns  in  Flanders, 
was  at  the  battles  of  Val  and  Fontenoy,  and  received  but  one 
wound  through  the  breast,  which  is  troublesome  to  this  day. 

"  When  tlie  peace  came  on,  I  was  discharged;  and  as  I 
could  not  work,  because  my  wound  was  sometimes  painful,  I 
listed  for  a  landman  in  the  East  India  Company's  service.  I 
here  fought  the  French  in  six  pitched  battles  ;  and  verily 
believe,  that  if  I  could  read  and  write,  our  ca])tain  would  have 
given  me  promotion,  and  made  me  a  corporal.  But  that  was 
not  niv  good  fortune  ;  I  soon  fell  sick,  and  when  I  became  good 
for  nothing,  got  leave  to  return  home  again  with  forty  pounds 
in  my  pocket,  which  I  saved  in  the  service.  This  was  at  the 
beginning  oi  the  present  war,  so  1  hoped  to  be  set  on  shore, 
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and  to  have  the  pleasure  of  spending  my  money  ;  but  the 
government  wanted  men,  and  I  was  pressed  again,  before  ever 
I  could  set  foot  on  shore. 

"  The  boatswain  found  me,  as  he  said,  an  obstinate  fellow  : 
he  swore  that  I  understood  my  business  perfectly  well,  but 
that  I  shammed  Abraham  merely  to  be  idle.  God  knows,  I  knew 
nothing  of  sea  business  :  he  beat  me  without  considering  what 
he  was  about.  But  still  my  forty  pounds  was  some  comfort 
to  me  under  every  beating  :  the  money  was  my  comfort,  and 
the  money  I  might  have  had  to  this  day,  but  that  our  ship 
was  taken  by  the  French,  and  so  I  lost  it  all. 

"  Our  crew  was  carried  into  a  French  prison,  and  many  of 
them  died,  because  they  were  not  used  to  live  in  a  jail ;  but 
for  my  part,  it  was  nothing  to  me,  for  I  was  seasoned.  One 
night,  however,  as  I  was  sleeping  on  a  bed  of  boards,  with  a 
warm  blanket  about  me,  (for  1  always  loved  to  lie  well,)  I  was 
awaked  by  the  boatswain,  who  had  a  dark  lantern  in  his  hand. 
'  Jack,'  says  he  to  me,  '  will  you  knock  out  the  French 
senteries'  brains  ?'  — '  I  don't  care,'  says  I,  striving  to  keep 
myself  awake,  '  if  I  lend  a  hand.'  — '  Then  follow  me,'  says 
he,  '  and  I  hope  we  shall  do  business.'  So  up  I  got,  and  tied 
my  blanket,  which  was  all  the  clothes  I  had,  about  my  middle, 
and  went  with  him  to  fight  the  Frenchmen.  We  had  no 
arms  ;  but  one  Englishman  is  able  to  beat  five  Frenchmen  at 
any  time ;  so  we  went  down  to  the  door,  where  both  the 
senteries  were  posted,  and,  rushing  upon  them,  seized  their 
arms  in  a  moment,  and  knocked  them  down.  From  thence, 
nine  of  us  ran  together  to  the  quay,  and  seizing  ihe  first  boat 
we  met,  got  out  of  the  harbour,  and  put  to  sea.  We  had  not 
been  here  three  days  before  we  were  taken  up  by  an  English 
privateer,  who  was  glad  of  so  many  good  hands ;  and  we 
consented  to  run  our  chance.  However,  we  had  not  so  much 
luck  as  we  expected.  In  three  days  we  fell  in  with  a  French 
tnan-of-svar,  of  forty  guns,  while  we  had  but  twenty-three  ;  so 
to  it  we  went.  The  fight  lasted  for  three  hours,  and  I  verily 
believe  we  should  have  taken  the  Frenchman,  but  unfortu- 
nately, we  lost  almost  all  our  men.  just  as  we  were  going  to  get 
the  victory.  I  was  once  more  in  the  power  of  the  French,  and 
I  believe  it  would  have  gone  hard  with  me,  had  1  been 
brought  back  to  my  old  jail  in  Brest  ;  but,  by  good  fortune, 
we  were  retaken,  and  carried  to  England  once  more. 

"  I  had  almost  forgot  to  tell  you,  that  in  this  l.tst  engage- 
ment I  was  wounded  in  tv\o  places, —  1  lost  four  fingers  of  the 
left  hand,  and  my  leg  was  shot  off.  Had  1  had  the  good  for- 
tune to  have  lost  my  leg  and  use  of  my  hand  on  board  a  king's 
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ihip,  and  not  a  privateer,  I  should  liave  been  entitled  to 
clothing  and  maintenance  during  the  rest  of  my  life  ;  but  that 
was  not  my  chance  :  one  man  is  born  with  a  silver  spoon  in 
his  mouth,  and  another  with  a  wooden  ladle.  However,  blessed 
be  God,  I  enjoy  good  health,  and  have  no  enemy  in  this  world 
that  I  know  of,  but  the  French  and  the  Justice  of  Peace." 

Thus  saying,  he  limped  off,  leaving  my  friend  and  me  in 
admiration  of  his  intrepidity  and  content ;  nor  could  we  avoid 
acknowledging,  that  an  habitual  acquaintance  with  misery,  is 
the  truest  school  of  fortitude  and  philosophy. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CXX. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

The  titles  of  European  princes  are  rather  more  numerous 
than  ours  of  Asia,  but  by  no  means  so  sublime.  The  king  of 
Visapour  or  Pegu,  not  satisfied  with  claiming  the  globe,  and 
all  its  appurtenances  to  him  and  his  heirs,  asserts  a  property 
even  in  the  firmament,  and  extends  his  orders  to  the  milky  way. 
The  monarchs  of  Europe,  with  more  modesty,  confine  their 
titles  to  earth,  but  make  up  by  number  what  is  wanting  in  their 
sublimity.  Such  is  their  passion  for  a  long  list  of  these  splendid 
trifles,  that  I  have  known  a  German  prince  with  more  titles 
than  subjects,  and  a  Spanish  nobleman  with  more  names  than 
shirts. 

Contrary  to  this,  "  the  English  monarchs,"  says  a  writer  of 
the  last  century,  "  disdain  to  accept  of  such  titles,  which  tend 
only  to  increase  their  pride,  without  improving  their  glory  ; 
they  are  above  depending  on  the  feeble  helps  of  heraldry  for 
respect,  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  consciousness  of  acknow- 
ledged power."  At  present,  however,  these  maxims  are  laid 
aside  ;  the  J'.nglish  monarchs  have  of  lute  assumed  new  titles, 
and  have  impressed  their  coins  with  the  names  and  arms  of 
obscure  dukedoms,  petty  states,  and  subordinate  employments. 
Their  design  in  this,  I  make  no  doubt,  was  laudably  to  add 
new  lustre  to  the  British  throne  ;  but,  in  reality,  paltry  claims 
only  serve  to  diminish  that  respect  they  are  designed  to  secure. 

There  is,  in  the  honours  assumed  by  kings,  as  in  the  decora- 
tions of  arclntecture,  a  majestic  simplicity,  which  best  conduces 
to  inspire  our  reverence  and  respect :  numerous  and  trifling 
ornaments  in  either,  are  strong  indications  of  meanness  in  the 
designer,  or  of  concealed  deformity.  Should,  for  instance,  the 
emperor  of  China,  among  other  titles,  assume  that  of  deputy 
uiandarine  of  Maccau;    or  the   monarch  of  Great   Britain, 


CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD.  333 

France,  and  Ireland,  desire  to  be  acknowledged  as  Duke  of 
Brentford,  Lunenburg,  or  Lincoln  ;  the  observer  revolts  at 
this  mixture  of  important  and  paltry  claims,  and  forgets  the 
emperor  in  his  familiarity  with  the  duke  or  the  deputy. 

I  remember  a  similar  instance  of  this  inverted  ambition,  in 
the  illustrious  king  of  Manacabo,  upon  his  first  treaty  with  the 
Portuguese.  Among  the  presents  that  were  made  him  by  the 
ambassador  of  that  nation,  was  a  sword,  with  a  brass  hilt,  upon 
which  he  seemed  to  set  a  peculiar  value.  This  he  thought  too 
great  an  acquisition  to  his  glory  to  be  forgotten  among  the 
number  of  his  titles.  He  therfore  gave  orders,  that  his  sub- 
jects should  style  him  for  the  future.  Talipot,  the  immortal 
Potentate  of  Manacabo,  Messenger  of  the  Morning,  Enlightener 
of  the  Sun,  Possessor  of  the  whole  Earth,  and  mighty  Monarch 
of  the  Brass-handled  Sword. 

This  method  of  mixing  majestic  and  paltry  titles,  of  quarter- 
ing the  arms  of  a  great  empire,  and  an  obscure  province,  upon 
the  same  medal  here,  had  its  rise  in  the  virtuous  partiality  of 
their  late  nionarchs.  WiUing  to  testily  an  affection  to  their 
native  country,  they  gave  its  name  and  ensigns  a  place  upon 
their  coins,  and  thus,  in  some  measure,  ennobled  its  obscurity. 
It  was,  indeed,  but  just,  tliat  a  people  which  had  given  England 
up  their  king,  should  receive  some  honorary  equivalent  in 
return ;  but  at  present  these  motives  are  no  more  :  England 
has  now  a  monarch  wholly  British  ;  and  it  has  some  reason  to 
hope  for  British  titles  upon  British  coins. 

However,  were  the  money  of  England  designed  to  circulate 
in  Germany,  there  would  be  no  flagrant  impropriety  in  im- 
pressing it  with  German  names  and  arms  ;  but,  though  this 
might  have  been  so  u])on  former  occasions,  I  am  told  there  a 
no  danger  of  it  for  the  future.  As  England,  therefore,  designs 
to  keep  back  its  gold,  I  candidly  think,  Lunenburg,  Oldenburg, 
and  the  rest  of  them,  may  very  well  keep  back  their  titles. 

It  is  a  mistaken  prejudice  in  princes  to  think  that  a  number 
of  loud  sounding  names  can  give  new  claims  to  respect.  The 
truly  great  have  ever  disdained  them.  When  Tnnur  the  Lame  • 
nad  conquered  Asia,  an  orator  by  jirofession  came  to  compli- 
ment him  upon  the  occasion.  He  began  his  harangue,  by 
fctyling  him  the  most  omnipotent,  and  the  most  glorious  object 
of  the  creation.  Tlie  emperor  seemed  displeased  with  his 
I)altry  adulation,  yet  still  he  went  on,  compliuienting  him  as 

•  Better  known  un.Ii-r  the  name  of  Taiucilane.  According  to  the 
hibtorian  Ariibsliuh,  'luLur  Wiw  maimed  in  one  hand  and  lame  of  the 
ri''h'  Hide.  — 13. 
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the  most  mighty,  the  most  valiant,  and  the  most  perfect  of 
beings.  "  Hold  there,  my  friend,"  cries  the  lame  emperor ; 
"  hold  there  till  1  have  got  another  leg."  In  fact,  the  feeble, 
or  the  despotic  alone,  find  pleasure  in  multiplying  these 
pageants  of  vanity,  but  strength  and  freedom  have  nobler  aims, 
and  often  find  the  finest  adulation  in  majestic  simplicity. 

The  young  monarch  of  this  country  has  already  testified  a 
proper  contempt  for  several  unmeaning  appendages  on  royalty ; 
cooks  and  scullions  have  been  obliged  to  quit  their  fires  ; 
gentlemen's  gentlemen,  and  the  whole  tribe  of  necessary  people 
who  did  nothing,  have  been  dismissed  from  farther  services.  A 
youth  who  can  thus  bring  back  sim))licity  and  frugality  to  a 
court,  will  soon  probably  have  a  true  respect  for  his  own  glory  ; 
and  while  he  has  dismissed  all  useless  employments,  may 
disdain  to  accept  of  empty  or  degrading  titles. —  Adieu. 


LETTER  CXXI. 

TO  THE  SAME, 

Whenever  I  attempt  to  characterize  the  English  in  general, 
gome  unforeseen  difficulties  constantly  occur  to  disconcert  my 
design  ;  I  hesitate  between  censure  and  praise.  When  I 
consider  them  as  a  reasoning,  philosophical  people,  they  have 
my  applause  ;  but  when  I  reverse  the  medal,  and  observe  their 
inconstancy  and  irresolution,  I  can  scarcely  persuade  myself 
that  1  am  observing  the  same  people. 

Yet,  upon  examination,  this  very  inconstancy,  so  remarkable 
here,  flows  from  no  other  source  than  their  love  of  reasoning. 
The  man  who  examines  a  complicated  subject  on  every  side, 
and  calls  in  reason  to  his  assistance,  will  frequently  change ; 
will  find  himself  distracted  by  opposing  improbabilities  and 
contending  proofs  ;  every  alteration  of  place  will  diversify  the 
prospect,  will  give  some  latent  argument  new  force,  and  con- 
tribute to  maintain  an  anarchy  in  the  mind. 

On  the  contrary,  they  who  never  examine  with  their  own 
reason,  act  with  more  simplicity.  Ignorance  is  i)0sitive, 
instinct  perseveres,  and  the  human  being  moves  in  safety 
within  tl'.o  narrow  circle  of  brutal  uniformity.  What  is  true 
with  regard  to  individuals,  is  not  less  so  when  applied  to  states. 
A  reasoning  government  like  this  is  in  continual  fluctuation, 
while  those  kingdoms  where  men  arc  taught  not  to  controvert 
but  obey,  continue  always  the  same.  In  Asia,  for  instance, 
where  the  monarch's  authority  is  supported  by  force,  and 
acknc-.ilcdged  through  fear,  a  change  of  government  is  entirely 
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unknown.  All  the  inhabitants  seem  to  wear  the  same  mental 
complexion,  and  remain  contented  with  hereditary  oppression. 
The  sovereign's  pleasure  is  the  ultimate  rule  of  duty  ;  every 
branch  of  the  administration  is  a  perfect  epitome  of  the  whole ; 
and  if  one  tyrant  is  deposed,  another  starts  up  in  his  room  to 
govern  as  his  predecessor.  The  English,  on  the  contrary, 
instead  of  being  led  by  power,  endeavour  to  guide  themselves 
by  reason  ;  instead  of  appealing  to  the  pleasure  of  the  prince, 
appeal  to  the  original  rights  of  mankind.  What  one  rank  of 
men  assert,  is  denied  by  others,  as  the  reasons  on  opposite 
sides  happen  to  come  home  with  greater  or  less  conviction. 
The  people  of  Asia  are  directed  by  precedent,  which  never 
alters  ;  the  English,  by  reason,  which  is  ever  changing  its 
appearance. 

The  disadvantages  of  an  Asiatic  government,  acting  in  this 
manner  by  precedent,  are  evident  :  original  errors  are  thus 
continued,  without  hopes  of  redress  ;  and  all  marks  of  genius 
are  levelled  down  to  one  standard,  since  no  superiority  of 
thinking  can  be  allowed  its  exertion  in  mending  obvious 
defects.  But  to  recompense  those  defects,  their  governments 
undergo  no  new  alterations  ;  they  have  no  new  evils  to  fear, 
nor  no  fermentations  in  the  constitution  that  continue  ;  the 
struggle  for  power  is  soon  over,  and  all  becomes  tranquil  as 
before  ;  they  are  habituated  to  subordination,  and  men  are 
taught  to  form  no  other  desires  than  those  which  they  are 
allowed  to  satisfy. 

The  disadvantages  of  a  government  acting  from  the  im- 
mediate influence  of  reason,  like  that  of  England,  are  not  less 
than  those  of  the  former.  It  is  extremely  difficult  to  induce 
a  number  of  free  beings  to  co-0])erate  for  their  mutual  benefit ; 
every  possible  advantage  will  necessarily  be  sought,  and  every 
attempt  to  procure  it  must  be  attended  with  a  new  fermenta- 
tion ;  various  reasons  will  lead  different  ways,  and  equity  and 
advantage  will  often  be  outbalanced  by  a  combination  of 
clamour  and  prejudice.  But  though  such  a  people  may  be 
thus  in  the  wrong,  they  have  been  influenced  by  a  happy 
delusion  ;  their  errors  are  seldom  seen  till  they  are  felt ;  each 
man  is  himself  the  tyrant  he  hn.s  obeyed,  and  such  a  master 
ne  can  easily  forgive.  The  disadvantages  he  feels  may,  in 
reality,  be  equal  to  what  is  felt  in  the  most  despotic  govern- 
ment ;  but  m  '.n  will  bear  every  calamity  with  patience  when 
he  knows  himself  to  be  the  author  of  his  own  misfortunes. — 
Adieu. 
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LETTER  CXXir. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

My  long  residence  here  begins  to  fatigue  me.  As  every 
object  ceases  to  be  new,  it  no  longer  continues  to  be  pleasing  : 
some  minds  are  so  fond  of  variety,  tliat  pleasure  itself,  if 
permanent,  would  be  insupportable,  and  we  are  thus  obliged 
to  solicit  new  happiness  even  by  courting  distress.  I  only, 
therefore,  wait  the  arrival  of  my  son  to  vary  this  trilling  scene, 
and  borrow  new  pleasure  from  danger  and  fatigue.  A  life,  I 
own,  thus  spent  in  wandering  from  place  to  place,  is  at  best 
but  empty  dissipation.  But  to  pursue  tritles  is  the  lot  of 
humanity  ;  and  whether  we  bustle  in  a  pantomime,  or  strut 
at  a  coronation  ;  whether  we  sliout  at  a  bonfire,  or  harangue 
in  a  senate-house;  whatever  object  we  follow,  it  will  at  last 
surely  conduct  us  to  futility  and  disappointment.  The  wise 
bustle  and  laugli  as  they  walk  in  the  pageant,  but  fools  bustle 
and  are  imjjortant  ;  and  this  probably  is  all  the  difl'erence 
between  them. 

This  may  be  an  apology  for  the  levity  of  ray  former  corres- 
pondence ;  I  talked  of  tritles,  and  I  knew  that  they  were 
trides  :  to  make  the  things  of  this  life  ridiculous,  it  is  only 
sufficient  to  call  them  by  their  names. 

In  other  respects,  I  have  omitted  several  striking  circum- 
stances in  the  description  of  this  country,  as  supposing  them 
either  already  known  to  you,  or  as  not  being  thoroughly  known 
to  myself;  but  there  is  one  omission  for  which  I  expect  no 
forgiveness,  namely,  my  being  totally  silent  upon  their  building?, 
roads,  rivers,  and  mountains.  Tliis  is  a  branch  of  science  ou 
which  all  other  travellers  are  so  very  jjrolix,  that  my  deficiency 
will  appear  the  more  glaring.  With  what  pleasure,  for  instance, 
do  some  read  of  a  traveller  in  Egypt,  measuring  a  fallen  column 
with  his  cane,  and  finding  it  exactly  five  feet  nine  inches  long  ; 
of  his  creeping  through  the  mouth  of  a  catacomb,  and  coming 
out  by  a  different  hole  from  that  he  entered  ;  of  his  stealing 
the  finger  of  an  antique  statue,  in  spite  of  the  janizary  that 
watched  him  ;  or  his  adding  a  new  conjecture  to  the  hundred 
and  fourteen  conjectures  aheaJy  published,  upon  the  names  of 
Osiris  and  Isis! 

Methinks  I  hear  some  of  my  friends  in  China  demanding  -x 
similar  account  of  London  and  the  adjacent  villages ;  and  if  I 
remain  here  nmch  longer,  it  is  probable  I  may  gratify  their 
curiosity.     I  intend,  when  run  dry  on  other  topics,  to  take  a 
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serious  survey  of  the  city  wall ;  to  describe  that  beautiful 
building  the  mansion-house  ;  I  will  enumerate  the  magnificent 
squares  in  which  the  nobility  chiefly  reside,  and  the  royal 
palaces  appointed  for  the  reception  of  the  English  monarch  ; 
nor  will  I  forget  the  beauties  of  Shoe  Lane,  in  which  I  myself 
have  resided  since  my  arrival.  You  shall  find  me  no  way 
inferior  to  many  of  my  brother  travellers  in  the  arts  of  de- 
scription. At  present,  however,  as  a  specimen  of  this  way  of 
writing,  I  send  you  a  few  hasty  remarks,  collected  in  a  late 
journey  I  made  to  Kentish  Town,  and  this  in  the  manner  of 
modern  voyagers. 

"  Having  heard  much  of  Kentish  Town,  I  conceived  a 
strong  desire  to  see  that  celebrated  place.  I  could  have 
wished,  indeed,  to  satisfy  my  curiosity  without  going  thither, 
but  that  was  impracticable,  and  therefore  I  resolved  to  go. 
Travellers  have  two  methods  of  going  to  Kentish  Town, — 
they  take  coach,  which  costs  ninepence,  or  they  may  go  a-foot, 
which  costs  nothing  :  in  my  opinion,  a  coach  is  by  far  the 
most  eligible  convenience,  but  I  was  resolved  to  go  on  foot, 
having  considered  with  myself,  that  going  in  that  manner 
would  be  the  cheapest  way. 

"  As  you  set  out  from  Dog-house  bar,  you  enter  upon  a  fine 
level  road  railed  in  on  both  sides,  commanding  on  the  right  a 
fine  prospect  of  groves  and  fields,  enamelled  with  flowers, 
which  would  wonderfully  charm  the  sense  of  smelling,  were  it 
not  for  a  dunghill  on  the  left,  which  mixes  its  effluvia  with 
their  odours.  This  dunghill  is  of  much  greater  antiquity  than 
the  road ;  and  1  must  not  omit  a  piece  of  injustice  I  was  going 
to  commit  upon  this  occasion.  My  indignation  was  levelled 
against  the  makers  of  the  dunghill,  for  having  brought  it  so 
near  the  road  ;  whereas,  it  should  have  fallen  upon  the  makers 
of  the  road,  for  having  brought  that  so  near  the  dunghill. 

"  After  proceeding  in  this  manner  for  some  time,  a  building, 
resembling  somewhat  a  triumphal  arch,  salutes  the  traveller's 
view.  This  structure,  however,  is  peculiar  to  this  countrj^ 
and  vulgarly  called  a  turnpike-gate  :  I  could  perceive  a  long 
inscription,  in  large  characters,  on  the  front,  probably  upon 
the  occasion  of  some  triumph,  but,  being  in  haste,  I  left  it  to 
be  made  out  by  some  subsequent  adventurer  who  may  happen 
to  travel  this  way  ;  so,  continuing  my  course  to  the  west,  1 
soon  arrived  at  an  unwalled  town,  called  Islington. 

"  Islington  is  a  pretty  neat  town,  mostly  built  of  brick,  with 
a  church  and  bells  ;  it  has  a  small  lake,  or  rather  pond,  in  the 
midst,  though  at  present  very  much  neglected.     I  am  told  it 
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is  dry  in  summer :  if  this  be  the  case,  it  can  be  no  very  proper 
receptacle  for  fish,  of  which  the  inhabitants  themselves  seem 
sensible,  by  bringing  all  that  is  eaten  there  from  London. 

"  After  having  surveyed  the  curiosities  of  this  fair  and 
beautiful  town,  I  proceeded  forward,  leaving  a  fair  stone 
building,  called  the  White  Conduit  House,  on  my  right.  Here 
the  inhabitants  of  Londoa  often  assemble  to  celebrate  a  feast 
of  hot  rolls  and  butter  :  seeing  such  numbers,  each  with  their 
little  tables  before  them,  employed  on  this  occasion,  must,  no 
doubt,  be  a  very  amusing  sight  to  the  looker-on,  but  still  more 
so  to  those  who  perform  in  the  solemnity. 

"  From  hence  I  parted  with  reluctance  to  Pancras,  as  it  is 
written,  or  Pancridge,  as  it  is  pronounced  ;  but  which  should 
be  both  pronounced  and  written  Pangrace  :  this  emendation  I 
will  venture  meo  arbltrio :  Tlav,  in  the  Greek  language,  signifies 
all,  which,  added  to  the  English  word  grace,  maketh  all  grace, 
or  Pangrace ;  and,  indeed,  this  is  a  very  proper  appellation  to  a 
place  of  so  much  sanctity  as  Pangrace  is  universally  esteemed. 
However  this  be,  if  you  except  the  parish  church  and  its  tine 
bells,  there  is  little  in  Pangrace  worth  the  attention  of  the 
curious  observer. 

*'  From  Pangrace  to  Kentish  Town  is  an  easy  journey  of 
one  mile  and  a  quarter  :  the  road  lies  through  a  fine  champaign 
country,  well  watered  with  beautiful  drains,  and  enamelled  with 
flowers  of  all  kinds,  which  might  contribute  to  charm  every 
sense,  were  it  not  that  the  odoriferous  gales  are  often  more 
impregnated  with  dust  than  perfume. 

"  As  you  enter  Kentish  Town,  the  eye  is  at  once  presented 
with  the  shops  of  artificers,  such  as  venders  of  candles,  small 
coal,  and  hair  brooms  ;  there  are  also  several  august  buildings 
of  red  brick,  with  numberless  sign  posts,  or  rather  pillars,  in 
a  peculiar  order  of  architecture.  I  send  you  a  drawing  of 
several  —  vide  A  B  C.  This  pretty  town  probably  borrows  its 
name  from  its  vicinity  to  the  county  of  Kent  ;  and,  indeed,  it 
is  not  unnatural  that  it  should,  as  there  are  only  Loudon  and 
the  adjacent  villages  that  lie  between  them.  Be  this  as  it  will, 
perceiving  night  approach,  I  made  a  hasty  repast  on  roasted 
mutton,  and  a  certain  dried  fruit  called  potatoes,  resolving  to 
])rotract  my  remarks  upon  my  return  ;  and  this  I  would  very 
willingly  have  done,  but  was  prevented  by  a  circumstance 
which,  in  truth,  I  had  for  some  time  foreseen,  for  night  coming 
on,  it  was  impossible  to  take  a  proper  survey  of  the  country, 
as  I  was  obliged  to  return  home  in  the  dark." — Adieu. 
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LETTER  CXXIIL 

TO  THE  SAME. 

After  a  variety  of  disappointments,  my  wishes  are  at  length 
fully  satisfied.  My  son,  s  u  long  expected,  is  arrived  ;  at  once, 
by  his  presence,  banishing  my  anxiety,  and  opening  a  new 
scene  of  unexpected  pleasure.  His  improvements  in  mind 
and  person  have  far  surpassed  even  the  sanguine  expectations 
of  a  father.  I  left  him  a  boy,  but  he  is  returned  a  man  ; 
pleasing  in  his  person,  hardened  by  travel,  and  polished  by 
adversity.  His  disappointment  in  love,  however,  had  infused 
an  air  of  melancholy  into  his  conversation,  which  seemed  at 
intervals  to  interrupt  our  mutual  satisfaction.  I  expected  that 
this  could  find  a  cure  only  from  time  ;  but  fortune,  as  if  willing 
to  load  us  with  her  favours,  has,  in  a  moment,  repaid  every 
uneasiness  with  rapture. 

Two  days  after  his  arrival,  the  Man  in  Black,  with  his 
beautiful  niece,  came  to  congratulate  us  upon  this  pleasing 
occasion  ;  but,  guess  our  surprise,  when  my  friend's  lovely 
kinswoman  was  found  to  be  the  very  captive  my  son  had 
rescued  from  Persia,  and  who  had  been  wrecked  on  the  Wolga, 
and  was  carried  by  the  Russian  peasants  to  the  port  of  Arch- 
angel. Were  I  to  hold  the  pen  of  a  novelist,  I  might  be  prolix 
in  describing  their  feelings  at  so  unexpected  an  interview  ; 
but  you  may  conceive  their  joy  without  my  assistance  :  words 
were  unable  to  express  their  transports,  then  how  can  word.«. 
describe  it  ? 

When  two  young  persons  are  sincerely  enamoured  of  each 
other,  nothing  can  give  me  such  pleasure  as  seeing  them 
married  :  whether  I  know  the  parties  or  not,  1  am  happy  at 
thus  binding  one  link  more  in  the  universal  chain.  Nature 
has,  in  some  measure,  formed  me  for  a  match-maker,  and  given 
me  a  soul  to  sympathize  with  every  mode  of  human  felicity. 
I  instantly,  therefore,  consulted  the  Man  in  Black,  whether  we 
might  not  crown  their  mutual  wishes  by  marriage :  his  soul 
seems  formed  of  similar  materials  with  mine ;  he  instantly 
gave  his  consent,  and  the  next  day  was  appointed  for  the 
solemnization  of  their  nuptials. 

All  the  acquaintances  which  I  had  made  since  my  arrival, 
were  present  at  this  gay  solemnity.  The  little  Beau  was 
constituted  master  of  the  ceremonies,  and  his  wife,  Mrs  Tibbs, 
conducted  the  entertainment  with  proper  decorum.  The  Man 
in  Black,  and  the  pawnbroker's  widow,  were  very  sprightly  and 
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tender  upon  this  occasion.  The  widow  was  dressed  up  under 
the  direction  of  Mrs  Tibbs  ;  and  as  for  her  lover,  his  face  was 
set  off  by  the  assistance  of  a  pi^-tail  wig,  wliich  was  lent  by 
the  little  Beau,  to  fit  him  for  making  love  with  proper  formality. 
The  whole  company  easily  perceived  that  it  would  be  a  double 
wedding  before  all  was  over,  and,  indeed,  my  friend  and  the 
widow  seemed  to  make  no  secret  of  their  passion  ;  he  even 
called  me  aside,  in  order  to  know  my  candid  opinion,  whether 
I  did  not  think  him  a  little  too  old  to  be  married  ?  "  As  for 
my  own  part,"  continued  he,  "  I  know  I  am  going  to  play  the 
fool,  but  all  my  friends  will  praise  my  wisdom,  and  produce 
me  as  the  very  pattern  of  discretion  to  others." 

At  dinner,  every  thing  seemed  to  run  on  with  good-humour, 
harmony,  and  satisfaction.  Every  creature  in  compan}'  thought 
themselves  pretty,  and  every  jest  was  laughed  at.  The  Man 
in  Black  sat  next  his  mistress,  helped  her  plate,  chimed  her 
glass,  and  jogging  her  knees  and  her  elbow,  he  whispered 
something  arch  in  her  ear,  on  which  she  patted  his  cheek  : 
never  was  antiquated  passion  so  playful,  so  harmless,  and 
amusing,  as  between  this  reverend  couple. 

The  second  course  was  now  called  for,  and,  among  a  variety 
of  other  dishes,  a  fine  turkey  was  placed  before  the  widow 
The  Europeans,  you  know,  carve  as  they  eat ;  my  friend, 
therefore,  begged  his  mistress  to  help  him  to  a  part  of  the 
turkey.  The  widow,  pleased  with  an  opportunity  of  shewing 
her  skill  in  carving,  (an  art  upon  which  it  seems  she  piqued 
herself,)  began  to  cut  it  up  by  first  taking  off  the  leg.  "  Madam," 
cries  my  friend,  "  if  1  might  be  permitted  to  advise,  I  would 
begin  by  cutting  off  the  wing,  and  then  the  leg  will  come  off 
more  easily."  — "  Sir,"  replies  the  widow,  "  give  me  leave  to 
understand  cutting  up  a  fowl :  I  always  begin  with  the  leg." — 
"  Yes,  madam,"  replies  the  lover,  "  but  if  the  wing  be  the  most 
convenient  manner,  I  would  begin  with  the  wing."  — "  Sir," 
interrupts  the  lady,  "  when  you  have  fowls  of  your  own,  begin 
with  the  wing  if  you  please,  but  give  me  leave  to  take  off  the 
leg  ;  I  hope  I  am  not  to  be  taught  at  this  time  of  da}'."  — 
"  Madam,"  interrupts  he,  "  we  are  never  too  old  to  be  in- 
structed."—  "  Old,  sir  !"  interrupts  the  other, "  who  is  old,  sir? 
when  I  die  of  age,  I  know  of  some  that  will  quake  for  fear  :  If 
the  leg  does  not  come  off,  take  the  turkey  to  yourself."  — 
"  Madam,"  replied  the  Man  in  Black,  "  I  don  't  care  a  farthing 
whether  the  leg  or  the  wing  comes  off ;  if  you  are  for  the  leg 
first,  why  you  shall  have  the  argument,  even  though  it  be  as  I 
say." — "  As  for  the  matter  of  that,"  cries  the  widow,  "  I  don't 
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care  a  fig  whether  you  are  for  the  leg  off  or  on  ;  and,  friend 
for  the  future,  keep  your  distance." — "  Oh,"  rei)lied  the  other, 
"  that  is  easily  done  ;  it  is  only  removing  to  the  other  end  of 
the  table  ;  and  so,  madam,  your  most  obedient  humble  servant." 

Thus  was  this  courtship  of  an  age  destroyed  in  one  moment ; 
for  this  dialogue  effectually  broke  off  the  match  between  this 
respectable  couple,  that  had  been  but  just  concluded.  The 
smallest  accidents  disappoint  the  most  important  treaties. 
However,  though  it  in  some  measure  interrupted  the  general 
satisfaction,  it  no  ways  lessened  the  happiness  of  the  youthful 
couple  ;  and,  by  the  j'oung  lady's  looks,  I  could  perceive  she 
was  not  entirely  displeased  with  this  interruption. 

In  a  few  hours  the  whole  transaction  seemed  entirely  for- 
gotten, and  we  have  all  since  enjoyed  those  satisfactions  which 
result  from  a  consciousness  of  making  each  other  happy.  My 
son  and  his  fair  partner  are  fixed  here  for  life  :  the  Man  in 
Black  has  given  them  up  a  small  estate  in  the  country,  which, 
added  to  what  I  was  able  to  bestow,  will  be  capable  of  supplj'- 
ing  all  the  real,  but  not  the  fictitious  demands  of  happiness. 
As  for  myselfj  the  world  being  but  one  city  to  me,  1  do  not 
much  care  in  which  of  the  streets  I  happen  to  reside  :  I  shall, 
therefore,  spend  the  remainder  of  my  life  in  examining  ^he 
manners  of  different  countries,  and  have  prevailed  upon  the 
Man  in  Black  to  be  my  companion.  "  They  must  often 
change,"  says  Confucius,  "  who  would  be  constant  in  happiness 
or  wisdom." — Adieu. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

It  has  been  so  long  the  practice  to  represent  literature  as 
declining,  that  every  renewal  of  this  complaint  now  comes 
with  diminished  influence.  The  public  has  been  so  often 
excited  by  a  false  alarm,  that  at  present  the  nearer  we 
approach  the  threatened  period  of  decay,  the  more  our 
security  increases. 

It  will  now  probably  be  said,  that,  taking  the  decay  of 
genius  for  granted,  as  1  do,  argues  either  resentment  or 
partiality.  The  writer  possessed  of  fame,  it  may  be  asserted, 
is  willing  to  enjoy  it  without  a  rival,  by  lessening  every 
competitor  ;  or,  if  unsuccessful,  he  is  desirous  to  turn  upon 
others  the  contempt  which  is  levelled  at  himself ;  and  being 
convicted  at  the  bar  of  literary  justice,  hopes  for  pardon  by 
accusing  every  brother  of  the  same  profession. 

•  "  1  have  a  regard  for  pKilosopLers  ;  but  I  neither  have,  nor  ever 
can  have,  any  respect  for  sophists  or  ]>ec)antic  grammarians." 

f  "  It  might  be  borne,  if  our  public  buildings  were  pulled  down  only 
by  persons  who  have  sufficient  skill  to  rebtore   them." 


4  THE  PRESENT  STATE 

Sensible  of  this,  I  am  at  a  loss  where  to  find  an  apology 
for  persisting'  to  arraign  the  merit  of  the  age  ;  for  joining  in 
a  cry  which  the  judicious  have  long  since  left  to  be  kept  up 
by  the  vulgar  ;  and  for  adopting  the  sentiments  of  the  mul- 
titude, in  a  performance  that  at  best  can  please  only  a  few. 

Complaints  of  our  degeneracy  in  literature,  as  well  as  in 
morals,  I  own,  have  been  frequently  exhibited  of  late,  but 
seem  to  be  enforced  more  with  the  ardour  of  devious  decla- 
mation than  the  calmness  of  deliberate  inquiry.  The  dullest 
critic,  who  strives  at  a  reputation  for  delicacj'  by  shewing 
he  cannot  be  pleased,  may  pathetically  assure  us,  that  our 
taste  is  upon  the  decline  ;  may  consign  every  modem 
performance  to  oblivion,  and  bequeath  nothing  to  posterity, 
except  the  labours  of  our  ancestors,  or  his  own.  Such  general 
invective,  however,  conveys  no  instruction  :  all  it  teaches 
is,  that  the  writer  dislikes  an  age  by  which  he  is  probably 
disregarded.  The  manner  of  being  useful  on  the  subject 
would  be,  to  point  out  the  symptoms,  to  investigate  the 
causes  and  direct  to  the  remedies,  of  the  approaching  decay. 
This  is  a  subject  hitherto  unattempted  in  criticism, —  perhaps 
it  is  the  only  subject  in  which  criticism  can  be  useful. 

How  far  the  wTiter  is  equal  to  such  an  undertaking,  the 
reader  must  determine  ;  yet  perhaps  his  observations  may 
be  just,  though  his  manner  of  expressing  them  should  only 
serve  as  an  example  of  the  errors  he  undertakes  to  reprove. 

Novelty,  however,  is  not  permitted  to  usurp  the  place  of 
reason  ;  it  may  attend,  but  shall  not  conduct. the  inquiry. 
But  it  shou!d  be  observed,  that  the  more  original  any  per- 
formance is,  the  more  it  is  liable  to  deviate  ;  for  cautious 
stupidity  is  always  in  the  right. 


CHAPTER  I. 

THE  CAUSES  WHICH  CONTRIBUTE  TO  THE  DECLIKE  OF  LEAKN'INO. 

If  we  consider  the  revolutions  which  have  happened  in 
the  commonwealth  of  letters,  survey  the  rapid  progress  of 
learning  in  one  period  of  antiquity,  or  its  amazing  decline 
in  another,  we  shall  be  almost  induced  to  accuse  nature  of 
partiality  ;  as  if  she  had  exhausted  all  her  efibrts  in  adorning 
pne  age,  while  she  left  the  succeeding  entirely  neglected. 
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It  is  not  to  nature,  however,  but  to  ourselves  alone,  that  this 
partiality  must  be  ascribed  ;  the  seeds  of  excellence  are 
sown  in  every  age,  and  it  is  wholly  owing  to  a  wrong  direc- 
tion in  the  passions  or  pursuits  of  mankind,  that  they  have 
not  received  the  proper  cultivation. 

As,  in  the  best  regulated  societies,  the  very  laws  which 
at  first  give  the  government  solidity,  may  in  the  end  con- 
tribute to  its  dissolution,  so  the  efforts  which  might  have 
promoted  learning  in  its  feeble  commencement,  may,  if 
continued,  retard  its  progress.  The  paths  of  science,  which 
were  at  first  intricate,  because  untrodden,  may  at  last  grow 
toilsome,  because  too  much  frequented.  As  learning  advances, 
the  candidates  for  its  honours  become  more  numerous,  and 
the  acquisition  of  fame  more  uncertain  :  the  modest  maj' 
despair  of  attaining  it,  and  the  opulent  think  it  too  precarious 
to  pursue.  Thus  the  task  of  supporting  the  honour  of  the 
times  may  at  last  devolve  on  indigence  and  effrontery,  while 
learning  must  partake  of  the  contempt  of  its  professors. 

To  illustrate  these  assertions,  it  may  be  proper  to  take  a 
slight  review  of  the  decline  of  ancient  learning  ;  to  consider 
how  far  its  depravation  was  owing  to  the  impossibility  of 
supporting  continued  perfection  ;  in  what  respects  it  pro- 
ceeded from  voluntary  corruption  ;  and  how  far  it  was 
hastened  on  by  accident.  If  modern  learning  be  compared 
with  ancient,  in  these  diSerent  lights,  a  parallel  between 
both,  which  has  hitherto  produced  only  vain  dispute,  may 
contribute  to  amusement,  perhaps  to  instruction.  We  shall 
thus  be  enabled  to  perceive  what  period  of  antiquity  the 
present  age  most  resembles  ;  whether  we  are  making  advances 
towards  excellence,  or  retiring  again  to  primeval  obscurity  : 
we  shall  thus  be  taught  to  acquiesce  in  those  defects  which 
it  is  impossible  to  prevent,  and  reject  all  faulty  innovations, 
though  offered  under  the  specious  titles  of  improvement. 

Learning,  when  planted  in  any  country,  is  transient  and 
fading,  nor  does  it  flourish  till  slow  gradations  of  improve- 
ment have  naturalized  it  to  the  soil.  It  makes  feeble 
advances,  begins  among  the  vulgar,  and  rises  into  reputation 
among  the  great.  It  cannot  be  established  in  a  state  at 
once,  by  introducing  the  learned  of  other  countries  ;  these 
may  grace  a  court,  but  seldom  enlighten  a  kingdom. 
Ptolemy  Philadelphus,  Constantine  Poqjhyrogeneta,  Alfred, 
or  Charlemagne,  might  have  invited  learned  foreigners  into 
their  dominions,  but  could  not  establish  learning.    While  in 
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the  radiance  of  royal  favour,  every  art  and  science  seemed 
to  flourish ;  but  when  that  was  withdrawn,  they  quickly  felt 
the  rigours  of  a  strange  climate,  and  with  exotic  constitutions 
perished  by  neglect. 

As  the  arts  and  sciences  are  slow  in  coming  to  maturity, 
it  is  requisite,  in  order  to  their  perfection,  that  the  state 
should  be  permanent  which  gives  them  reception.  There 
are  numberless  attempts  without  success,  and  experiments 
without  conclusion,  between  the  first  rudiments  of  an  art, 
and  its  utmost  perfection  ;  between  the  outlines  of  a  shadow, 
and  the  picture  of  an  Apelles.  Leisure  is  required  to  go 
through  the  tedious  interval,  to  join  the  experience  of  pre- 
decessors to  our  own,  or  enlarge  our  views  by  building  on 
the  ruined  attempts  of  former  adventurers.  All  this  may 
be  performed  in  a  society  of  long  continuance,  but  if  the 
kingdom  be  but  of  short  duration,  as  was  the  case  of  Arabia, 
learning  seems  coeval,  sympathizes  with  its  political  struggles, 
and  is  annihilated  in  its  dissolution. 

But  permanence  in  a  state  is  not  alone  sufficient ;  it  is 
requisite,  also,  for  this  end,  that  it  should  be  free.  Natu- 
ralists assure  us,  that  all  animals  are  sagacious,  in  proportion 
as  they  are  removed  from  the  tyranny  of  others.  In  native 
liberty,  the  elephant  is  a  citizen,  and  the  beaver  an  architect ; 
but  whenever  the  tyrant  man  intrudes  upon  their  community, 
their  spirit  is  broken,  they  seem  anxious  only  for  safety,  and 
their  intellects  suffer  an  equal  diminution  with  their  prosperity. 
The  parallel  will  hold  with  regard  to  mankind.  Fear  natu- 
rally represses  invention  —  benevolence,  ambition  ;  for,  in  a 
nation  of  slaves,  as  in  the  despotic  governments  of  the  East, 
to  labour  after  fame  is  to  be  a  candidate  for  danger. 

To  attain  literary  excellence  also,  it  is  requisite  that  the 
soil  and  climate  should,  as  much  as  possible,  conduce  to 
happiness.  The  earth  must  supply  man  with  the  necessaries 
of  life,  before  he  has  leisure  or  inclination  to  pursue  more 
refined  enjoyments.  The  climate,  also,  must  be  equally 
indulgent ;  for,  in  too  warm  a  region,  the  mind  is  relaxed 
into  languor,  and,  by  the  opposite  excess,  is  chilled  into 
torpid  inactivity. 

These  are  the  principal  advantages  which  tend  to  the 
improvement  of  learning ;  and  all  these  were  united  in  the 
states  of  Greece  and  Rome. 

We  must  now  examine  what  hastens,  or  prevents  its 
decline. 
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Those  who  behold  the  phenomena  of  nature,  and  content 
themselves  with  the  view,  without  inquiring  into  their  causes, 
are  perhaps  wiser  than  is  generally  imagined.  In  this 
manner,  our  rude  ancestors  were  acquainted  with  facts ; 
and  poetry,  which  helped  the  imagination  and  the  memory, 
was  thought  the  most  proper  vehicle  for  conveying  their 
knowledge  to  posterity.  It  was  the  poet  who  harmonized 
the  ungrateful  accents  of  his  native  dialect,  who  lifted  it 
above  common  conversation,  and  shaped  its  rude  combi- 
nations into  order.  From  him  the  orator  formed  a  style ; 
and,  though  poetrj-  first  rose  out  of  prose,  in  turn  it  gave 
birth  to  every  prosaic  excellence.  Musical  period,  concise 
expression,  and  delicacy  of  sentiment,  were  all  excellencies 
derived  from  the  poet ;  in  short,  he  not  only  preceded,  but 
formed  the  orator,  philosopher,  and  historian. 

When  the  observations  of  past  ages  were  collected, 
philosophy  next  began  to  examine  their  causes.  She  had 
numberless  facts  from  which  to  draw  proper  inferences,  and 
poetry  bad  taught  her  the  strongest  expression  to  enforce 
them.  Thus,  the  Greek  philosophers,  for  instance,  exerted 
all  their  happy  talents  in  the  investigation  of  truth,  and  the 
production  of  beauty.  They  saw,  that  there  was  more 
excellence  in  captivating  the  judgment,  than  in  raising  a 
momentary  astonishment.  In  their  arts,  they  imitated  only 
such  parts  of  nature  as  might  please  in  the  representation  , 
in  the  sciences,  they  cultivated  such  parts  of  knowledge  as 
it  was  every  man's  duty  to  know.  Thus,  learning  was 
encouraged,  protected,  honoured,  and,  in  its  turn,  adorned, 
strengthened,  and  harmonized  the  community. 

But,  as  the  mind  is  vigorous  and  active,  and  experiment 
is  dilatory  and  painful,  the  spirit  of  philosophy  being  excited, 
the  reasoner,  when  destitute  of  experiment,  had  recourse  to 
theory,  and  gave  up  what  was  useful  for  refinement. 

Critics,  sophists,  grammarians,  rhetoricians,  and  commen- 
tators, now  began  to  figure  in  the  literary  commonwealth. 
In  the  dawn  of  science  such  are  generally  modest,  and  not 
entirely  useless.  Their  performances  serve  to  mark  the 
progress  of  learning,  though  they  seldom  contribute  to  its 
improvement.  But  as  nothing  but  speculation  was  required 
in  making  proficients  in  their  respective  departments,  so 
neither  the  satire  nor  the  contempt  of  the  wise,  though 
Socrates  was  of  the  number,  nor  the  laws  levelled  at  them 
by  the  state,  though  Cato  was  in  the  legislature,  could  pre- 
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vent  their  approaches.*  Possessed  of  all  the  advantages 
of  unfeeling  dulness,  laborious,  insensible,  and  perseveriuEr, 
they  still  proceeded  mending  and  mending  every  work  of 
genius,  or,  to  speak  without  irony,  undermining  all  that  was 
polite  and  useful.  Libraries  were  loaded,  but  not  enriched, 
with  their  labours,  while  the  fatigues  of  reading  their 
explanatory  comments  was  tenfold  that  which  might  suffice 
for  understanding  the  original ;  and  their  works  effectually 
increased  our  application,  by  professing  to  remove  it. 

Against  so  obstinate  and  irrefragable  an  enemy,  what 
could  avail  the  unsupported  sallies  of  genius,  or  the  oppo- 
sition of  transitory  resentment  ?  In  short,  they  conquered 
by  persevering,  claimed  the  right  of  dictating  upon  every 
work  of  taste,  sentiment,  or  genius,  and,  at  last,  when  desti- 
tute of  other  employment,  like  the  supernumerary  domestics 
of  the  great,  made  work  for  each  other. 

They  now  took  upon  them  to  teach  poetry  to  those  who 
wanted  genius  ;  and  the  power  of  disputing,  to  those  who 
Knew  nothing  of  the  subject  in  debate.  It  was  observed 
how  some  of  the  most  admired  poets  had  copied  nature. 
From  these  they  collected  dry  rules,  dignified  with  long 
names,  and  such  were  obtruded  upon  the  public  for  their 
improvement.  Common  sense  would  be  apt  to  suggest, 
that  the  art  might  be  studied  to  more  advantage,  rather  by 
imitation  than  j)recept.  It  might  suggest  that  those  rules 
were  collected,  not  from  nature,  but  a  copy  of  nature,  and 
would  consequently  give  us  still  fainter  resemblances  of 
original  beauty.  It  might  still  suggest,  that  explained  wit 
makes  but  a  feeble  impression  ;  that  the  observations  of 
others  are  soon  forgotten,  those  made  by  ourselves  are 
permanent  and  useful.  But  it  seems,  understandings  of 
every  size  were  to  be  mechanically  instructed  in  jioctry. 
If  the  reader  was  too  dull  to  relisli  the  beauties  of  Virgil, 
the  comment  of  Servius  was  ready  to  brighten  his  imagi- 
nation ;  if  Terence  could  not  raise  him  to  a  smile,  Evantius 
was  at  hand,  with  a  long-winded  scholium,  to  increase  his 
titillation.  Such  rules  are  calculated  to  make  blockheads 
talk,  but  all  the  lemmata  of  the  Lyceum  are  unable  to  give 
him  feeling. 

But  it  would  be  endless  to  recount  all  the  absurdities 
which  were  hatched  in  the  schools  of  those  specious  idlers  ; 

*    Vide  Sui'ton.  Hist.  Gram. 
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be  it  sufficient  to  say,  that  they  increased  as  learning 
improved,  but  swarmed  on  its  decline.  It  was  then  that 
every  work  of  taste  was  buried  in  long  comments,  every 
useful  subject  in  morals  was  distinguished  away  into 
casuistry,  and  doubt  and  subtlety  characterized  the  learning 
of  the  age.  Metrodorus,  Valerius  Probus,  Aulus  Gellius, 
Pedianus,  Boethius,  and  an  hundred  others,  to  be  acquainted 
with  whom  might  shew  much  reading,  and  but  little  judg- 
ment ;  these,  I  say,  made  choice  each  of  an  author,  and 
delivered  all  their  load  of  learning  on  his  back.  Shame  to 
our  ancestors  !  many  of  their  works  have  reached  our  times 
entire,  while  Tacitus  himself  has  suffered  mutilation. 

In  a  word,  the  commonwealth  of  literature  was  at  last 
wholly  overrun  by  these  studious  triflers.  Men  of  real 
genius  were  lost  in  the  multitude,  or,  as  in  a  world  of  fools 
it  were  folly  to  aim  at  being  an  only  exception,  obliged  to 
conform  to  every  prevailing  absurdity  of  the  times.  Original 
productions  seldom  appeared,  and  learning,  as  if  grown 
superannuated,  bestowed  all  its  panegyric  upon  the  vigour 
of  its  youth,  and  turned  encomiast  upon  its  former  achieve- 
ments. 

It  is  to  these,  then,  that  the  depravation  of  anicent  polite 
learning  is  principally  to  be  ascribed.  By  them  it  was 
separated  from  common  sense,  and  made  the  proper  employ- 
ment of  speculative  idlers.  Men  bred  up  among  books,  and 
seeing  nature  only  by  reflection,  could  do  little,  except  hunt 
after  perplexity  and  confusion.  The  public,  therefore,  with 
reason  rejected  learning,  when  thus  rendered  barren,  though 
voluminous  ;  for  we  may  be  assured,  that  the  generality  of 
mankind  never  lose  a  passion  for  letters,  while  they  continue 
to  be  either  amusing  or  useful. 

It  was  such  writers  as  these,  that  rendered  learning  unfit 
for  uniting  and  strengthening  civil  society,  or  for  promoting 
the  views  of  ambition.  True  pliilosoj)hy  had  kejit  the 
Grecian  states  cemented  into  one  effective  body,  more  than 
any  law  for  that  purpose ;  and  the  Etrurian  philosophy, 
which  prevailed  in  the  first  ages  of  Rome,  inspired  those 
patriot  virtues  which  paved  the  way  to  universal  empire. 
But  by  the  labours  of  commentators,  when  ])hilosophy 
became  abstruse,  or  tritiingly  minute  —  when  doubt  was  pre- 
sented instead  of  knowledge  —  when  the  orator  was  taught 
to  charm  the  multitude  with  the  music  of  his  periods,  and 
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pronounced  a  declamation  that  migrht  be  sunj  as  well  as 
epoken,  and  often  upon  subjects  wholly  fictitious, — in  such 
circumstances,  learning  was  entirely  unsuited  to  all  the 
purposes  of  government,  or  the  designs  of  the  ambitious. 
As  long  as  the  sciences  could  influence  the  state,  and  its 
politics  were  strengthened  by  them,  so  long  did  the  com- 
munity give  them  countenance  and  protection.  But  the 
wiser  part  of  mankind  would  not  be  imposed  upon  by  unin- 
telligible jargon,  nor,  like  the  knight  in  Pantagruel,  swallow 
a  chimera  for  a  breakfast,  though  even  cooked  by  Aristotle. 
As  the  philosopher  grew  useless  in  the  state,  he  also  became 
contemptible.  In  the  times  of  Lucian,  he  was  chiefly 
remarkable  for  his  avarice,  his  impudence,  and  his  beard. 

Under  the  auspicious  influence  of  genius,  arts  and  sciences 
grew  up  together,  and  mutually  illustrated  each  other.  But 
when  once  pedants  became  lawgivers,  the  sciences  began  to 
want  grace,  and  the  polite  arts  solidity  ;  these  grew  crabbed 
and  sour,  those  meretricious  and  gaudy  ;  the  philosopher 
became  disgustingly  precise,  and  the  poet,  ever  straining 
after  grace,  caught  only  finery. 

These  men  also  contributed  to  obstruct  the  progress  of 
wisdom,  by  addicting  their  readers  to  one  particular  sect, 
or  some  favourite  science.  They  generally  carried  on  a 
petty  traffic  in  some  little  creek  :  within  that  they  busiU' 
plied  about,  and  drove  an  insignificant  trade  ;  but  never 
ventured  out  into  the  great  ocean  of  knowledge,  nor  went 
beyond  the  bounds  that  chance,  conceit,  or  laziness,  had 
first  prescribed  their  inquiries.  Their  disciples,  instead  of 
aiming  at  being  originals  themselves,  became  imitators  of 
that  merit  alone  which  was  constantly  proposed  for  their 
admiration.  In  exercises  of  this  kind,  the  most  stupid  are 
generally  most  successful ;  for  there  is  not  in  nature  a  more 
imitative  animal  than  a  dunce. 

Hence  ancient  learning  may  be  distinguished  into  three 
periods.  Its  commencement,  or  the  a?c  of  poets  ;  its 
maturity,  or  the  age  of  philosophers  ;  and  its  decline,  or  the 
age  of  critics.  In  the  poetical  age,  commentators  were  very 
few,  but  might  have  in  some  respects  been  useful.  In  it.<5 
philosophical,  their  assistance  must  necessarily  become 
oljnoxious  ;  yet,  as  if  the  nearer  we  approached  perfection, 
the  more  we  stood  in  need  of  their  directions,  in  this  period 
they  began  to  grow  numerous.  But  when  polite  learning  was 
no  more,  then  it  was  those  literary  lawgivers  made  the  most 
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formidable   appearance.      Corruptissima  republica,  plurinue 
leges.  —  Tacit. 

But  let  us  take  a  more  distinct  view  of  those  ages  of 
ignorance  in  which  false  refinement  had  involved  mankind, 
and  see  how  far  they  resemble  our  own. 


CHAPTER  II. 

A  VIEW  OF  THE  OBSCURE  AGES. 

Whatever  the  skill  of  any  country  may  be  in  sciences,  it 
is  from  its  excellence  in  polite  learning  alone,  that  it  must 
expect  a  character  from  posterity.  The  poet  and  the  histo- 
rian are  they  who  diffuse  a  lustre  upon  the  age,  and  the 
philosopher  scarcely  acquires  any  applause,  unless  his  cha- 
racter be  introduced  to  the  vulgar  by  their  mediation. 

The  obscure  ages,  which  succeeded  the  decline  of  the 
Roman  empire,  are  a  striking  instance  of  the  truth  of  this 
assertion.  Whatever  period  of  those  ill-fated  times  we 
happen  to  turn  to,  we  shall  perceive  more  skill  in  the 
sciences  among  the  professors  of  them,  more  abstruse  and 
deeper  inquiry  into  every  philosophical  subject,  and  a  greater 
shew  of  subtlety  and  close  reasoning,  than  in  the  most  en- 
lightened ages  of  all  antiquity'.  But  their  writings  were  mere 
speculative  amusements,  and  all  their  researches  exhausted 
upon  trifles.  Unskilled  in  the  arts  of  adorning  their  know- 
ledge, or  adapting  it  to  common  sense,  their  voluminous 
productions  rest  peacefully  in  our  libraries,  or,  at  best,  are 
inquired  after  from  motives  of  curiosity,  not  by  the  scholar, 
but  the  virtuoso. 

I  am  not  insensible,  that  several  late  French  historians 
have  exhibited  the  obscure  ages  in  a  very  different  light. 
They  have  represented  them  as  utterly  ignorant  both  of  arts 
and  sciences,  buried  in  the  profoundest  darkness,  or  only 
illuminated  with  a  feeble  gleam,  which,  like  an  expiring 
taper,  rose  and  sunk  by  intervals.  Such  assertions,  however, 
though  they  serve  to  help  out  the  declaimer,  should  be 
cautiously  admitted  by  the  historian.  For  instance,  the 
tenth  century  is  particularly  distinguished  by  posterity  with 
the  appellation  of  obscure.      Yet  even  in  tliis,  the  reader's 
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memorj'  may  possibly  suggest  the  names  of  some,  whose 
works,  still  preserved,  discover  a  most  extensive  erudition, 
though  rendered  almost  useless  by  affectation  and  obscurity. 
A  few  of  their  names  and  writings  may  be  mentioned,  which 
will  serve  at  once  to  confirm  what  I  assert,  and  give  the 
reader  an  idea  of  what  kind  of  learning  an  age  declining 
into  obscurity  chiefly  chooses  to  cultivate. 

About  the  tenth  century  flourished  Leo  the  philosopher. 
We  have  seven  volumes  folio  of  his  collections  of  laws, 
published  at  Paris,  1647.  He  wrote  upon  the  art  military, 
and  understood  also  astronomy  and  judicial  astrology.  He 
was  seven  times  more  voluminous  than  Plato. 

Solomon,  the  German,  wrote  a  most  elegant  dictionary  of 
the  Latin  tongue,  still  preserved  in  the  university  of 
Louvain  ;  Pantaleon,  in  the  lives  of  his  illustrious  country- 
men, speaks  of  it  in  the  warmest  strains  of  rapture. 
Dictionary  writing  was  at  that  time  much  in  fashion. 

Constantine  Porphyrogenetawas  a  man  universally  skilled 
in  the  sciences.  His  tracts  on  the  administration  of  an 
empire,  on  tactics,  and  on  laws,  were  published  some  years 
since  at  Leyden.  His  court  —  for  he  was  emjieror  of  the  East 
—  was  resorted  to  by  the  learned  from  all  parts  of  the  world. 

Luitprandus  was  a  most  voluminous  historian,  and  j)arti- 
cularly  famous  for  the  history  of  his  own  times.  The 
compliments  i)aid  him  as  a  writer  are  said  to  exceed  even 
his  own  voluminous  productions.  I  cannot  pass  over  one  of 
a  later  date  made  him  by  a  German  divine  :  "  Luitprandus 
nunquam  Luitjjrando  dissimilis." 

Alfric  composed  several  grammars  and  dictionaries  still 
preserved  among  the  curious. 

Pope  Sylvester  the  Second,  wrote  a  treatise  on  the  sphere, 
on  arithmetic  and  geometry,  published  some  years  since  at 
Paris. 

Michael  Psellus  lived  in  this  age,  whose  books  in  the 
sciences,  I  will  not  scru])le  to  assert,  contain  more  learning 
than  those  of  any  one  oi'  the  earlier  ages.  His  erudition  was 
indeed  amazing  ;  and  he  was  as  voluminous  us  he  was 
learned.  The  character  given  him  by  Allatius  has,  perhaps, 
more  truth  in  it  than  will  be  granted  by  those  who  have  seen 
none  of  his  ])roductions.  1  here  was,  says  he,  no  science 
with  which  he  was  unacquainted,  none  which  he  did  not 
write  something  upon,  and  none  which  he   did  not  leave 


OF   POLITE  LEARN'IN'G.  13 

better  than  he  found  it.  To  mention  his  works  would  be 
endless.  His  commentaries  on  Aristotle  alone  amount  to 
three  folios. 

Bertholdus  Teutonicus,  a  rery  voluminous  historian,  was 
a  politician,  and  wrote  against  the  government  under  which 
he  lived  :  but  most  of  his  writings,  though  not  all,  are  lost. 

Constantius  Afer  was  a  philosopher  and  physician.  We 
have  remaining  but  two  volumes  folio  of  his  philological 
performances.  However,  the  historian  who  prefixes  the  life 
of  the  author  to  his  work,  says,  that  he  wrote  many  more,  as 
he  kept  on  writing  during  the  course  of  a  long  life. 

Lambertus  published  a  universal  history  about  this  time, 
which  has  been  printed  at  Frankfort  in  folio.  A  universal 
histor\'  ill  one  folio !  If  he  had  consulted  with  his  bookseller, 
he  would  have  spun  it  out  to  ten  at  least ;  but  Lambertus 
might  have  had  too  much  modesty. 

By  this  time  the  reader  perceives  the  spirit  of  learning 
which  at  that  time  prevailed.  The  ignorance  of  the  age  was 
not  owing  to  a  dislike  of  knowledge,  but  a  false  standard  of 
taste  was  erected,  and  a  wrong  direction  given  to  philoso- 
phical inquiry.  It  was  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  write 
dictionaries,  commentaries,  and  compilations,  and  to  evapo- 
rate in  a  folio  the  spirit  that  could  scarcely  have  sufficed 
for  an  epigram.  The  most  barbarous  times  had  men  of 
.earning,  if  commentators,  compilers,  polemic  divines,  and 
intricate  metaphysicians  deserved  the  title. 

I  have  mentioned  but  a  very  inconsiderable  numberofthe 
writers  in  this  age  of  obscurity.  The  multiplicity  of  their 
publications  will  at  least  equal  those  of  any  similar  period  of 
the  most  polite  antiquity.  As,  therefore,  the  writers  of  those 
times  are  almost  entirely  forgotten,  we  may  infer,  that  the 
number  of  publications  alone  will  never  secure  any  age 
whatsoever  from  oblivion.  Nor  can  printing,  contrary  to 
what  Mr  Baumelle  has  remarked,  prevent  literary  decline 
for  the  future,  since  it  only  increases  the  number  of  books 
without  advancing  their  intrinsic  merit. 
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CHAPTER  III. 
OF  THE  PRESENT  STATE  OF  POLITE  LEARNING  IN  ITALY. 

From  ancient,  we  are  now  come  to  modem  times,  and,  in 
running  over  Europe,  we  shall  find,  that  wherever  learning 
has  been  cultivated,  it  has  flourished  by  the  same  advantsiges 
as  in  Greece  and  Rome  ;  and  that,  wherever  it  has  declined, 
it  sinks  by  the  same  causes  of  decay. 

Dante,  the  poet  of  Italy,  who  wrote  in  the  thirteenth 
century,  was  the  first  who  attempted  to  bring  learning  from 
the  cloister  into  the  community,  and  paint  human  nature  in 
a  language  adapted  to  modern  manners.  He  addressed  a 
barbarous  people  in  a  method  suited  to  their  apprehensions  ; 
united  purgatory  and  the  river  Styx,  St  Peter  and  Virgil, 
heaven  and  hell,  together,  and  shews  a  strange  mixture  of 
good  sense  and  absurdity.  The  truth  is,  he  owes  most  of 
his  reputation  to  the  obscurity  of  the  times  in  which  he  lived. 
As  in  the  land  of  Benin  a  man  may  ))ass  for  a  prodigy  of 
parts  who  can  read,  so  in  an  age  of  barbarity,  a  small  degree 
of  excellence  ensures  success.  But  it  was  great  merit  in  him 
to  have  lifted  up  the  standard  of  nature,  in  spite  of  all  the 
opposition  and  the  persecution  he  received  from  contempo- 
rary criticism.  To  this  standard  every  succeeding  genius 
resorted  ;  the  germ  of  every  art  and  science  began  to  unfold  ; 
and  to  imitate  nature  was  found  to  be  the  surest  way  of 
imitating  antiquity.  In  a  century  or  two  after,  modern  Italy 
might  justly  boast  of  rivalling  ancient  Rome  ;  equal  in  some 
branches  of  polite  learning,  and  not  far  suqiassed  in  others. 

They  soon,  however,  fell  from  emulating  the  wonders  of 
antiquity  into  simple  admiration.  As  if  the  word  bad  been 
given,  when  Vida  and  Tasso  wrote  on  the  arts  of  poetry,  the 
whole  swarm  of  critics  was  up.  The  Speronis  of  the  age 
attempted  to  be  awkwardly  merry  ;  and  the  Virtuosi  and  the 
N?5cotti  sat  upon  the  merits  of  every  contemporary  per- 
formance. After  the  age  of  Clement  VII.  the  Italians 
seemed  to  think  that  there  was  more  merit  in  praising  or 
censuring  well,  than  in  writing  well;  almost  every  subsequent 
performance  since  their  time  being  designed  rather  to  shew 
the  excellence  of  the  critic's  taste  than  his  genius.     One  or 


OF  POLITE  LEARNING.  15 

two  poets,  indeed,  seem  at  present  bom  to  redeem  the 
honour  of  their  country.  Metastasio  has  restored  nature  in 
all  her  simpHcity,  and  Maffei  is  the  first  that  has  introduced  a 
tragedy  among  his  countrymen  without  a  love  plot.  Perhaps 
the  Samson  of  Milton,  and  the  Athalia  of  Racine,  might 
have  been  his  guides  in  such  an  attempt.  But  two  poets  in 
an  age  are  not  sufficient  to  revive  the  splendour  of  decaying 
genius  ;  nor  should  we  consider  them  as  the  standard  by 
which  to  characterize  a  nation.  Our  measures  of  literary 
reputation  must  be  taken  rather  from  that  numerous  class  of 
men,  who,  placed  above  the  vulgar,  are  yet  beneath  the  great, 
and  who  confer  fame  on  others  without  receiving  any  portion 
of  it  themselves. 

In  Italy,  then,  we  shall  nowhere  find  a  stronger  passion 
for  the  arts  of  taste,  yet  no  country  making  more  feeble  efforts 
to  promote  either.  The  Virtuosi  and  Filosofi  seem  to  have 
divided  the  Encyclopedia  between  each  other.  Both  in- 
violably attached  to  their  respective  pursuits  ;  and,  from  an 
opposition  of  character,  each  holding  the  other  in  the  most 
sovereign  contempt.  The  Virtuosi,  professed  critics  of 
beauty  in  the  works  of  art,  judge  of  medals  by  the  smell,  and 
pictures  by  feeling  :  in  statuary,  hang  over  a  fragment  with 
the  most  ardent  gaze  of  admiration  :  though  wanting  the 
head  and  the  other  extremities,  if  dug  from  a  ruin,  the  Torse 
becomes  inestimable.  An  unintelligible  monument  of 
Etruscan  barbarity  cannot  be  sufficiently  prized  ;  and  any 
thing  from  Herculaneum  excites  rapture.  When  the  intel- 
lectual taste  is  thus  decayed,  its  relishes  become  false,  and, 
like  that  of  sense,  nothing  will  satisfy  but  what  is  best  suited 
to  feed  the  disease. 

Poetry  is  no  longer  among  them  an  imitation  of  what  we 
see,  but  of  what  a  visionary  might  wish.  The  zephyr 
breathes  the  most  exquisite  perfume,  the  trees  wear  eternal 
verdure  ;  fawns,  and  dryads,  and  hamadryads,  stand  ready 
to  fan  the  sultry  shepherdess,  who  has  forgot,  indeed,  the 
prettiness  with  which  Guarini's  shepherdesses  have  been 
reproached,  but  is  so  simple  and  innocent  as  often  to  have 
no  meaning.  Happy  country,  where  the  pastoral  age  begins 
to  revive!  —  where  the  wits  even  of  Rome,  are  united  into 
a  rural  group  of  nymphs  and  swains,  under  the  appellation 
of  modern  Arcadians! — where,  in  the  midst  of  porticos, 
processions,  and  cavalcades,  abbes  turned  shepherds,  and 
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shepherdesses  without  sheep,  indulge  their  innocent  diverti- 
vienfi.'* 

The  Filosofi  are  entirely  different  from  the  former.  As 
those  pretend  to  have  g-ot  their  knowledge  from  conversing 
with  the  living  and  polite,  so  these  boast  of  having  theirs 
from  books  and  study.  Bred  up  all  their  lives  in  collejjes, 
they  have  there  learned  to  think  in  track,  servilely  to  follow 
the  leader  of  their  sect,  and  only  to  adopt  such  opinions  as 
their  universities,  or  the  inquisition,  are  pleased  to  allow.  By 
these  means,  they  are  behind  the  rest  of  Europe  in  several 
modern  improvements  ;  afraid  to  think  for  themselves  ;  and 
their  universities  seldom  admit  opinions  as  true,  till  univer- 
sally received  among  the  rest  of  mankind.  In  short,  were  I 
to  personize  my  ideas  of  learning  in  this  country,  I  would 
represent  it  in  the  tawdry  habits  of  the  stage,  or  else  in  the 
more  homely  guise  of  bearded  school  philosophy. 


CHAPTER  IV, 

OF  POLITE  LEARNING  IN  GERMANY. 

If  we  examine  the  state  of  learning  in  Germany,  we  shall 
find  that  the  Germans  early  discovered  a  passion  for  polite 
literature  ;  but  unhappily,  like  conquerors,  who,  invading  the 
dominions  of  others,  leave  their  own  to  desolation,  instead 
of  studying  the  German  tongue,  they  continue  to  write  in 
Latin.  Thus,  while  they  cultivated  an  obsolete  language, 
and  vainly  laboured  to  apply  it  to  modern  manners,  they 
neglected  their  own. 

At  the  same  time  also,  they  began  at  the  \^Tong  end,  I  meaji 
by  being  commentators  ;  and  though  they  have  given  many 
instances  of  their  industry,  they  have  scarcely  afforded  any 
of  genius.  If  criticism  could  have  improved  the  taste  of  a 
people,  the  Germans  would  have  been  the  most  polite  nation 
alive.  We  shall  nowhere  behold  the  learned  wear  a  more 
important  appearance  than  here  ;  nowhere  more  dignified 

•  See  an  account  of  this  aca/lemy  in  the  Monthly  Review,  vol. 
xviii.  p.  249,  in  a  criticism  on  M.  de  l,i  Baume  Desdossat's  L'Arcadie 
Moderne,  ou  les  liergeriix  Havantes,  Paetorale  Heroique. — B. 
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with  professorsnips,  or  dressed  out  in  the  fopperies  of 
scholastic  finery.  However,  they  seem  to  earn  all  the 
honour  of  this  kind  which  they  enjoy.  Their  assiduity  is 
unparalleled,  and  did  they  employ  hali'  those  hours  on  study 
which  they  bestow  on  reading-,  we  might  be  induced  to  pity 
as  well  as  praise  their  painful  pre-eminence.  But  guilty 
of  a  fault  too  common  to  great  readers,  they  write  through 
volumes,  while  they  do  not  think  through  a  page.  Never 
fatigued  themselves,  they  think  the  reader  can  never  be 
weary  ;  so  they  drone  on,  saying  all  that  can  be  said  on 
the  subject,  not  selecting  what  may  be  advanced  to  the 
purpose.  Were  angels  to  write  books,  they  would  never 
write  folios. 

But  let  the  Germans  have  their  due  :  if  they  are  dull,  no 
nation  alive  assumes  a  more  laudable  solemnity,  or  better 
understands  all  the  decorums  of  stupidity.  Let  the  discourse 
of  a  professor  run  on  ever  so  heavily,  it  cannot  be  irksome 
to  his  dozing  pupils,  who  frequently  lend  him  svmpathetic 
nods  of  approbation.  1  have  sometimes  attended  their 
disputes  at  graduation.  On  this  occasion  they  often  dispense 
with  their  gravity,  and  seem  really  all  alive.  The  disputes 
are  managed  between  the  followers  of  Cartesius,  whose 
exploded  system  they  continue  to  call  the  new  philosophy, 
and  those  of  Aristotle.  Though  both  parties  are  in  the 
wrong-,  they  argue  with  an  obstinacy  worthy  the  cause  of 
truth  ;  Nego,  Probo,  and  Distinguo,  grow  loud  ;  the  dis- 
putants become  warm,  the  moderator  cannot  be  heard,  the 
audience  take  part  in  the  debate,  till  at  last  the  whole  hall 
buzzes  with  sophistry  and  error. 

There  are,  it  is  true,  several  societies  in  this  country, 
which  are  chiefly  calculated  to  promote  knowledge.  His 
late  majesty,  as  elector  of  Hanover,  has  established  one  at 
Gottingen,  at  an  expense  of  not  less  than  a  hundred  thousand 
pounds.  This  university  has  already  pickled  monsters,  and 
dissected  live  puppies  without  number.  Their  transactions 
have  been  published  in  the  learned  world,  at  proper  interval?, 
since  their  institution,  and  will,  it  is  hoped,  one  day  give 
them  just  reputation.  But  had  the  fourth  part  of  the 
immense  sum  above-mentioned  been  given  in  proper  rewards 
to  genius,  in  some  neighbouring  countries,  it  would  have 
rendered  the  name  of  the  donor  immortal,  and  added  to  the 
real  interests  of  society. 

Yet  it  ought  to  be  obsened,  that,  of  late,  learning  liM 
been  patronized  here  by  a  prince,  who,  in  the  humblest 

vol..  IV.  "  B 
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station,  would  have  been  the  first  of  mankind.  The  society 
established  by  the  King  of  Prussia  at  Berlin,  is  one  of  the 
finest  literary  institutions  that  any  age  or  nation  has  pro- 
duced. This  academy  comprehends  all  the  sciences  under 
four  different  classes  ;  and  although  the  object  of  each  is 
different,  and  admits  of  being  separately  treated,  yet  these 
classes  mutually  influence  the  progress  of  each  other,  and 
concur  in  the  same  general  design.  Experimental  philosophy, 
mathematics,  metaphysics,  and  polite  literature,  are  here 
carried  on  together.  The  members  are  not  collected  from 
among  the  students  of  some  obscure  seminary,  or  the  wits 
of  a  metropolis,  but  chosen  from  all  the  literati  of  Europe, 
supported  by  the  bounty,  and  ornamented  by  the  productions, 
of  their  royal  founder.  We  can  easily  discern,  how  much 
such  an  institution  excels  any  other  now  subsisting.  One 
fundamental  error  among  societies  of  this  kind,  is  their 
addicting  themselves  to  one  branch  of  science,  or  some 
particular  part  of  polite  learning.  Thus,  in  Germany,  there 
are  nowhere  so  many  establishments  of  this  nature  ;  but  as 
they  generally  profess  the  promotion  of  natural  or  medical 
knowledge,  he  who  reads  their  Af^ta  will  only  find  an  obscure 
farago  of  experiment,  most  frequently  terminated  by  no 
resulting  phenomena.  To  make  experiments,  is,  I  own,  the 
only  way  to  promote  natural  knowledge ;  but  to  treasure  up 
every  unsuccessful  inquiry  into  nature,  or  to  communicate 
every  experiment  without  conclusion,  is  not  to  promote 
science,  but  to  oppress  it.  Had  the  members  of  these 
societies  enlarged  their  plans,  and  taken  in  art  as  well 
as  science,  one  part  of  knowledge  would  have  repressed 
any  faulty  luxuriance  in  the  other,  and  all  would  have 
materially  assisted  each  other's  promotion.  Besides,  the 
society  which,  with  a  contempt  of  all  collateral  assistance, 
admits  of  members  skilled  in  one  science  only,  whatever 
their  diligence  or  labour  may  be,  will  lose  much  time  in  the 
discovery  of  such  truths  as  are  well  known  already  to  the 
learned  in  a  different  line  ;  consequently,  their  progress 
must  be  slow  in  gaining  a  proper  eminence  from  which  to 
view  their  subject,  and  their  strength  will  be  exhausted  in 
attaining  the  station  whence  they  should  have  set  out. 
With  regard  to  the  Royal  Society  of  London,  the  greatest, 
axid  perhaps  the  oldest  institution  of  the  kind,  had  it  widened 
the  basis  of  its  institution,  though  they  might  not  have 
propagated  more  discoveries,  they  would  probably  have 
delivered  them  in  a  more  pleasing  and  compendious  form. 
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They  would  have  been  free  from  the  contempt  of  the  ill- 
natured,  and  the  raillery  of  the  wit,  for  which,  even  candour 
must  allow,  there  is  but  too  much  foundation.  But  the 
Berlin  academy  is  subject  to  none  of  all  these  inconve- 
niences ;  but  every  one  of  its  individuals  is  in  a  capacity  of 
deriving  more  from  the  common  stock  than  he  contributes 
to  it,  while  each  academician  serves  as  a  check  upon  the 
rest  of  his  fellows. 

Yet,  very  probably,  even  this  fine  institution  will  soon 
decay.  As  it  rose,  so  it  will  decline  with  its  great  encourager. 
The  society,  if  I  may  so  speak,  is  artificially  supported.  The 
introduction  of  foreigners  of  learning  was  right ;  but  in 
adopting  a  foreign  language  also,  I  mean  the  French,  in 
which  all  the  transactions  are  to  be  published,  and  questions 
debated,  in  this  there  was  an  error.  As  I  have  already 
hinted,  the  language  of  the  natives  of  every  country  shoukl 
be  also  the  language  of  its  polite  learning.  To  figure  in 
polite  learning,  every  country  should  make  their  ow;i 
language  from  their  own  manners ;  nor  will  they  ever  suc- 
ceed by  introducing  that  of  another,  which  has  been  formed 
from  manners  which  are  different.  Besides,  any  academy 
composed  of  foreigners  must  still  be  recruited  from  abroad, 
unless  all  the  natives  of  the  country  to  which  it  belongs,  are 
in  a  capacity  of  becoming  candidates  for  its  honours  or 
rewards.  While  France,  therefore,  continues  to  supply 
Berlin,  polite  learning  will  flourish  :  but  when  royal  favour 
is  withdrawn,  learning  will  return  to  its  natural  country. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

OF  POLITE  LEARNING  IN  HOLLAND,  AND  SOJIE  OTHER  COUNTRIES 
OF  EUROPE. 

Holland,  at  first  view,  appears  to  have  some  pretensions 
to  polite  learning.  It  may  be  regarded  as  the  great  empo- 
rium, not  less  of  literature  than  of  every  other  commodity. 
Here,  though  destitute  of  what  may  be  properly  called  a 
language  of  their  own,  all  the  languages  are  understood, 
cultivated,  and  spoken.  All  useful  inventions  in  arts,  and 
new  discoveries  in  science,  are  published  here  almost  as 
soon  as  at  the  places  which  first  produced  them.  Its 
individuals  have  the  same  faults,  however,  with  the  Germans, 
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of  making  more  use  of  their  memory  than  their  judgment. 
The  chief  employment  of  their  literati  is  to  criticize,  or 
answer  the  new  performances  which  appear  elsewhere. 

A  dearth  of  wit  in  France  or  England  naturally  produces 
a  scarcity  in  Holland.  What  Ovid  says  of  Echo  may  be 
applied  here  :  "  Nee  loqui  prius  ipsa  didicit  nee  reticere 
loquenti."  They  wait  till  something  new  comes  out  from 
others  ;  examine  its  merits,  and  reject  it,  or  make  it  rever- 
berate through  the  rest  of  Europe. 

After  all,  I  know  not  whether  they  should  be  allowed  any 
national  character  for  polite  learning.  All  their  taste  is 
derived  to  them  from  neighbouring  nations,  and  that  in  a 
language  not  their  own.  They  somewhat  resemble  their 
brokers,  who  trade  for  immense  sums  without  having  any 
capital. 

The  other  countries  of  Europe  may  be  considered  as 
immersed  in  ignorance,  or  making  but  feeble  efforts  to  rise. 
Spain  has  long  fallen  from  amazing  Europe  with  her  wit,  to 
amusing  them  with  the  greatness  of  her  catholic  credulity. 
Rome  considers  her  as  the  most  favourite  of  all  her  children, 
and  school  divinity  still  reigns  there  in  triumph.  In  spite  of 
all  attempts  of  the  Marquis  D'Ensanada,  who  saw  with  regret 
the  barbarity  of  his  countrymen,  and  bravely  ofiered  to 
oppose  it  by  introducing  new  systems  of  learning,  and 
suppressing  the  seminaries  of  monastic  ignorance  —  in  spite 
of  the  ingenuity  of  Padre  Feio,  whose  book  of  vulgar  errors 
so  finely  exposes  the  monkish  stupidity  of  the  times,  —  the 
religious  have  prevailed.  Ensanada  has  been  banished,  and 
now  lives  in  exile.  Feio  has  incurred  the  hatred  and 
contempt  of  every  bigot  whose  errors  he  has  attempted  to 
oppose,  and  feels,  no  doubt,  the  unremitting  displeasure  of 
the  priesthood.  Persecution  is  a  tribute  the  great  must 
ever  pay  for  pre-eminence. 

It  is  a  little  extraordinary,  however,  how  Spain,  whose 
genius  is  naturally  fine,  should  be  so  much  behind  the  rest 
of  Europe  in  this  particular  ;  or  why  school  divinity  should 
hold  its  ground  there  for  nearly  six  hundred  years.  The 
reason  must  be,  that  philosophical  opinions,  which  are  other- 
wise transient,  acquire  stability  in  proportion  as  they  are 
connected  with  the  laws  of  the  country  ;  and  philosophy  and 
law  have  nowhere  been  so  closely  united  as  here. 

Sweden  has  of  late  made  some  attempts  in  polite  learning 
in  its  own  language.  Count  Tessin's  instructions  to  the 
piincc,  his  pupil,  are  no  bad  beginning.     If  the  Muses  can 
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fix  their  residence  so  far  northward,  perhaps  no  country 
bids  so  fair  for  their  reception.  They  have,  I  am  told,  a 
language  rude  but  energetic ;  if  so,  it  will  bear  a  polish. 
They  have  also  a  jealous  sense  of  liberty,  and  that  strength 
of  thinking  peculiar  to  northern  climates,  without  its 
attendant  ferocity.  They  will  certainly  in  time  produce 
somewhat  great,  if  their  intestine  divisions  do  not  unhappily 
prevent  them. 

The  history  of  polite  learning  in  Denmark  may  be  com- 
prised in  the  life  of  one  single  man  :  it  rose  and  fell  with 
the  late  famous  Baron  Holberg.  This  was,  perhaps,  one  of 
the  most  extraordinary  personages  that  has  done  honour  to 
the  present  century.  His  being  the  son  of  a  private  sentinel 
did  not  abate  the  ardour  of  his  ambition,  for  he  learned  to 
read  though  \N-ithout  a  master.  Upon  the  death  of  his 
father,  being  left  entirely  destitute,  he  was  involved  in  all 
that  distress  which  is  common  among  the  poor,  and  of  which 
the  great  have  scarcely  any  idea.  However,  though  only  a 
boy  of  nine  years  old,  he  still  persisted  in  pursuing  his 
studies,  travelled  about  from  school  to  school,  and  begged 
his  learning  and  his  bread.  When  at  the  age  of  seventeen, 
instead  of  applying  himself  to  any  of  the  lower  occupations, 
which  seem  best  adapted  to  such  circumstances,  he  was 
resolved  to  travel  for  improvement  from  Norway,  the  place 
of  his  birth,  to  Copenhagen,  the  capital  city  of  Denmark. 
He  lived  there  by  teaching  French,  at  the  same  time  avoid- 
ing no  opportunity  of  improvement  that  his  scanty  funds 
could  permit.  But  his  ambition  was  not  to  be  restrained, 
or  his  thirst  of  knowledge  satisfied,  until  he  had  seen  the 
world.  Without  money,  recommendations,  or  friends,  he 
undertook  to  set  out  upon  his  travels,  and  make  the  tour  of 
Europe  on  foot.  A  good  voice,  and  a  trifling  skill  in  music, 
were  the  only  finances  he  had  to  support  an  undertaking  so 
extensive  ;  so  he  travelled  by  day,  and  at  night  sung  at  the 
doors  of  peasants'  houses  to  get  himself  a  lodging.  In  this 
manner,  while  yet  very  young,  Holberg  passed  through 
France,  Germany,  and  Holland;  and  coming  over  to 
England,  took  up  his  residence  for  two  years  in  the  univer- 
sity of  Oxford.  Here  he  subsisted  bj'  teaching  French  and 
music,  and  wrote  his  universal  history,  his  earliest,  but 
worst  performance.  Furnished  with  all  the  learning  of 
Europe,  he  at  last  thought  proper  to  return  to  Copenhagen, 
where  his  ingenious  productions  quickly  gained  him  that 
favour  he  deserved.     He  composed  not  less  than  eighteen 
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comedies.  Those  in  his  own  languasre  are  said  to  excef, 
and  those  which  are  translated  into  French  have  peculiar 
merit.  He  was  honoured  with  nobility,  and  enriched  by 
the  bounty  of  the  king  ;  so  that  a  life  begun  in  contempt 
and  penury,  ended  in  opulence  and  esteem. 

Thus  we  see  in  what  a  low  state  polite  learning  is  in  the 
countries  I  have  mentioned,  —  either  past  its  prime,  or  not 
yet  arrived  at  maturity.  And  though  the  sketch  I  have 
drawn  be  general,  yet  it  was  for  the  most  part  taken  on  the 
spot.  I  am  sensible,  however,  of  the  impropriety  of  national 
reflection  :  and  did  not  truth  bias  me  more  than  inclination 
in  this  particular,  I  should,  instead  of  the  account  already 
given,  have  presented  the  reader  with  a  panegyric  on  many 
of  the  individuals  of  every  country,  whose  merits  deserve  the 
warmest  strains  of  praise.  Apostol  Zeuo,  Algarotti,  Goldoni, 
Muratori,  and  Stay,  in  Italy  —  Haller,  Klopstock,  and 
Rabner,  in  Germany — Muschenbrook,  and  Gaubius,*  in 
Holland, — all  deserve  the  highest  applause.  Men  like 
these,  united  by  one  bond,  pursuing  one  design,  spend  their 
labour  and  their  lives  in  making  their  fellow-creatures 
happj',  and  in  repairing  the  breaches  caused  by  ambition. 
In  this  light,  the  meanest  philosopher,  though  all  his  posses- 
sions are  his  lamp  or  his  cell,  is  more  truly  valuable  than  he 
whose  name  echoes  to  the  shout  of  the  million,  and  who 
stands  in  all  the  glare  of  admiration.  In  this  light,  though 
poverty  and  contemptuous  neglect  are  all  the  wages  of  his 
good  will  from  mankind,  yet  the  rectitude  of  his  intention  is 
an  ample  recompense  ;  and  self-applause  for  the  present, 
and  the  alluring  prospect  of  fame  for  futurity,  reward  his 
labours.  The  perspective  of  life  brightens  upon  us,  when 
terminated  by  an  object  so  charming.  Every  intermediate 
image  of  want,  banishment,  or  sorrow,  receives  a  lustre  from 
its  distant  influence.  With  this  in  view,  the  patriot,  philo- 
sopher, and  poet,  have  often  looked  with  calmness  on 
disgrace  and  famine,  and  rested  on  their  straw  m  ith  cheerful 
serenity.  Even  the  last  terrors  of  departing  nature  abate  of 
their  severity,  and  look  kindly  on  him  who  considers  his 
sufferings  as  a  passport  to  immortality,  and  lays  his  sorrows 
on  the  bed  of  fame. 

*  It  was  under  kim  that  Goldsmith  studied  chemistry,  —  B. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

OF  POLITE  LEARNING  IN  FRANCE. 

We  have  hitherto   seen,  that  wherever  the  poet  was 

f)ermitted  to  begin  by  improving  his  native  language,  polite 
earning  flourished  :  but  where  the  critic  undertook  the  same 
task,  it  has  never  risen  to  any  degree  of  perfection.  Let  us 
now  examine  the  merits  of  modern  learning  in  France  and 
England ;  where,  though  it  may  be  on  the  decline,  yet  it  is 
still  capable  of  retrieving  much  of  its  former  splendour.  In 
©ther  places  learning  has  not  yet  been  planted,  or  has 
suffered  a  total  decay.  To  attempt  amendment  there,  would 
be  only  like  the  application  of  remedies  to  an  insensible  or  a- 
mortified  part ;  but  here  there  is  still  life,  and  there  is  hope. 
And  indeed  the  French  themselves  are  so  far  from  giving 
into  any  despondence  of  this  kind,  that,  on  the  contrary, 
they  admire  the  progress  they  are  daily  making  in  every 
science.  That  levity,  for  which  we  are  apt  to  despise  this 
nation,  is  probably  the  principal  source  of  their  happiness. 
An  agreeable  oblivion  of  past  pleasures,  a  freedom  from 
solicitude  about  future  ones,  and  a  poignant  zest  of  every 
present  enjoyment,  if  they  be  not  philosophy,  are  at  least 
excellent  substitutes.  By  this  they  are  taught  to  regard  the 
period  in  which  they  live  with  admiration.  The  present 
manners,  and  the  present  conversation,   surpass   all   that 

{)receded.  A  similar  enthusiasm  as  strongly  tinctures  their 
earning  and  their  taste.  While  we,  with  a  despondence 
characteristic  of  our  nature,  are  for  removing  back  British 
excellence  to  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  our  most  happy 
rivals  of  the  Continent  cry  up  the  writers  of  the  present 
times  with  rapture,  and  regard  the  age  of  Louis  XV.  as  the 
true  Augustan  age  of  France. 

The  truth  is,  their  present  writers  have  not  fallen  so  far 
short  of  the  merits  of  their  ancestors  as  ours  have  done. 
That  self-sufficiency  now  mentioned,  may  have  been  of 
service  to  them  in  this  particular.  By  fancying  themselves 
superior  to  their  ancestors,  they  have  been  encouraged  to 
enter  the  lists  with  confidence  ;  and  by  not  being  dazzled  at 
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the  splendour  of  another's  reputation,  have  sometimes  had 
sagacity  to  mark  out  an  unbeaten  path  to  fame  for  them- 
selves. 

Other  causes  also  may  be  assigned,  that  their  second 
growth  of  genius  is  still  more  vigorous  than  ours.  Their 
encouragements  to  merit  are  more  skilfully  directed  ;  the  link 
of  patronage  and  learning  still  continues  unbroken.  The 
French  nobility  have  certainly  a  most  pleasing  way  of 
satisfying  the  vanity  of  an  author,  without  indulging  his 
avarice.  A  man  of  literary  merit  is  sure  of  being  caressed 
by  the  great,  though  seldom  enriched.  His  pension  from 
the  crown  just  supplies  half  a  competence,  and  the  sale  of 
his  labours  makes  some  small  addition  to  his  circumstances. 
Thus  the  author  leads  a  life  of  splendid  poverty,  and  seldom 
becomes  wealthy  or  indolent  enough  to  discontinue  an 
exertion  of  those  abilities  by  which  he  rose.  With  the 
English  it  is  different.  Our  writers  of  rising  merit  are 
generally  neglected,  while  the  few  of  an  estabhshed  reputa- 
tion are  overpaid  by  luxurious  affluence.  The  young 
encounter  every  hardship  which  generally  attends  upon 
aspiring  indigence ;  the  old  enjoy  the  vulgar,  and  perhaps 
the  more  prudent  satisfaction,  of  putting  riches  in  competi- 
tion with  fame.  Those  are  often  seen  to  spend  their  youth 
in  want  and  obscurity ;  these  are  sometimes  found  to  lead 
an  old  age  of  indolence  and  avarice.  But  such  treatment 
must  naturally  be  expected  from  Englishmen,  whose  national 
character  it  is  to  be  slow  and  cautious  in  making  friends, 
but  violent  in  friendships  once  contracted.  The  English 
nobility,  in  short,  are  often  known  to  give  greater  rewards 
to  genius  than  the  French,  who,  however,  are  much  more 
judicious  in  the  application  of  their  empty  favours. 

The  fair  sex  in  France  have  also  not  a  little  contributed 
to  prevent  the  decline  of  taste  and  literature,  by  expecting 
such  qualifications  in  their  admirers.  A  man  of  fashion  at 
Paris,  however  contemptible  we  may  think  him  here,  must 
be  acquainted  with  the  reigning  modes  of  philosophy  as  well 
as  of  dress,  to  be  able  to  entertain  his  mistress  agreeably. 
The  sprightly  pedants  are  not  to  be  caught  by  dumb  show, 
by  the  squeeze  of  the  hand,  or  the  ogling  of  a  broad  eye  ; 
but  must  be  pursued  at  once  through  all  the  labyrinths  of 
the  Newtonian  system,  or  the  metaphysics  of  Locke.  I 
have   seen   as  bright  a  circle  of  beauty  at  the  chemical 
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lectures  of  Rouelle  as  gracing  the  court  of  Versaiiles.  And 
indeed  wisdom  never  appears  so  charming,  as  ^vhen  graced 
and  protected  by  beauty. 

To  these  advantages  may  be  added  the  reception  of  their 
language  in  the  different  courts  of  Europe.  An  author  who 
excels  is  sure  of  having  all  the  polite  for  admirers,  and  is 
encouraged  to  write,  bj  the  pleasing  expectation  of  universal 
fame.  Add  to  this,  that  those  countries  who  can  make 
nothing  good  from  their  own  language,  have  lately  begun  to 
write  in  this,  some  of  whose  productions  contribute  to 
support  the  present  literary  reputation  of  France. 

There  are,  therefore,  many  among  the  French  who  do 
honour  to  the  present  age,  and  whose  writings  will  be  trans- 
mitted to  posterity  with  an  ample  share  of  fjime.  Some  of 
the  most  celebrated  are  as  follow  :  — 

Voltaire,  whose  voluminous  yet  spirited  productions  are 
too  well  known  to  require  an  eulogy.  Does  he  not  resemble 
the  champion  mentioned  by  Xenophon,  of  great  reputation 
in  all  the  gymnastic  exercises  united,  but  inl'erior  to  each 
champion  singly,  who  excels  only  in  one  ? 

Montesquieu,  a  name  equally  deserving  fame  with  the 
former.  The  Spirit  of  Laws  is  an  instance  how  much  genius 
is  able  to  lead  learning.  His  system  has  been  adopted  by 
the  literati ;  and  yet,  is  it  not  possible  for  opinions  equally 
plausible  to  be  formed  upon  opposite  principles,  if  a  genius 
like  his  could  be  found  to  attempt  such  an  undertaking  r  * 
He  seems  more  a  yjoet  than  a  philosopher. 

Rousseau  of  Geneva,  a  professed  man-hater,  or,  more 
properly  speaking,  a  philosopher  enraged  with  one  half  of 
mankind,  because  they  unavoidably  make  the  other  half 
unhappy.  Such  sentiments  are  generally  the  result  of  much 
good-nature  and  little  experience. 

Pyron,  an  author  possessed  of  as  much  \nt  as  any  man 
alive,  yet  with  as  little  prudence  to  turn  it  to  his  own  advan- 
tage. A  comedy  of  his,  called  La  Metromanie,  is  the  best 
theatrical  production  that  has  appeared  of  late  in  Europe. 
But  I  know  not  whether  I  should  most  commend  his  genius 
or  censure  his  obscenity.  His  ode  a  Priape,  has  justly 
excluded  him  from  a  place  in  the  academy  of  Belles  Lettres. 
However,  the  good-natured  Montesquieu,  by  his  interest, 

•  M.  Linguet,  a  writer  of  some  talent,  has  in  fact  attempted  this  ia 
his  Theory  of  Civil  Ziows,  but  not  very  successfully B. 
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procured  the  starving  bard  a  trifling  pension.  His  owii 
epitaph  was  all  the  revenge  he  took  upon  the  academy  for 
being  repulsed. 

Cy  git  Pyron  ;  qui  ne  fut  jamais  rien, 
Pas  meme  Academicien. 

Crebillon,  junior,  a  writer  of  real  merit,  but  guilty  of  the 
same  indelicate  faults  with  the  former.  Wit  employed  in 
dressing  up  obscenity,  is  like  the  art  used  in  painting  a 
corpse  ;  it  may  be  thus  rendered  tolerable  to  one  sense,  but 
fails  not  quickly  to  offend  some  other. 

Cresset  is  agreeable  and  easy.  His  comedy  called  the 
Mechant,  and  a  humorous  poem  entitled  Vert- Vert,  have 
original  merit.  He  was  bred  a  Jesuit  ;  but  his  wit  procured 
his  dismission  from  the  society.  This  last  work  particularly 
could  expect  no  pardon  from  the  Convent,  being  a  satire 
against  nunneries  ! 

D'Alembert  has  united  an  extensive  skill  in  scientifical 
learning  with  the  most  refined  taste  for  the  polite  arts. 
His  excellence  in  both  has  procured  him  a  seat  in  each 
academy. 

Diderot  is  an  elegant  writer  and  subtile  reasoner.  He  is 
the  supposed  author  of  the  famous  Thesis  which  the  Abbe 
Prade  sustained  before  the  doctors  of  the  Sorbonne.  It 
was  levelled  against  Christianity,  and  the  Sorbonne  too 
hastily  gave  it  their  sanction.  They  perceived  its  purport, 
however,  when  it  was  too  late.  The  college  was  brought 
into  some  contempt,  and  the  Abbe  obliged  to  take  refuge  at 
the  court  of  Berlin. 

The  Marquis  D'Argens  attempts  to  add  the  character  of 
a  philosopher  to  the  vices  of  a  debauchee. 

The  catalogue  might  be  increased  with  several  other 
authors  of  merit,  such  as  Marivaux,  Lc  Franc,  Saint  Foix, 
Destouches,  and  Modonville  ;  but  let  it  suffice  to  say,  that 
by  these  the  character  of  the  present  age  is  tolerably  sup- 
ported. Though  their  poets  seldom  rise  to  fine  enthusiasm, 
they  never  sink  into  absurdity  ;  though  they  fail  to  astonish, 
they  are  generally  possessed  of  talents  to  please. 

The  age  of  Louis  XIV,  notwithstanding  these  respectable 
names,  is  still  vastly  superior.  For,  beside  the  general 
tendency  of  critical  corruption,  which  shall  be  spoken  of  by 
and  by,  there  are  other  symptoms  which  indicate  a  decline. 
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There  is,  for  instance,  a  fondness  of  scepticism,  which  runs 
through  the  works  of  some  of  their  most  applauded  writers, 
and  which  the  numerous  class  of  their  imitators  have  contri- 
buted to  diffiise.  Nothing  can  be  a  more  certain  sign  that 
genius  is  in  the  wane,  than  its  being  obliged  to  fly  to  paradox 
for  support,  and  attempting  to  be  erroneously  agreeable.  A 
man  who,  with  all  the  impotence  of  wit,  and  all  the  eager 
desires  of  infidelity,  writes  against  the  religion  of  his  country, 
may  raise  doubts,  but  will  never  give  conviction  ;  all  he  can 
do  is  to  render  society  less  happy  than  he  found  it.  It  was 
a  good  manner  which  the  father  of  the  late  poet  Saint  Foix, 
took  to  reclaim  his  son  from  this  juvenile  error.  The  young 
poet  had  shut  himself  up  for  some  time  in  his  study  ;  and 
his  father,  willing  to  know  what  had  engaged  his  attention 
so  closely,  upon  entering,  found  him  busied  in  drawing  up 
a  new  system  of  religion,  and  endeavouring  to  shew  the 
absurdity  of  that  already  established.  The  old  man  knew 
by  experience,  that  it  was  useless  to  endeavour  to  convince 
a  vain  young  man  by  right  reason,  so  only  desired  his 
company  up  stairs.  When  come  into  the  fatlier's  apart- 
ment, he  takes  his  son  by  the  hand,  and,  drawing  back  a 
curtain  at  one  end  of  the  room,  discovered  a  crucifix  exqui- 
sitely painted.  "  My  son,"  says  he,  "  you  desire  to  change 
the  religion  of  your  countrj', — behold  the  fate  of  a  reformer." 
The  truth  is,  vanity  is  more  apt  to  misguide  men  than  false 
reasoning.  As  some  would  rather  be  conspicuous  in  a  mob, 
than  unnoticed  even  in  a  privy-council,  so  others  choose 
rather  to  be  foremost  in  the  retinue  of  error,  than  follow  in 
the  train  of  truth.  What  influence  the  conduct  of  such 
writers  may  have  on  the  morals  of  a  people,  is  not  my 
business  here  to  determine.  Certain  I  am,  that  it  has  a 
manifest  tendency  to  subvert  the  literary  merits  of  the 
country  in  view.  The  change  of  religion  in  every  nation 
has  hitherto  produced  barbarism  and  ignorance  ;  and  such 
will  be  probably  its  consequences  in  every  future  period. 
For  when  the  laws  and  opinions  of  society  are  made  to 
clash,  harmony  is  dissolved,  and  all  the  parts  of  peace  una- 
voidably crushed  in  the  encounter. 

The  writers  of  this  country  have  also  of  late  fallen  into  a 
method  of  considering  every  part  of  art  and  science  as 
arising  from  simple  principles.  The  success  of  Montesquieu, 
and  one  or  two  more,  has  induced  all  the  subordinate  ranks 
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of  genius  into  vicious  imitation.  To  this  end  they  turn  to 
our  view  that  side  of  the  subject  which  contributes  to  support 
their  hypothesis,  while  the  objections  are  generally  passed 
over  in  silence.  Thus  an  universal  system  rises  from  a 
partial  representation  of  the  question,  a  whole  is  concluded 
from  a  part,  a  book  appears  entirely  new,  and  the  fancy- 
built  fabric  is  styled  for  a  short  time  very  ingenious.  In 
this  manner,  we  have  seen  of  late  almost  every  subject  in 
morals,  natural  history,  politics,  economy,  and  commerce 
treated.  Subjects  naturally  proceeding  on  many  principles, 
and  some  even  opposite  to  each  other,  are  all  taught  to 

f)roceed  along  the  line  of  systematic  simplicity,  and  continue, 
ike  other  agreeable  falsehoods,  extremely  pleasing  till  they 
are  detected. 

I  must  still  add  another  fault,  of  a  nature  somewhat 
similar  to  the  former.  As  those  above  mentioned  are  for 
contracting  a  single  science  into  system,  so  those  I  am 
going  to  speak  of,  are  for  drawing  up  a  system  of  all  the 
sciences  united.  Such  undertakings  as  these  are  carried  on 
by  different  writers  cemented  into  one  body,  and  concurring 
in  the  same  design  by  the  mediation  of  a  bookseller.  From 
these  inauspicious  combinations  proceed  those  monsters  of 
learning,  the  Trevoux,  Encyclopedies,  and  Bibliotheques  of 
the  age.  In  making  these,  men  of  every  rank  in  literature 
are  employed,  wits  and  dunces  contribute  their  share,  and 
Diderot,  as  well  as  Desmaretz,  are  candidates  for  oblivion. 
The  genius  of  the  first  supplies  the  gale  of  favour,  and  the 
latter  adds  the  useful  ballast  of  stupidity.  By  such  means, 
the  enormous  mass  heavily  makes  its  way  among  the  public, 
and,  to  borrow  a  bookseller's  phrase,  the  whole  impression 
moves  off.  These  great  collections  of  learning  may  serve 
to  make  us  inwardly  repine  at  our  own  ignorance  ;  may 
serve,  when  gilt  and  lettered,  to  adorn  the  lower  shelves  of 
a  regular  librarj' ;  but  wo  to  the  reader  who,  not  daunted 
at  the  immense  distance  between  one  great  pasteboard  and 
the  other,  opens  the  volume,  and  explores  his  way  through 
a  region  so  extensive,  but  barren  of  entertainment.  No 
unexpected  landscape  there  to  delight  the  imagination  ;  no 
diversity  of  prospect  to  cheat  the  painful  journey.  He  sees 
the  wide  extended  desert  lie  before  him  :  what  is  past  only 
increases  his  terror  of  what  is  to  come.  His  course  is  not 
half  finished  ;  he  looks  behind  him  with  afl'right,  and  forward 
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with  despair.  Persererance  is  at  la»t  overcome,  and  a 
night  of  oblivion  lends  its  friendly  aid  to  terminate  the 
perplexity. 


CHAPTER  Mil. 

OF  LEABNING  TN  GREAT  BRITAIV. 

To  acquire  a  character  for  learning  among  the  English  at 
present  it  is  necessary  to  know  much  more  than  is  either 
important  or  useful.  It  seems  the  spirit  of  the  times  for 
men  here  to  exhaust  their  natural  sagacity  in  exploring  the 
intricacies  of  another  man's  thought,  and  thus  never  to  have 
leisure  to  think  for  themselves.  Others  have  carried  on 
learning  from  that  stage,  where  the  good  sense  of  our 
ancestors  have  thought  it  too  minute,  or  too  speculative,  to 
instruct  or  amuse.  By  the  industry  of  such,  the  sciences, 
•which  in  themselves  are  easy  of  access,  affright  the  learner 
with  the  severity  of  their  appearance.  He  sees  them 
surroimded  with  speculation  and  subtlety,  placed  there  by 
their  professors  as  if  with  a  view  of  deterring  his  approach. 
Hence  it  happens,  that  the  generality  of  readers  fly  from 
the  scholar  to  the  compiler,  who  offers  them  a  more  safe  and 
speedy  conveyance. 

From  this  fault,  also,  arises  that  mutual  contempt  between 
the  scholar  and  the  man  of  the  world,  of  which  everj-  day's 
experience  fumisheth  instances. 

The  man  of  taste,  however,  stands  neutral  in  this  con- 
troversy. He  seems  placed  in  a  middle  station,  between 
the  world  and  the  cell,  between  learning  and  common  sense. 
He  teaches  the  vulgar  on  what  part  of  a  character  to  lay 
the  emphasis  of  praise,  and  the  scholar  where  to  point  his 
application  so  as  to  deserve  it.  By  his  means,  even  the 
philosopher  acquires  popular  applause,  and  all  that  are 
truly  great  the  admiration  of  posterity.  By  means  of  polite 
learning  alone,  the  patriot  and  the  hero,  the  man  who 
praiseth  virtue  and  he  who  practises  it,  who  fights  success- 
fully for  his  country  or  who  dies  in  its  defence,  becomes 
immortal.  But  this  taste  now  seems  cultivated  with  less 
ardour  than  formerly,  and  consequently  the  public  must  one 
day  expect  to  see  the  advantages  arising  from  it,  and  the 
exquisite  pleasures  it  affords  our  leisure,  entirely  annihilated. 
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For  if,  as  it  should  seem,  the  rewards  of  genius  are  impro- 
perly directed  ;  if  those  who  are  capable  of  supporting  the 
honour  of  the  times  by  their  writings  prefer  opulence  to 
fame  ;  if  the  stage  should  be  shut  to  writers  of  merit,  and 
open  only  to  interest  or  intrigue  ;  if  such  should  happen  to 
be  the  vile  complexion  of  the  times,  (and  that  it  is  nearly  so 
we  shall  shortly  see ;)  the  very  virtue  of  the  age  will  be 
forgotten  by  posterity,  and  nothing  remembered,  except  our 
filling  a  chasm  in  the  registers  of  time,  or  having  served  to 
continue  the  species. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

OF  REWARDING  GENIUS  IN  ENGLAND. 

There  is  nothing  authors  are  more  apt  to  lament,  thau 
want  of  encouragement  from  the  age.  Whatever  their 
differences  in  other  respects,  they  are  all  ready  to  unite  in 
this  complaint,  and  each  indirectly  offers  himself  as  an 
instance  of  the  truth  of  his  assertion. 

The  beneficed  divine,  whose  wants  are  only  imaginary, 
expostulates  as  bitterly  as  the  poorest  author.  Should 
interest  or  good  fortune  advance  the  divine  to  a  bishopric, 
or  the  poor  son  of  Parnassus  into  that  place  which  the  other 
has  resigned,  both  are  authors  no  longer  :  the  one  goes  to 
prayers  once  a-day,  kneels  upon  cushions  of  velvet,  and 
thanks  gracious  Heaven  for  having  made  the  circumstances 
of  all  mankind  so  extremely  happy  ;  the  other  battens  on  all 
the  delicacies  of  life,  enjoys  his  wife  and  his  easy  chair,  and 
sometimes,  for  the  sake  of  conversation,  deplores  the  luxury 
of  these  degenerate  days. 

All  encouragements  to  merit  are  therefore  misapplied, 
which  make  the  author  too  rich  to  continue  his  profession. 
There  can  be  nothing  more  just  than  the  old  observation, 
that  authors,  like  running  horses,  should  be  fed,  but  not 
fattened.  If  we  would  continue  them  in  our  service,  we 
should  reward  them  with  a  little  money  and  a  great  deal  of 
praise,  still  keeping  their  avarice  subservient  to  their  ambi- 
tion. Not  that  1  think  a  writer  incapable  of  filling  an 
employment  with  dignity  :  I  would  only  insinuate,  that 
when  made  a  bishop  or  statesman,  he  will  continue  to  please 
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US  as  a  ^vriter  no  longer ;  as,  to  resume  a  former  allusion, 
the  running  horse,  when  fattened,  will  still  be  fit  for  ver\' 
useful  purposes,  though  unqualified  for  a  courser. 

No  nation  gives  greater  encouragements  to  learning  than 
we  do  ;  yet,  at  the  same  time,  none  are  so  injudicious  in 
the  application.  We  seem  to  confer  them  with  the  same 
view  that  statesmen  have  been  known  to  grant  employments 
at  court,  rather  as  bribes  to  silence  than  incentives  to  emu- 
lation. 

Upon  this  principle,  all  our  magnificent  endowments  of 
colleges  are  erroneous  ;  and,  at  best,  more  frequently  enrich 
the  prudent  than  reward  the  ingenious.  A  lad,  whose 
passions  are  not  strong  enough  in  youth  to  mislead  him 
from  that  path  of  science  which  his  tutors,  and  not  his 
inclinations,  have  chalked  out,  by  four  or  five  years'  perse- 
verance, may  probably  obtain  everj'  advantage  and  honour 
his  college  can  bestow.  I  forget  whether  the  simile  has 
been  used  before,  but  I  would  compare  the  man,  whose 
youth  has  been  thus  passed  in  the  tranquillity  of  dispassionate 
prudence,  to  liquors  which  never  ferment,  and  consquentlv, 
continue  always  muddy.  Passions  may  raise  a  commotion 
in  the  youthful  breast,  but  they  disturb  only  to  refine  it. 
However  this  be,  mean  talents  are  often  rewarded  in 
colleges  with  an  easy  subsistence.  The  candidates  for 
preferments  of  this  kind,  often  regard  their  admission  as  a 
patent  for  future  indolence  ;  so  that  a  life  begun  in  studious 
labour,  is  often  continued  in  luxurious  indolence. 

Among  the  universities  abroad,  I  have  ever  observed 
their  riches  and  their  learning  in  a  reciprocal  proportion, 
their  stupidity  and  pride  increasing  with  their  opulence. 
Happening  once,  in  conversation  with  Gaubius  of  Leyden, 
to  mention  tlie  college  of  Edinburgh,  he  began  by  com- 
plaining, that  all  the  English  students  which  formerly  came 
to  his  university,  now  went  entirely  there  ;  and  the  fact 
surprised  him  more,  as  Leyden  was  now  as  well  as  ever 
furnished  with  masters,  excellent  in  their  respective  pro- 
fessions. He  concluded  by  asking,  if  the  professors  of 
Edinburgh  were  rich?  I 'replied,  that  the  salary  of  a 
professor  there  seldom  amounted  to  more  than  thirty  pounds 
a-year,  "  Poor  men,"  says  he,  "  I  heartily  wish  they  were 
better  provided  for  ;  until  they  become  rich,  we  can  have 
no  expectation  of  English  students  at  Leyden." 

Premiums,  also,  proposed  for  literary"  excellence,  when 
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given  as  encouragements  to  boys,  may  be  useful ;  but  when 
designed  as  rewards  to  men,  are  certainly  misapplied.  We 
have  seldom  seen  a  performance  of  any  great  merit,  in 
consequence  of  rewards  proposed  in  this  manner.  Who 
has  ever  observed  a  writer  of  any  eminence,  a  candidate  in 
so  precarious  a  contest  ?  The  man  who  knows  the  real 
value  of  his  own  genius,  will  no  more  venture  it  upon  an 
uncertainty,  than  he,  who  knows  the  true  use  of  a  guinea, 
will  stake  it  with  a  sharper. 

Every  encouragement  given  to  stupidity,  when  known  to 
be  such,  is  also  a  negative  insult  upon  genius.  This  appears 
in  nothing  more  evident,  than  the  undistinguished  success 
of  those  who  solicit  subscriptions.  When  first  brought  into 
fashion,  subscriptions  were  conferred  upon  the  ingenious 
alone,  or  those  who  were  reputed  such.  But  at  present,  we 
see  them  made  a  resource  of  indigence,  and  requested,  not  as 
rewards  of  merit,  but  as  a  relief  of  distress.  If  tradesmen 
happen  to  want  skill  in  conducting  their  own  business,  yet 
they  are  able  to  write  a  book  ;  if  mechanics  want  money, 
or  ladies  shame,  they  write  books  and  solicit  subscriptions. 
Scarcely  a  morning  passes,  that  proposals  of  this  nature  are 
not  thrust  into  the  half-opening  doors  of  the  rich,  with, 
perhaps,  a  paltry  petition,  shewing  the  author's  wants,  but 
not  his  merits.  I  would  not  willingly  prevent  that  pity 
which  is  due  to  indigence  ;  but  while  the  streams  of  liberality 
are  thus  diffused,  they  must,  in  the  end,  become  proportionably 
shallow. 

What,  then,  are  the  proper  encouragements  of  genius  ? 
I  answer,  subsistence  and  respect;  for  these  are  rewards 
congenial  to  its  nature.  Every  animal  has  an  aliment 
peculiarly  suited  to  its  constitution.  The  heavy  ox  seeks 
nourishment  from  earth  ;  the  light  chameleon  has  been 
supposed  to  exist  on  air  ;  a  sparer  diet  even  than  this  will 
satisfy  the  man  of  true  genius,  for  he  makes  a  luxurious 
banquet  upon  empty  applause.  It  is  this  alone  which  has 
inspired  all  that  ever  was  truly  great  and  noble  among  us. 
It  is,  as  Cicero  finely  calls  it,  the  echo  of  virtue.  Avarice 
is  the  passion  of  inferior  natures  —  money  the  pay  of  the 
common  herd.  The  author  who  draws  his  quill  merely  to 
take  a  purse,  no  more  deserves  success  than  he  who  presents 
a  pistol. 

When  the  link  between  patronage  and  learning  was 
entire,  then  all  who  deserved  fume  were  in  a  capacity  of 
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sttaining  it.  When  the  great  Somers  was  at  the  helm, 
patronage  was  fashionable  among  our  nobility.  The  middle 
ranks  of  mankind,  who  generally  imitate  the  great,  then 
followed  their  example,  and  applauded  from  fashion,  if  not 
from  feeling.  I  have  heard  an  old  poet  *  of  that  glorious 
age  say,  that  a  dinner  with  his  lordship  has  procured  him 
invitations  for  the  whole  week  following — that  an  airing  in 
his  patron's  chariot  has  supplied  him  with  a  citizen's  coach 
on  every  future  occasion.  For  who  would  not  be  proud  to 
entertain  a  man  who  kept  so  much  good  company  ? 

But  this  link  now  seems  entirely  broken.  Since  the 
days  of  a  certain  prime  minister,  of  inglorious  memory,  the 
learned  have  been  kept  pretty  much  at  a  distance.  A 
jockey,  or  a  laced  player,  supplies  the  place  of  the  scholar, 
poet,  or  the  man  of  virtue.  Those  conversations,  once  the 
result  of  wisdom,  wit,  and  innocence,  are  now  turned  to 
humbler  topics,  little  more  being  expected  from  a  companion 
than  a  laced  coat,  a  pliant  bow,  and  an  immoderate  friendship 
for a  well  served  table. 

Wit,  when  neglected  by  the  great,  is  generally  despised 
by  the  vulgar.  Those  who  are  unacquainted  with  the  world, 
are  apt  to  fancy  the  man  of  wit  as  leading  a  very  agreeable 
life.  They  conclude,  perhaps,  that  he  is  attended  to  with 
silent  admiration,  and  dictates  to  the  rest  of  mankind  with 
all  the  eloquence  of  conscious  superiority.  Verj-  different 
is  his  present  situation.  He  is  called  an  author,  and  all 
know  that  an  author  is  a  thing  only  to  be  laughed  at.  His 
person,  not  his  jest,  becomes  the  mirth  of  the  company. 
At  his  approach,  the  most  fat  unthinking  face  brightens  into 
malicious  meaning.  Even  aldermen  laugh,  and  revenge  oa 
him  the  ridicule  which  was  lavished  on  their  forefathers  : 

Etiam  victis  redit  in  praecordia  virtus, 
Victoresque  cadunt. 

It  is,  indeed,  a  reflection  somewhat  mortifj-ing  to  the 
author,  who  breaks  his  ranks,  and  singles  out  for  public 
favour,  to  think  that  he  must  combat  contempt  before  he 
can  arrive  at  glory — that  he  must  expect  to  have  all  the 
fools  of  society  united  against  him,  before  he  can  hope  for 
the  applause  of  the  judicious.     For  this,  however,  he  must 

*  Dr  Young. 
VOL.  IV.  C 
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prepare  beforehand ;  as  those  who  have  no  idea  of  the 
difficulty  of  his  employment,  will  be  apt  to  regard  his 
inactivity  as  idleness  —  and  not  having  a  notion  of  the 
pangs  of  uncomplying  thought  in  themselves,  it  is  not  to  be 
expected  they  should  have  any  desire  of  rewarding  it  in 
others. 

Voltaire  has  finely  described  the  hardships  a  man  must 
encounter,  who  writes  for  the  public.  I  need  make  no 
apology  for  the  length  of  the  quotation  : 

"  Your  fate,  my  dear  Le  Fevre,  is  too  strongly  marked 
to  permit  your  retiring.  The  bee  must  toil  in  making  honey, 
the  silk-worm  must  spin,  the  philosopher  must  dissect  them, 
and  you  are  bom  to  sing  of  their  labours.  You  must  be  a 
poet  and  a  scholar,  even  though  your  inclinations  should 
resist :  nature  is  too  strong  for  inclination.  But  hope  not, 
my  friend,  to  find  tranquillity  in  the  employment  you  are 
going  to  pursue.  The  route  of  genius  is  not  less  obstructed 
with  disappointment  than  that  of  ambition. 

"  If  you  have  the  misfortune  not  to  excel  in  your  pro 
fession  as  a  poet,  repentance  must  tincture  all  your  future 
enjoyments  :  if  you  succeed,  you  make  enemies.  You 
tread  a  narrow  path  :  contempt  on  one  side,  and  hatred 
on  the  other,  are  ready  to  seize  you  upon  the  slightest 
deviation. 

"  But  why  must  I  be  hated?  you  will  perhaps  reply  ;  why 
must  I  be  persecuted  for  having  written  a  pleasing  poem, 
for  having  produced  an  applauded  tragedy,  or  for  otherwise 
instructing  or  amusing  mankind  or  myself? 

"  My  dear  friend,  these  very  successes  shall  render  you 
miserable  for  life.  Let  me  suppose  your  performance  has 
merit — let  me  suppose  you  have  surmounted  the  teazing 
employments  of  printing  and  publishing, — how  will  you  be 
able  to  lull  the  critics.  Mho,  like  Cerberus,  arc  posted  at  all 
the  avenues  of  literature,  and  who  settle  the  merits  of  every 
new  performance  ?  How,  I  say,  will  you  be  able  to  make 
them  open  in  your  favour  ?  There  are  always  three  or  four 
literary  journals  in  France,  as  many  in  Holland,  each  sup- 
porting opposite  interests.  The  booksellers  who  guide 
these  periodical  compilations,  find  their  account  in  being 
severe ;  the  authors  employed  by  them  have  wretchedness 
to  add  to  their  natural  malignity.  The  majority  may  be  in 
vour  favour,  but  you  may  depend  on  being  torn  by  the  rest. 
Loaded  with  unmerited  scurrility,  perhaps  you  reply ;  the/ 
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rejoin  ;  both  plead  at  the  bar  of  the  public,  and  both  are 
condemned  to  ridicule. 

"  But  if  you  write  for  the  stage,  your  case  is  still  more 
worthy  of  compassion.  You  are  there  to  be  judged  by  men 
whom  the  custom  of  the  times  has  rendered  contemptible. 
Irritated  by  their  own  inferiority,  they  exert  all  their  little 
tyranny  upon  you,  revenging  upon  the  author  the  insults 
they  receive  from  the  public.  From  such  men,  then,  you 
are  to  expect  your  sentence.  Suppose  your  piece  admitted, 
acted  :  one  single  ill-natured  jest  from  the  pit  is  sufficient 
to  cancel  all  your  labours.  But  allowing  that  it  succeeds, 
there  are  an  hundred  squibs  flying  all  abroad  to  prove  that 
it  should  not  have  succeeded.  You  shall  find  your  brightest 
scenes  burlesqued  by  the  ignorant  ;  and  the  learned,  who 
know  a  little  Greek,  and  nothing  of  their  native  language, 
affect  to  despise  you. 

"  But,  perhaps,  with  a  panting  heart  you  carry  your  piece 
before  a  woman  of  quality.  She  gives  the  labours  of  your 
brain  to  her  maid  to  be  cut  into  shreds  for  curling  her  hair  ; 
while  the  laced  footman,  who  carries  the  gaudy  livery  of 
luxury,  insults  your  appearance,  who  bear  the  livery  of 
indigence. 

"  But  granting  your  excellence  has  at  last  forced  envy  to 
confess  that  your  works  have  some  merit  ;  this,  then,  is  all 
the  reward  you  can  expect  while  living.  However,  for  this 
tribute  of  applause,  you  must  expect  persecution.  You  will 
be  reputed  the  author  of  scandal  which  you  have  never  seen, 
of  verses  you  despise,  and  of  sentiments  directly  contrary  to 
your  own.  In  short,  you  must  embark  in  some  one  party, 
or  all  parties  will  be  against  you. 

"  There  are  among  us  a  number  of  learned  societies, 
where  a  lady  presides,  Mhose  wit  begins  to  twinkle  when  the 
splendour  of  her  beauty  begins  to  decline.  One  or  two  men 
of  learning  compose  her  ministers  of  state.  These  must  be 
flattered,  or  made  enemies  by  being  neglected.  Thus,  though 
you  had  the  merit  of  all  antiquity  united  in  your  person, 
you  grow  old  in  misery  and  disgrace.  Every  place  designed 
for  men  of  letters,  is  filled  up  by  men  of  intrigue.  Some 
nobleman's  private  tutor,  some  court  flatterer,  shall  bear 
away  the  prize,  and  leave  you  to  anguish  and  to  disappoint- 
ment." 

Yet  it  were  well  if  none  but  the  dunces  of  society  were 
combined  to  render  the  profession  of  an  author  ridiculous  or 
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unhappy.  Men  of  the  first  eminence  are  often  found  to  indulge 
this  illiberal  vein  of  raillery.  Two  contending  writers  often, 
by  the  opposition  of  their  wit,  render  their  profession  con- 
temptible in  the  eyes  of  ignorant  persons,  who  should  have 
been  taught  to  admire.  And  yet,  whatever  the  reader  may 
think  of  himself,  it  is  at  least  two  to  one  but  he  is  a  greater 
blockhead  than  the  most  scribbling  dunce  he  affects  to 
despise. 

The  poet's  poverty  is  a  standing  topic  of  contempt.  His 
writing  for  bread  is  an  unpardonable  offence.  Perhaps  of 
all  mankind  an  author  in  these  times  is  used  most  hardly. 
We  keep  him  poor,  and  yet  revile  his  povert}'.  Like  angry 
parents  who  correct  their  children  till  they  cry,  and  then 
correct  them  for  crying,  we  reproach  him  for  living  by  his 
wit,  and  yet  allow  him  no  other  means  to  live. 

His  taking  refuge  in  garrets  and  cellars,  has  of  late  been 
violently  objected  to  him,  and  that  by  men  who,  I  dare  hope, 
are  more  apt  to  pity  than  insult  his  distress.  Is  poverty  the 
writer's  fault  ?  No  doubt  he  knows  how  to  prefer  a  bottle 
of  champaign  to  the  nectar  of  the  neighbouring  alehouse, 
oi  a  venison  pasty  to  a  plate  of  potatoes.  Want  of  delicacy 
is  not  in  him,  but  in  us,  who  deny  him  the  opportunity  of 
making  an  elegant  choice. 

Wit  certainly  is  the  property  of  those  who  have  it,  nor 
should  we  be  displeased  if  it  is  the  only  property  a  man 
sometimes  has.  We  must  not  underrate  him  who  uses  it 
for  subsistence,  and  flies  from  the  ingratitude  of  the  age 
even  to  a  bookseller  for  redress.  If  the  profession  of  an 
author  is  to  be  laughed  at  by  the  stupid,  it  is  certainly  better 
to  be  contemptibly  rich,  than  contemptibly  poor.  For  all 
the  wit  that  ever  adorned  the  human  mind,  will  at  present 
no  more  shield  the  author's  poverty  from  ridicule,  than  his 
high-topped  gloves  conceal  the  unavoidable  omissions  of  his 
laundress. 

To  be  more  serious  :  new  fashions,  follies,  and  vices,  make 
new  monitors  necessary  in  every  age.  An  author  may  be 
considered  as  a  merciful  substitute  to  the  legislature.  He 
acts,  not  by  punishing  crimes,  but  preventing  them.  How- 
ever virtuous  the  present  age,  there  may  be  still  growing 
employment  for  ridicule  or  reproof,  for  persuasion  or  satire. 
If  the  author  be  therefore  still  so  necessary  among  us,  let 
us  treat  him  with  proper  consideration  as  a  child  of  the 
public,  not  a  rent-charge  on  the  community.     And  indeed 
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a  cMd  of  the  public  he  is  in  all  respects  ;  for  while  so  well 
able  to  direct  others,  how  incapable  is  he  frequently  found 
of  gniding  himself!  His  simplicity  exposes  him  to  all 
the  insidious  approaches  of  cunning  ;  his  sensibility,  to 
the  slightest  invasions  of  contempt.  Though  possessed  of 
fortitude  to  stand  unmoved  the  expected  bursts  of  an  earth- 
quake, yet  of  feelings  so  exquisitely  poignant  as  to  agonize 
under  the  slightest  disappointment.  Broken  rest,  tasteless 
meals,  and  causeless  anxiety,  shorten  his  life,  or  render  it 
unfit  for  active  employment  ;  prolonged  vigils  and  intense 
application  still  farther  contract  his  span,  and  make  his  time 
glide  insensibly  away.  Let  us  not,  then,  aggravate  those 
natural  inconveniences  by  neglect  ;  we  have  had  sufficient 
instances  of  this  kind  already.  Sale  and  Moore  will  suffice 
for  one  age  at  least.  But  they  are  dead,  and  their  sorrows 
are  over.  The  neglected  author  of  the  Persian  Eclogues, 
which,  however  inaccurate,  excel  any  in  our  language,  is 
still  alive.  Happj',  if  imeruible  of  our  neglect,  not  ragiiig  at 
our  ingratitude.*  It  is  enough  that  the  age  has  already 
produced  instances  of  men  pressing  foremost  in  the  lists  of 
fame,  and  worthy  of  better  times  ;  schooled  by  continued 
adversity  into  an  hatred  of  their  kind,  flying  from  thought 
to  drunkenness,  yielding  to  the  united  pressure  of  labour, 
penury,  and  sorrow,  sinking  unheeded,  without  one  friend 
to  drop  a  tear  on  their  unattended  obsequies,  and  indebted 
to  charity  for  a  grave. 

The  author,  when  unpatronized  by  the  great,  has  naturally 
recourse  to  the  bookseller.  There  cannot  be  perhaps 
imagined  a  combination  more  prejudicial  to  taste  than  this. 
It  is  the  interest  of  the  one  to  allow  as  little  for  writing, 
and  of  the  other  to  write  as  much,  as  possible.  Accordingly, 
tedious  compilations  and  periodical  magazines  are  the  result 
of  their  joint  endeavours.  In  these  circumstances,  the  author 
bids  adieu  to  fame,  writes  for  bread,  and  for  that  only  ima- 
gination is  seldom  called  in.  He  sits  down  to  address  the 
venal  muse  with  the  most  phlegmatic  apathy  ;  and  as  we 
are  told  of  the  Russian,  courts  his  mistress  by  falling  asleep 
in  her  lap.  His  reputation  never  spreads  in  a  wider  circle 
than  that  of  the  trade,  who  generally  value  him,  not  for  the 
fineness  of  his  compositions,  but  the  quantity  he  works  off  in 
a  given  time. 

•  Our  author  here  alludes  to  the  insanity  of  Collins. 
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A  long  habit  of  writing  for  bread  thus  turns  the  ambition 
of  every  author  at  last  into  avarice.  He  finds  that  he  has 
wTitten  many  years,  that  the  public  are  scarcely  acquainted 
even  with  his  name ;  he  despairs  of  applause,  and  turns 
to  profit  which  invites  him.  He  finds  that  money  procures 
all  those  advantages,  that  respect,  and  that  ease,  which  he 
vainly  expected  from  fame.  Thus  the  man  who,  under  the 
protection  of  the  great,  might  have  done  honour  to  humanity, 
when  only  patronized  by  the  bookseller,  becomes  a  thing 
little  superior  to  the  fellow  who  works  at  the  press. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

OF  THE  MARKS  OT  LITEUAKY  DECAY  IN  FRANCE  AND  ENGLAND. " 

The  faults  already  mentioned  are  such  as  learning  is  often 
found  to  flourish  under  ;  but  there  is  one  of  a  much  more 
dangerous  nature,  which  has  begun  to  fix  itself  among  us, — 
I  mean  criticism,  which  may  properly  be  called  the  natural 
destroyer  of  polite  learning.  We  have  seen  that  critics,  or 
those  whose  only  business  is  to  write  books  upon  other 
books,  are  always  more  numerous,  as  learning  is  more 
diffused ;  and  experience  has  shewn,  that  instead  of  pro- 
moting its  interest,  which  they  profess  to  do,  they  generally 
injure  it.  This  decay  which  criticism  produces  may  be 
deplored,  but  can  scarcely  be  remedied,  as  the  man  who 
writes  against  the  critics  is  obliged  to  add  himself  to  the 
number.  Other  depravations  in  the  republic  of  letters,  such 
as  affectation  in  some  popular  writer,  leading  others  into 
vicious  imitation  ;  political  struggles  in  the  state  ;  a  depra- 
vity of  morals  among  the  people  ;  ill-directed  encouragement, 
or  no  encouragement,  from  the  great, — these  have  been  often 
found  to  co-operate  in  the  decline  of  literature  ;  and  it  has 
sometimes  declined,  as  in  modern  Italy,  without  them  ;  but 
an  increase  of  criticism  has  always  portended  a  decay.  Of 
all  misfortunes,  tlierefore,  in  the  commonwealth  of  letters, 
this  of  judging  from  rule,  and  not  from  feeling,  is  the  most 
severe.  At  such  a  tribunal  no  work  of  original  merit  can 
please.  Sublimity,  if  carried  to  an  exalted  height,  approaches 
burlesque,  and  humour  sinks  into  vulgarity.  The  person 
who  cannot  feel  may  ridicule  both  as  such,  and  bring  rules 
to.  corroborate  his  assertion.  There  is,  in  short,  no  excellence 
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in  WTiting  that  such  judges  may  not  place  among  the  neigh- 
bouring defects.  Rules  render  the  reader  more  difficult  to 
be  plea^ied,  and  abridge  the  author's  power  of  pleasing. 

If  we  turn  to  either  country,  we  shall  perceive  evident 
gvmptoms  of  this  natural  decay  beginning  to  appear.  Upon 
a  moderate  calculation,  there  seems  to  be  as  many  volumes 
of  criticism  published  in  those  countries,  as  of  all  other 
kinds  of  polite  erudition  united.  Paris  sends  forth  not  less 
than  four  literary  journals  every  month,  the  Annee-literaire, 
and  the  Feuille,  by  Freron ;  the  Journal  Etranger,  by  the 
Chevalier  d'Arc  ;  and  Le  Mercure,  by  Marmontel.  We 
have  two  literary  reviews*^  in  London.with  critical  newspapers 
and  magazines  without  number.  The  compilers  of  these 
resemble  the  commoners  of  Rome  ;  they  are  all  for  levelling 
property,  not  by  increasing  their  own,  but  by  diminishing 
that  of  others.  The  man  who  has  any  good  nature  in  his 
disposition  must,  however,  be  somewhat  displeased  to  see 
distinguished  reputations  often  the  sport  of  ignorance,  —  to 
see,  by  one  false  pleasantry,  the  future  peace  of  a  worthy 
man's  life  disturbed,  and  this  only,  because  he  has  unsuc- 
cessfully attempted  to  instruct  or  amuse  us.  Though  ill- 
nature  is  far  from  being  wit,  yet  it  is  generally  laughed  at  as 
such.  The  critic  enjoys  the  triumph,  and  ascribes  to  his 
parts  what  is  only  due  to  his  effrontery.  I  fire  with  indig- 
nation, when  I  see  persons  wholly  destitute  of  education  and 
genius  indent  to  the  press,  and  thus  turn  book-makers, 
adding  to  the  sin  of  criticism  the  sin  of  ignorance  also  ; 
whose  trade  is  a  bad  one,  and  who  are  bad  workmen  in  the 
trade. 

When  I  consider  those  industrious  men  as  indebted  to  the 
works  of  others  for  a  precarious  subsistence,  when  I  see 
them  coming  down  at  stated  intervals,  to  rummage  the 
bookseller's  counter  for  materials  to  work  upon,  it  raises  a 
smile,  though  mixed  with  pity.  It  reminds  me  of  an  animal 
called  by  naturalists  the  soldier.  "  This  little  creature,'"  says 
the  historian,  "  is  passionately  fond  of  a  shell,  but  not  being 
supplied  with  one  by  nature,  has  recourse  to  the  deserted 
shell  of  some  other.  I  have  seen  these  harmless  reptiles," 
continues  he,  "  come  down  once  a-year  from  the  moun- 
tains, rank  and  file,  cover  the  whole  shore,  and  ply  busily 
about,  each  in  request  of  a  shell  to  please  it.     Nothing  can 

•  The  MoNTHLr  and  the  Critical  :  Goldsmith  himself  was  a 
contributor  to  both. —  B. 
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be  more  amusing  than  their  industry  upon  this  occasion. 
One  shell  is  too  big,  another  too  little  :  they  enter  and  keep 
possession  sometimes  for  a  good  while,  untQ  one  is,  at  last, 
found  entirely  to  please.  When  all  are  thus  properly 
equipped,  they  march  up  again  to  the  mountains,  and  live 
in  their  new  acquisition  till  under  a  necessity  of  changing." 

There  is  indeed  scarcely  an  error  of  which  our  present 
writers  are  guilty,  that  does  not  arise  from  their  opposing 
systems  ;  there  is  scarcely  an  error  that  criticism  cannot  be 
brought  to  excuse.  From  this  proceeds  the  affected  security 
of  our  odes,  the  tuneless  flow  of  our  blank  verse,  the  pompous 
epithet,  laboured  diction,  and  every  other  deviation  from 
common  sense,  which  procures  the  poet  the  applause  of  the 
month  :  he  is  praised  by  all,  read  by  a  few,  and  soon 
forgotten. 

There  never  was  an  unbeaten  path  trodden  by  the  poet 
that  the  critic  did  not  endeavour  to  reclaim  him,  by  calling 
his  attempt  innovation.  This  might  be  instanced  in  Dante, 
who  first  followed  nature,  and  was  persecuted  by  the  critics 
as  long  as  he  lived.  Thus  novelty,  one  of  the  greatest 
beauties  in  poetry,  must  be  avoided,  or  the  connoisseur  be 
displeased.  It  is  one  of  the  chief  privileges,  however,  of 
genius,  to  fly  from  the  herd  of  imitators  by  some  happy 
singularity  ;  for,  should  he  stand  still,  his  heavy  pursuers 
will  at  length  certainly  come  up,  and  fairly  dispute  the 
victory. 

The  ingenious  Mr  Hogarth  us€d  to  assert,  that  every  one 
except  the  connoisseur  was  a  judge  of  painting.  The  same 
may  be  asserted  of  writing.  The  public,  in  general,  set  the 
whole  piece  in  the  proper  point  of  view  ;  the  critic  lays  his 
eye  close  to  all  its  minuteness,  and  condemns  or  approves  in 
detail.  And  this  may  be  the  reason  why  so  many  writers 
at  present  are  apt  to  appeal  from  the  tribunal  of  criticism 
to  that  of  the  people. 

From  a  desire  in  the  critic,  of  grafting  the  spirit  of  an- 
cient languages  upon  the  English,  have  proceeded  of  late 
several  disagreeable  instances  of  pedantry.  Among  the 
number,  I  think  we  may  reckon  blank  verse.  Nothing  but 
the  greatest  sublimity  of  subject  can  render  such  a  measure 
pleasing  ;  however,  we  now  see  it  used  upon  the  most 
trivial  occasions.  It  has  particularly  found  its  way  into  our 
didactic  poetry,  and  is  likely  to  bring  that  species  of  compo- 
sition into  disrepute,  for  which  the  English  are  deservedly 
famous. 
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Those  who  are  acquainted  with  writing,  know  that  our 
language  runs  almost  naturally  into  blank  verse.  The  writers 
of  our  novels,  romances,  and  all  of  this  class  who  have  no 
notion  of  style,  naturally  hobble  into  this  unharmonious 
measure.  If  rhymes,  therefore,  be  more  difficult,  for  that 
very  reason  I  would  have  our  poets  write  in  rhyme.  Such 
a  restriction  upon  the  thought  of  a  good  poet,  often  lifts  and 
increases  the  vehemence  of  every  sentiment ;  for  fancy,  like 
a  fountain,  plays  highest  by  diminishing  the  aperture.  But 
rhymes,  it  will  be  said,  are  a  remnant  of  monkish  stupidity, 
an  innovation  upon  the  poetry  of  the  ancients.  They  are 
but  indifferently  acquainted  with  antiquity  who  make  the 
assertion.  Rhymes  are  probably  of  older  date  than  either 
the  Greek  or  Latin  dactyl  and  spondee.  The  Celtic,  which 
is  allowed  to  be  the  first  language  spoken  in  Europe,  has 
ever  preserved  them,  as  we  may  find  in  the  Edda  of  Iceland, 
and  the  Irish  carols,  still  sung  among  the  original  inhabitants 
of  that  island.  Olaus  Wormius  gives  us  some  of  the 
Teutonic  poetry  in  this  way  ;  and  Pantoppidan,  bishop  of 
Bergen,  some  of  the  Norwegian.  In  short,  this  jingle  of 
sounds  is  almost  natural  to  mankind  ;  at  least  it  is  so  to  our 
language,  if  we  may  judge  from  many  unsuccessful  attempts 
to  throw  it  off. 

I  should  not  have  employed  so  much  time  in  opposing 
this  erroneous  innovation,  if  it  were  not  apt  to  introduce 
another  in  its  train,  —  I  mean,  a  disgusting  solemnity  of 
manner  into  our  poetry  ;  and,  as  the  prose  writer  has  been 
ever  found  to  follow  the  poet,  it  must  consequently  banish  in 
both  all  that  agreeable  trifling,  which,  if  I  may  so  express  it, 
often  deceives  us  into  instruction.  The  finest  sentiment  and 
the  most  weighty  truth  may  put  on  a  pleasant  face,  and  it  is 
even  virtuous  to  jest  when  serious  advice  must  be  disgusting. 
But,  instead  of  this,  the  most  trifling  performance  among  us 
now  assumes  all  the  didactic  stiffness  of  wisdom.  The  most 
diminutive  son  of  fame  or  of  famine  has  his  ive  and  his  us, 
his  firsUies  and  his  secondlies,  as  methodical  as  if  bound  in 
cow-hide  and  closed  with  clasps  of  brass.  Were  these 
Monthly  Reviews  and  Magazines  frothy,  pert,  or  absurd, 
they  might  find  some  pardon  ;  but  to  be  dull  and  dronish  is 
an  encroachment  on  the  prerogative  of  a  folio.  These 
things  should  be  considered  as  ]jills  to  purge  melancholy  ; 
they  should  be  made  up  in  our  splenetic  climate  to  be  taken 
as  physic,  and  not  so  as  to  be  used  when  we  take  it. 
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However,  b\'  the  power  of  one  single  monosyllable,  our 
critics  have  almost  got  the  victory  over  humour  amongst  us. 
Does  the  poet  paint  the  absurdities  of  the  vulgar,  then  he  is 
low ;  does  he  exaggerate  the  features  of  folly  to  render  it 
more  thoroughly  ridiculous,  he  is  then  very  low.  In  short, 
they  have  proscribed  the  comic  or  satirical  muse  from  every 
walk  but  high  life,  which,  though  abounding  in  fools  as  well 
as  the  humblest  station,  is  by  no  means  so  fruitful  in 
absurdity.  Among  well-bred  fools  we  may  despise  much, 
but  have  little  to  laugh  at  ;  nature  seems  to  present  us  with 
a  universal  blank  of  silk,  ribbons,  smiles,  and  whispers. 
Absurdity  is  the  poet's  game,  and  good-breeding  is  the  nice 
concealment  of  absurdities.  The  truth  is,  the  critic  generally 
mistakes  humour  for  wit,  which  is  a  very  different  excellence. 
Wit  raises  human  nature  above  its  level  ;  humour  acts  a 
contrarj'  part,  and  equally  depresses  it.  To  expect  exalted 
humour  is  a  contradiction  in  terms  ;  and  the  critic,  by 
demanding  an  impossibility  from  the  comic  poet,  has,  in 
eftect,  banished  new  comedy  from  the  stage.  But,  to  put 
the  same  thought  in  a  different  light,  when  an  unexpected 
similitude  in  two  objects  strikes  the  imagination  —  in  other 
words,  when  a  thing  is  wittily  expressed  —  all  our  pleasure 
turns  into  admiration  of  the  artist,  who  had  fancy  enough  to 
draw  the  picture.  When  a  thing  is  humorously  described, 
our  burst  of  laughter  proceeds  from  a  very  different  cause  : 
we  compare  the  absurdity  of  the  character  represented  with 
our  own,  and  triumph  in  our  conscious  superiority.  No 
natural  defect  can  be  a  cause  of  laughter,  because  it  is  a 
misfortune  to  which  ourselves  are  liable.  A  defect  of 
this  kind  changes  the  passion  into  pity  or  horror.  We  only 
laugh  at  those  instances  of  moral  absurdity,  to  which  we  are 
conscious  we  ourselves  are  not  liable.  For  instance,  should 
I  describe  a  man  as  wanting  his  nose,  there  is  no  humour  in 
this,  as  it  is  an  accident  to  which  human  nature  is  subject, 
and  may  be  any  man's  case  ;  but,  should  I  represent  this 
man  without  his  nose  as  extremely  curious  in  the  choice  of 
his  snuff-box,  we  here  see  him  guilty  of  an  absurdity  of 
which  we  imagine  it  impossible  for  ourselves  to  be  guilty, 
and  therefore  applaud  our  own  good  sense  on  the  compari- 
son. Thus  then,  the  pleasure  we  receive  from  wit  turns  on 
the  admiration  of  another ;  that  which  we  feel  from  humour, 
centres  in  the  admiration  of  ourselves.  The  poet,  therefore, 
must  place  the  object  he  would  have  the  subject  of  humour 
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in  a  state  of  inferiority  ;    in  other  words,  the  subject  of 
humour  must  be  iow. 

The  solemnity  worn  by  many  of  our  modern  %vriters,  is, 
I  fear,  often  the  mask  of  dulness  ;  for  certain  it  is,  it  seems 
to  fit  every  author  who  pleases  to  put  it  on.  By  the  com- 
plexion of  many  of  our  late  publications,  one  might  be  apt 
to  cry  out  with  Cicero,  Civem  mehercule  non  puto  esse  qui 
his  temporibus  ridere  possit  — "  On  my  conscience,  I  believe 
we  have  all  forgot  to  laugh  in  these  days."  Such  writers 
probably  make  no  distinction  between  what  is  praised  and 
what  is  pleasing  ;  between  those  commendations  which  the 
reader  pays  his  own  discernment,  and  those  which  are  the 
genuine  result  of  his  sensations.  It  were  to  be  wished, 
therefore,  that  we  no  longer  found  pleasure  with  the  inflated 
style  that  has  for  some  years  been  looked  upon  as  fine 
writing,  and  which  every  young  wTiter  is  now  obliged  to 
adopt,  if  he  chooses  to  be  read.  We  should  now  dispense 
with  loaded  epithet  and  dressing  up  trifles  with  dignity. 
For,  to  use  an  obvious  instance,  it  is  not  those  who  make 
the  greatest  noise  with  their  wares  in  the  streets  that  have 
most  to  sell.  Let  us,  instead  of  writing  finely,  try  to  write 
naturally  ;  not  hunt  after  lofty  expressions  to  deliver  mean 
ideas,  nor  be  for  ever  gaping,  when  we  only  mean  to  deliver 
a  whisper. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

OF  THE  STAGE. 

OfR  theatre  has  been  generally  confessed  to  share  in  this 
general  decline,  though  partaking  of  the  show  and  decora- 
tion of  the  Italian  opera,  with  the  propriety  and  declamation 
of  French  performance.  The  stage  also  is  more  magnificent 
with  us  than  any  other  in  Europe,  and  the  people  in  general 
fonder  of  theatrical  entertainment.  Yet  still  as  our  pleaisures, 
as  well  as  more  important  concerns,  are  generally  managed 
by  party,  the  stage  has  felt  its  influence.  The  managers, 
and  all  who  espouse  their  side,  are  for  decoration  and 
ornament  ;  the  critic,  and  all  who  have  studied  French 
decorum,  are  for  regularity  and  declamation.  Thus  it  is 
almost  impossible  to  please  both  parties  :  and  the  poet,  by 
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attempting  it,  finds  himself  often  incapable  of  pleasing 
either.  If  he  introduces  stage  pomp,  the  critic  consigns  his 
performance  to  the  vulgar  ;  if  he  indulges  in  recital  and 
simplicity,  it  is  accused  of  insipidity,  or  dry  affectation. 

From  the  nature,  therefore,  of  our  theatre,  and  the  genius 
of  our  country,  it  is  extremely  difficult  for  a  dramatic  poet 
to  please  his  audience.  But  happy  would  he  be,  were  these 
the  only  difficulties  he  had  to  encounter  ;  there  are  many 
other  more  dangerous  combinations  against  the  little  wit  of 
the  age.  Our  poet's  performance  must  undergo  a  process 
truly  chemical,  before  it  is  presented  to  the  public.  It  must 
be  tried  in  the  manager's  fire,  strained  through  a  licenser, 
suffer  from  repeated  corrections,  till  it  may  be  a  mere  caput 
mortuum  when  it  arrives  before  the  public. 

The  success,  however,  of  pieces  upon  the  stage  would  be 
of  little  moment,  did  it  not  influence  the  success  of  the  same 
piece  in  the  closet.  Nay,  1  think  it  would  be  more  for  the 
interests  of  virtue,  if  stage  performances  were  read,  not 
acted  ;  made  rather  our  companions  in  the  cabinet  than  on 
the  theatre.  While  we  are  readers,  every  moral  sentiment 
strikes  us  in  all  its  beauty,  but  the  love  scenes  are  frigid, 
tawdry,  and  disgusting.  When  we  are  spectators,  all  the 
persuasives  to  vice  receive  an  additional  lustre.  The  love 
scene  is  aggravated,  the  obscenity  heightened,  the  best 
actors  figure  in  the  most  debauched  characters,  while  the 
parts  of  morality,  as  they  are  called,  are  thrown  to  some 
mouthing  machine,  who  puts  even  virtue  out  of  countenance 
by  his  wretched  imitation. 

But  whatever  be  the  incentives  to  vice  which  are  found 
at  the  theatre,  public  pleasures  are  generally  less  guilty  than 
solitary  ones.  To  make  our  solitary  satisfaction  truly  inno- 
cent, the  actor  is  useful,  as  by  his  means  the  poet's  work 
makes  its  way  from  the  stage  to  the  closet ;  for  all  must 
allow,  that  the  reader  receives  more  benefit  by  perusing  a 
well  written  play,  than  by  seeing  it  acted. 

But  how  is  this  rule  inverted  on  our  theatres  at  present ! 
Old  pieces  are  revived,  and  scarcely  any  new  ones  admitted. 
The  actor  is  ever  in  our  eye,  and  the  poet  seldom  permitted 
to  appear  ;  the  public  are  again  obliged  to  ruminate  over 
those  hashes  of  absurdity,  which  were  disgusting  to  our 
ancestors  even  in  an  age  of  ignorance  ;  and  the  stage, 
instead  of  serving  the  people,  is  made  subservient  to  the 
interests  of  avarice. 
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We  seem  to  be  pretty  much  in  the  situation  of  travellers 
at  a  Scotch  inn  :  Vile  entertainment  is  served  up,  com- 
plained of,  and  sent  down,  up  comes  worse,  and  that  also 
is  changed ;  and  every  change  makes  our  WTCtched  cheer 
more  unsavoury.  What  must  be  done  ?  only  sit  down  con- 
tented, cry  up  all  that  comes  before  us,  and  admire  even  the 
absurdities  of  Shakespeare. 

Let  the  reader  suspend  his  censure.  I  admire  the 
beauties  of  this  great  father  of  our  stage  as  much  as  they 
deserve,  but  could  ^vish,  for  the  honour  of  our  country,  and 
for  his  honour  too,  that  many  of  his  scenes  were  forgotten. 
A  man  blind  of  one  eye  should  always  be  painted  in  profile. 
Let  the  spectator,  who  assists  at  any  of  these  new  revived 
pieces,  only  ask  himself  whether  he  would  approve  such  a 
performance  if  written  by  a  modern  poet  ?  I  fear  he  will 
find  that  much  of  his  applause  proceeds  merely  from  the 
sound  of  a  name,  and  an  empty  veneration  for  antiquity. 
In  fact,  the  revival  of  those  pieces  of  forced  humour,  far- 
fetched conceit,  and  unnatural  hyperbole,  which  have  been 
ascribed  to  Shakespeare,  is  rather  gibbetting  than  raising  a 
statue  to  his  memory  ;  it  is  rather  a  trick  of  the  actor,  who 
thinks  it  safest  acting  in  exaggerated  characters,  and  who, 
by  outstepping  nature,  chooses  to  exhibit  the  ridiculous 
outre  of  a  harlequin  under  the  sanction  of  that  venerable 
name. 

What  strange  vamped  comedies,  farcical  tragedies,  or 
what  shall  I  call  them,  speaking  pantomimes,  have  we  not 
of  late  seen !  No  matter  what  the  play  may  be,  it  is  the 
actor  who  draws  an  audience.  He  throws  life  into  all  ;  all 
are  in  spirits  and  merry,  in  at  one  door  and  out  at  another  ; 
the  spectator,  in  a  fool's  paradise,  knows  not  what  all  this 
means,  till  the  last  act  conclmles  in  matrimony.  The  piece 
pleases  our  critics,  because  it  talks  old  English  ;  and  it 
pleases  the  galleries,  because  it  has  ribaldry.  True  taste, 
or  even  common  sense,  are  out  of  the  question. 

But  great  art  must  be  sometimes  used  before  they  can 
thus  impose  upon  the  public.  To  this  purpose,  a  prologue 
written  with  some  spirit  generally  precedes  the  piece,  to 
inform  us  that  it  was  comjjosed  by  Shakespeare,  or  old  Ben, 
or  somebody  else  who  took  them  for  his  model.  A  face  of 
iron  could  not  have  the  assuruiC!  to  avow  dislike  ;  the 
theatre  has  its  partisans  who  uinUirsiatid  the  force  of  com- 
binations, trained  up  to  vocifer.iUon,  cJupping  of  hands  and 
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clattering  of  sticks  :  and  though  a  man  niiglit  have  strength 
sufficient  to  overcome  a  Hon  in  single  combat,  he  may  run 
the  risk  of  being  devoured  by  an  army  of  ants. 

I  am  not  insensible,  that  third  nights  are  disagreeable 
drawbacks  upon  the  annual  profits  of  the  stage.  I  am  con- 
fident it  is  much  more  to  the  manager's  advantage  to  furbish 
up  all  the  lumber  which  the  good  sense  of  our  ancestors, 
but  for  his  care,  had  consigned  to  oblivion.  It  is  not  with 
him,  therefore,  but  with  the  public  I  would  expostulate  ; 
they  have  a  right  to  demand  respect,  and  surely  those  newly 
revived  plays  are  no  instances  of  the  manager's  deference. 

I  have  been  informed  that  no  new  play  can  be  admitted 
upon  our  theatres  unless  the  author  chooses  to  wait  some 
years,  or,  to  use  the  phrase  in  fashion,  till  it  comes  to  be 
played  in  turn.  A  poet  thus  can  never  expect  to  contract 
a  fiimiliarity  with  the  stage,  by  which  alone  he  can  hope  to 
succeed  ;  nor  can  the  most  signal  success  relieve  immediate 
want.  Our  Saxon  ancestors  had  but  one  name  for  a  wit 
and  a  witch.  I  will  not  dispute  the  propriety  of  uniting 
those  characters  then  ;  but  the  man  who,  under  the  present 
discouragements,  ventures  to  write  for  the  stage,  whatever 
claim  he  may  have  to  the  appellation  of  a  wit,  at  least  he 
has  no  right  to  be  called  a  conjuror. 

From  all  that  has  been  said  upon  the  state  of  our  theatre, 
we  may  easily  foresee  whether  it  is  likely  to  improve  or 
decline  ;  and  whether  the  freeborn  muse  can  bear  to  submit 
to  those  restrictions  which  avarice  or  power  would  impose. 
For  the  future,  it  is  somewhat  unlikely,  that  he  whose 
labours  are  valuable,  or  who  knows  their  value,  will  turn  to 
the  stage  for  either  fame  or  subsistence,  when  he  must  at 
once  flatter  an  actor  and  please  an  audience. 


CHAl^TER  Xir. 

ON  UNIVERSITIES. 

Instead  of  losing  myself  in  a  subject  of  such  extent,  I 
shall  only  offer  a  few  thoughts  as  they  occur,  and  leave  their 
connection  to  the  reader. 

We  seem  divided,  whether  an  education  formed  by  tra- 
velling or  by  a  sedentary  life  be  preferable.     We  see  more 
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of  the  world  by  travel,  but  more  of  human  nature  by  remain- 
ing at  home  ;  as  in  an  infirmary,  the  student,  who  only 
attends  to  the  disorders  of  a  few  patients,  is  more  likely  to 
understand  his  profession,  than  he  who  indiscriminately 
examines  them  all. 

A  youth  just  landed  at  the  Brille  resembles  a  clown  at  a 
puppet-show  ;  carries  his  amazement  from  one  miracle  to 
another  ;  from  this  cabinet  of  curiosities  to  that  collection 
of  pictures  :  but  wondering  is  not  the  way  to  grow  wise. 

Whatever  resolutions  we  set  ourselves  not  to  keep  com- 
pany with  our  countrymen  abroad,  we  shall  find  them  broken 
when  once  we  leave  home.  Among  strangers  we  consider 
ourselves  as  in  a  solitude,  and  it  is  but  natural  to  desire 
society. 

In  all  the  great  towns  of  Europe  there  are  to  be  found 
Englishmen  residing  either  from  interest  or  choice.  These 
generally  lead  a  life  of  continued  debauchery.  Such  are  the 
countrymen  a  traveller  is  likely  to  meet  with. 

This  may  be  the  reason  why  Englishmen  are  all  thought 
to  be  mad  or  melancholy  by  the  vulgar  abroad.  Their 
money  is  giddily  and  merrily  spent  among  sharpers  of  their 
own  country  ;  and  when  that  is  gone,  of  all  nations  the 
English  bear  worst  that  disorder  called  the  maladie  du  poche. 

Countries  wear  very  different  appearances  to  travellers  of 
different  circumstances.  A  man  who  is  whirled  through 
Europe  in  a  post-chaise,  and  the  pilgrim  who  walks  the  grand 
tour  on  foot,  will  form  very  different  conclusions.* 

To  see  Europe  with  advantage,  a  man  should  appear  in 
various  circumstances  of  fortune  ;  but  the  experiment  would 
be  too  dangerous  for  j'oung  men. 

There  are  many  things  relative  to  other  countries  which 
can  be  learned  to  more  advantage  at  home  ;  their  laws  and 
policies  are  among  the  number. 

The  greatest  advantages  which  result  to  youth  from  travel, 
arc  an  easy  address,  the  shaking  oflP  national  prejudices,  and 
the  finding  nothing  ridiculous  in  national  peculiarities. 

The  time  spent  in  these  acquisitions  could  have  been  more 
usefully  employed  at  home.  An  education  in  a  college  seems 
thcrefoie  preferable. 

*  In  the  first  edition  our  author  added,  Haxid  incxpertus  loquor  ; 
for  he  travelled  through  France,  &c.  on  foot. 
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We  attribute  to  universities  either  too  much  or  too  little. 
Some  assert  that  they  are  the  only  proper  places  to  advance 
learning  ;  while  others  deny  even  their  utility  in  forming  an 
education.     Both  are  erroneous. 

Learning  is  most  advanced  in  populous  cities,  where 
chance  often  conspires  with  industry  to  promote  it ;  where 
the  members  of  this  large  university,  if  I  may  so  call  it,  catch 
manners  as  they  rise  ;  study  life,  not  logic,  and  have  the 
world  for  correspondents. 

The  greatest  number  of  universities  have  ever  been  founded 
in  times  of  the  greatest  ignorance. 

New  improvements  in  learning  are  seldom  adopted  in 
colleges  until  admitted  everywhere  else.  And  this  is  right  : 
we  should  always  be  cautious  of  teaching  the  rising  genera- 
tion uncertainties  for  truth.  Thus,  though  the  professors  in 
universities  have  been  too  frequently  found  to  oppose  the 
advancement  of  learning,  yet,  when  once  established,  they 
are  the  properest  persons  to  diffuse  it. 

There  is  more  knowledge  to  be  acquired  from  one  page 
of  the  volume  of  mankind,  if  the  scholar  only  knows  how  to 
read,  than  in  volumes  of  antiquit3%  We  grow  learned,  not 
wise,  by  too  long  continuance  at  college. 

This  points  out  the  time  in  which  we  should  leave  the 
university.  Perhaps  the  age  of  twenty-one,  when  at  our 
universities  the  first  degree  is  generally  taken,  is  the  proper 
period. 

The  universities  of  Europe  may  be  divided  into  three 
classes.  Those  upon  the  old  scholastic  establishment,  where 
the  pupils  are  immured,  talk  nothing  but  Latin,  and  support 
every  day  syllogistical  disputations  in  school  philosophy. 
Would  not  one  be  apt  to  imagine  this  was  the  proper  edu- 
cation to  make  a  man  a  fool?  Such  are  the  universities  of 
Prague,  Louvain,  and  Padua.  The  second  is,  where  the 
pupils  are  under  few  restrictions,  where  all  scholastic  jargon 
is  banished,  where  they  take  a  degree  when  they  think 
))roper,  and  live  not  in  the  college,  but  the  city.  Such  are 
Edinburgh,  Leyden,  Gottingen,  Geneva.  The  third  is  a 
mixture  of  the  two  former,  where  the  pupils  are  restrained, 
but  not  confined  ;  where  many,  though  not  all,  the  absurdities 
of  scholastic  philosophy  are  suppressed,  and  where  the  first 
degree  is  taken  after  four  years'  matriculation.  Such  are 
Oxford,  Cambridge,  and  Dublin. 
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As  for  the  first  class,  their  absurdities  are  too  apparent  to 
admit  of  a  parallel.  It  is  disputed  which  of  the  two  last  are 
more  conducive  to  national  improvement. 

Skill  in  the  professions  is  acquired  more  by  practice  than 
study ;  two  or  three  years  may  be  sufficient  for  learning  their 
rudiments.  The  universities  of  Edinburgh,  &c.  grant  a 
licence  for  practising  them  when  the  student  thinks  proper, 
which  our  universities  refuse  till  after  a  residence  of  several 
years. 

The  dignity  of  the  professions  may  be  supported  by  this 
dilatory  proceeding  ;  but  many  men  of  learning  are  thus  too 
long  excluded  from  the  lucrative  advantages,  which  superior 
skill  has  a  right  to  expect. 

Those  universities  must  certainly  be  most  frequented,  which 
promise  to  give  in  two  years,  the  advantages  which  others 
will  not  under  twelve. 

The  man  who  has  studied  a  profession  for  three  years,  and 
practised  it  for  nine  more,  will  certainly  know  more  of  his 
business  than  he  who  has  only  studied  it  for  twelve. 

The  universities  of  Edinburgh,  &c.  must  certainly  be  most 
proper  for  the  study  of  those  professions  in  which  men  choose 
to  turn  their  learning  to  profit  as  soon  as  possible. 

The  universities  of  Oxford,  &c.  are  improper  for  this, 
since  they  keep  the  student  from  the  world,  which,  after  a 
certain  time,  is  the  only  true  school  of  improvement. 

When  a  degree  in  the  professions  can  be  taken  only  by 
men  of  independent  fortunes,  the  number  of  candidates  in 
learning  is  lessened,  and,  consequently  the  advancement  of 
learning  retarded. 

This  slowness  of  conferring  degrees  is  a  remnant  of 
scholastic  barbarity.  Paris,  Louvain,  and  those  universities 
which  still  retain  their  ancient  institutions,  confer  the  doctor's 
degree  slower  even  than  we. 

The  statutes  of  every  university  should  be  considered  as 
adapted  to  the  laws  of  its  respective  government.  Those 
should  alter  as  these  happen  to  fluctuate. 

Four  years  spent  in  the  arts,  (as  they  are  called  in 
colleges,)  is  perhaps  laying  too  laborious  a  foundation. 
Entering  a  profession  without  any  previous  acquisitions  of 
this  kind,  is  building  too  bold  a  superstructure. 

Teaching  by  lecture,  as  at  Edinburgh,  may  make  men 
scholars,  if  they  think  proper ;    but  instructing  by  exami- 

VOL.  IV.  D 
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nation,  as  at  Oxford,  will  make  them  so  often  against  their 
inclination, 

Edinburgh  only  disposes  the  student  to  receive  learning  ; 
Oxford  often  makes  him  actually  learned. 

In  a  word,  were  I  poor,  I  should  send  my  son  to  Leyden 
or  Edinburgh,  though  the  annual  expense  in  each,  particu- 
larly in  the  first,  is  very  great.  Were  I  rich,  I  would  send 
him  to  one  of  our  own  universities.  By  an  education 
received  in  the  first,  he  has  the  best  likelihood  of  living  ; 
by  that  received  in  the  latter,  he  has  the  best  chance  of 
becoming  great. 

We  have  of  late  heard  much  of  the  necessity  of  studying 
oratory,  Vespasian  was  the  first  who  paid  professors  of 
rhetoric  for  publicly  instructing  youth  at  Rome,  However, 
those  pedants  never  made  an  orator. 

The  best  orations  that  ever  were  spoken  were  pronounced 
in  the  parliaments  of  King  Charles  the  First.  These  men 
never  studied  the  rules  of  oratory. 

Mathematics  are,  perhaps,  too  much  studied  at  our  univer- 
sities. This  seems  a  science  to  which  the  meanest  intellects 
are  equal.*  I  forget  who  it  is  that  says,  "  All  men  might 
understand  mathematics.  If  they  would," 

The  most  methodical  manner  of  lecturing,  whether  on 
morals  or  nature,  is,  first  rationally  to  explain,  and  then 
produce  the  experiment.  The  most  instructive  method  is 
to  shew  the  experiment  first  ;  curiosity  is  then  excited,  and 
attention  awakened  to  every  subsequent  deduction.  Hence 
it  is  evident,  that  in  a  well  formed  education  a  course  of 
history  should  ever  precede  a  course  of  ethics. 

The  sons  of  our  nobility  are  permitted  to  enjoy  greater 
liberties  in  our  universities  than  those  of  private  men.  I 
should  blush  to  ask  the  meu  of  learning  and  virtue  who 
preside  in  our  seminaries,  the  reason  of  such  a  prejudicial 

*  This  is  partly  true,  but  not  to  the  extent  which  is  implied  in  our 
author's  general  assertion.  The  elcmenth  ol'  the  science  may  certainly 
be  acquired  without  any  extraordinary  share  of  intellect ;  but  surely 
distinguished  proficiency  in  the  higher  branches  of  mathematics 
implies  something  more  than  the  industrious  efforts  of  the  "  meanest 
intellects,"  Goldsmith  himself  was  a  very  indifferent  mathematician  ; 
and  this  will  perhaps  account  sufficiently  for  his  attempt  to  underrate 
the  importance  of  the  science,  and  his  wish  to  conisider  its  acquisition 
as  the  despicable  triumph  of  plodding  mediocrity.— B. 


OF  POLITE  LEARNING.  51 

distinction.  Our  youth  should  there  be  inspired  with  a  love 
of  philosophy ;  and  the  first  maxim  among  philosophers  is, 
That  merit  only  makes  distinction. 

WTience  has  proceeded  the  vain  magnificence  of  expensive 
architecture  in  our  colleges  ?  Is  it  that  men  study  to  more 
advantage  in  a  palace  than  in  a  cell  ?  One  single  per- 
formance of  taste  or  genius  confers  more  real  honours  on 
its  parent  university,  than  all  the  labom-s  of  the  chisel. 

Surely  pride  itself  has  dictated  to  the  fellows  of  our 
colleges  the  absurd  passion  of  being  attended  at  meals,  and 
on  other  public  occasions,  by  those  poor  men  who,  willing 
to  be  scholars,  come  in  upon  some  charitable  foimdation. 
It  implies  a  contradiction,  for  men  to  be  at  once  learning 
the  iiberal  arts,  and  at  the  same  time  treated  as  slaves ;  at 
once  studying  freedom,  and  practising  servitude. 


f:HAPTER  XJII. 

THE  CONCLUSION. 

Every  subject  acquires  an  adventitious  importance  to 
him  who  considers  it  with  application.  He  finds  it  more 
closely  connected  with  human  happiness  than  the  rest  of 
mankind  are  apt  to  allow ;  he  sees  consequences  resulting 
from  it  which  do  not  strike  others  with  equal  conviction  ; 
and  still  pursuing  speculation  beyond  the  bounds  of  reason, 
too  frequently  becomes  ridiculously  earnest  in  trifles  or 
absurdity. 

It  will  perhaps  be  incurring  this  imputation,  to  deduce 
a  universal  degeneracy  of  manners  from  so  slight  an  origin 
as  the  depravation  of  taste  ;  to  assert  that,  as  a  nation  grows 
dull,  it  sinks  into  debauchery.  Yet  such,  probably,  may  be 
the  consequence  of  literary  decay ;  or,  not  to  stretch  the 
thought  beyond  what  it  will  bear,  vice  and  stupidity  are 
always  mutually  productive  of  each  other. 

Life,  at  the  greatest  and  best,  has  been  compared  to  a 
froward  child,  that  must  be  humoured  and  played  with  till 
it  falls  asleep,  and  then  all  the  care  is  over.  Our  few  years 
are  laboured  away  in  varjnng  its  pleasures  ;  new  amusements 
are  pursued  \vith  studious  attention ;  the  most  childish 
vanities  are  dignified  with  titles  of  importance ;  and  the 
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proudest  boast  of  the  most  aspiring  philosopher  is  no  more, 
than  that  he  provides  his  little  playfellows  the  greatest 
pastime  with  the  greatest  innocence. 

Thus  the  mind,  ever  wandering  after  amusement,  when 
abridged  of  happiness  on  one  part,  endeavours  to  find  it  on 
another  ;  when  intellectual  pleasures  are  disagreeable,  those 
of  sense  will  take  the  lead.  The  man  who  in  this  age  is 
enamoured  of  the  tranquil  joys  of  study  and  retirement,  may 
in  the  next,  should  learning  be  fashionable  no  longer,  feel 
an  ambition  of  being  foremost  at  a  horse  course  ;  or,  if  such 
could  be  the  absurdity  of  the  times,  of  being  himself  a 
jockey.  Reason  and  appetite  are  therefore  masters  of  our 
revels  in  turn  ;  and  as  we  incline  to  the  one,  or  pursue  the 
other,  we  rival  angels,  or  imitate  the  brutes.  In  the  pursuit 
of  intellectual  pleasure  lies  every  virtue  ;  of  sensual,  every 
vice. 

It  is  tliis  difference  of  pursuit  vhich  marks  the  morals 
and  characters  of  mankind  ;  which  lays  the  line  between 
the  enlightened  philosopher  and  the  half-taught  citizen  ; 
between  the  civil  citizen  and  illiterate  peasant ;  between  the 
law-obeying  peasant  and  the  wandering  savage  of  Africa, 
an  animal  less  mischievous,  indeed,  than  the  tiger,  because 
endued  with  fewer  powers  of  doing  mischief.  The  man, 
the  nation,  must  therefore  be  good,  whose  chiefest  luxuries 
consist  in  the  refinement  of  reason  ;  and  reason  can  never 
be  universally  cultivated,  unless  guided  by  taste,  which  may 
be  considered  as  the  link  between  science  and  common 
sense,  the  medium  through  which  learning  should  ever  be 
seen  by  society. 

Taste  will  therefore  often  be  a  proper  standard,  when 
others  fail,  to  judge  of  a  nation's  improvement  or  degeneracy 
in  morals.  We  have  often  no  permanent  characteristics,  by 
which  to  compare  the  virtues  or  the  vices  of  our  ancestors 
with  our  own.  A  generation  may  rise  and  pass  away 
t\ithout  leaving  any  traces  of  what  it  really  was  ;  and  all 
complaints  of  our  deterioration  may  be  only  topics  of 
declamation,"  or  the  cavillings  of  disappointment  :  but  in 
taste  we  have  standing  evidence;  we  can  with  precision 
compare  the  literary  performances  of  our  fathers  with  our 
own,  and  from  their  excellence  or  defects  determine  the 
moral,  as  well  as  the  literary,  merits  of  either. 

If,  then,  there  ever  comes  a  time  when  taste  is  so  far 
depraved  among  us  that  critics  shall  load  every  work  of 
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genius  with  unnecessary  comment,  and  quarter  their  empty 
performances  with  the  substantial  merits  of  an  author,  both 
for  subsistence  and  applause  ;  if  there  comes  a  time  when 
censure  shall  speak  in  storms,  but  praise  be  whispered  in 
rhe  breeze,  while  real  excellence  often  finds  shipwTCck  iu 
either ;  if  there  be  a  time  when  the  Muse  shall  seldom  be 
heard,  except  in  plaintive  elegy,  as  if  she  wept  her  own 
decline,  while  lazy  compilations  supply  the  place  of  original 
thinking ;  should  there  ever  be  such  a  time,  may  succeeding 
critics,  both  for  the  honour  of  our  morals,  as  well  as  our 
learning,  say,  that  such  a  period  bears  ^no  resemblance  to 
the  present  age ! 
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There  is  not,  perhaps,  a  more  whimsically  dismal  figure 
in  nature,  than  a  man  of  real  modesty,  who  assumes  an  air 
of  impudence  —  who,  while  his  heart  beats  with  anxiety, 
studies  ease,  and  affects  good-humour.  In  this  situation, 
however,  a  periodical  writer  often  finds  himself,  upon  his 
first  attempt  to  address  the  public  in  form.  All  his  power 
of  pleasing  is  damped  by  solicitude,  and  his  cheerfulness 
dashed  with  apprehension.  Impressed  with  the  terrors  of 
the  tribunal  before  which  he  is  going  to  appear,  his  natural 
humour  turns  to  pertness,  and  for  real  wit  he  is  obliged  to 
substitute  vivacity.  His  first  publication  draws  a  crowd  ; 
they  part  dissatisfied  ;  and  the  author,  never  more  to  be 
indulged  with  a  favourable  hearing,  is  left  to  condemn  the 
indelicacy  of  his  own  address,  or  their  want  of  discernment. 

For  my  part,  as  1  was  never  distinguished  for  address, 
and  have  often  even  blundered  in  makmg  my  bow,  such 
bodings  as  these  had  like  to  have  totally  repressed  my 
ambition.  I  was  at  a  loss  whether  to  give  the  public 
specious  promises,  or  give  none  ;  whether  to  be  merry  or 
sad  on  this  solemn  occasion.  If  I  should  decline  all  merit, 
it  was  too  probable  the  hasty  reader  might  have  taken  me 
at  my  word.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  like  labourers  in  the 
magazine  trade,  I  had,  with  modest  impudence,  humbly 
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presumed  to  promise  an  epitome  of  all  the  good  things  that 
ever  were  said  or  written,  this  might  have  disgusted  those 
readers  I  most  desire  to  please.  Had  I  been  merry,  I 
might  have  been  censured  as  vastly  low  ;  and  had  I  been 
sorrowful,  I  might  have  been  left  to  mourn  in  solitude  and 
silence  :  in  short,  whichever  way  I  turned,  nothing  pre- 
sented but  prospects  of  terror,  despair,  chandlers'  shops, 
and  waste  paper. 

In  this  debate  between  fear  and  ambition,  my  publisher, 
happening  to  arrive,  interrupted  for  a  while  my  anxiety. 
Perceiving  my  embarrassment  about  making  my  first 
appearance,  he  instantly  offered  his  assistance  and  advice. 
"  You  must  know,  sir,"  says  he,  "  that  the  republic  of 
letters  is  at  present  divided  into  three  classes.  One  writer, 
for  instance,  excels  at  a  plan  or  a  title-page,  another  works 
away  the  body  of  the  book,  and  a  third  is  a  dab  at  an 
index.  Thus  a  magazine  is  not  the  result  of  any  single 
man's  industry,  but  goes  through  as  many  hands  as  a  new 
in,  before  it  is  fit  for  the  public.  I  fancy,  sir,"  continues 
e,  "  I  can  provide  an  eminent  hand,  and  upon  moderate 
terms,  to  draw  up  a  promising  plan  to  smooth  up  our  readers 
a  little,   and  pay  them  as   Colonel   Charteris*    paid   his 
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•  The  notorious  and  profligate  Colonel  Francis  Cbarteris,  the  subject 
of  tlie  following  severe  satire  by  Dr  Arbutlmot.  —  B. 

EPITAPH. 

Here  continuetli  to  rot 

The  body  of  Fra s  Ch is, 

Who,  with  an  inflexible  constancy  and  inimitable 

Uniformity  of  life,  persisted. 

In  spite  of  age  and  infirmities. 

In  the  practice  of  every  human  vice  ; 

Excepting  prodigality  and  hj-pocrisy. 

His  insatiable  avarice  exempted  him  from  the  first, 

His  matchless  impudence  from  the  second. 

Nor  was  he  more  singular  in  the  undeviating  pra^-ity  of  his  manners, 

'ITian  successful  in  accumulating  wealth. 

For,  without  trade  or  profession. 

Without  trust  of  public  money. 

And  without  bribe-worthy  service, 

He  acquired,  or  more  properly  created, 

A  ministerial  estate. 

He  was  the  only  person  of  his  time 

Who  could  cheat  without  the  mask  of  hone«tj'. 

Retain  his  primeval  meanness  when  possessed  of 
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seraglio,  at  the  rate  of  three  halfpence  in  hand,  and  three 
shillings  more  in  promises." 

He  was  proceeding  in  his  advice,  which,  however,  I 
thought  proper  to  decline,  by  assuring  him,  that  as  I  intended 
to  pursue  no  fixed  method,  so  it  was  impossible  to  form  any 
regular  plan  ;  determined  never  to  be  tedious  in  order  to  be 
logical,  wherever  pleasure  presented,  I  was  resolved  to 
follow.  Like  the  Bee,  which  I  had  taken  for  the  title  of 
my  paper,  I  would  rove  from  flower  to  flower,  M'ith  seeming 
inattention,  but  concealed  choice,  expatiate  over  all  the 
beauties  of  the  season,  and  make  my  industry  my  amuse- 
ment. 

This  reply  may  also  serve  as  an  apology  to  the  reader, 
who  expects,  before  he  sits  down,  a  bill  of  his  future  enter- 
tainment. It  would  be  improper  to  pall  his  curiosity  by 
lessening  his  surprise,  or  anticipate  any  pleasure  I  am  able 
to  procure  him,  by  saying  what  shall  come  next.  Thus 
much,  however,  he  may  be  assured  of,  that  neither  war  nor 
scandal  shall  make  any  part  of  it.  Homer  finely  imagines 
his  deity  turning  away  with  horror  from  the  prospect  of  a 
field  of  battle,  and  seeking  tranquillity  among  a  nation 
Boted  for  peace  and  simplicity.  Happy,  could  any  effort 
of  mine,  but  for  a  moment,  repress  that  savage  pleasure  some 
men  find  in  the  daily  accounts  of  human  misery !  How  gladly 
would  I  lead  them  from  scenes  of  blood  and  altercation,  to 
prospects  of  innocence  and  ease,  where  every  breeze 
breathes  health,  and  every  sound  is  but  the  echo  of  tran- 
quillity. 

But  whatever  the  merit  of  his  intentions  may  be,  every 
MTiter  is  now  convinced,  that  he  must  be  chiefly  indebted 
to  good  fortune  for  finding  readers  willing  to  allow  him  any 
degree  of  reputation.     It  has  been  remarked,  that  almost 


Ten  thoiuaiid  a-year ; 

And,  having  daily  deserved  the  gibbet  for  what  he  did, 

Wa*  at  last  condemned  to  it  for  what  he  uould  not  do.* 

O  indignant  reader ! 

Think  not  his  life  useless  to  mankind  ! 

Providence  connived  at  his  execrable  designs. 

To  give  to  after  ages  a  conspicuous  proof  and  example 

Of  how  small  estimation  is  exorbitant  wealth  in  the  sight  of  God, 

By  his  bestowing  it  on  the  most  unworthy  of  all  mortals. 

*  He  was  tried  and  cundemned  for  a  rape.  -  B. 


60  THE  BEE. 

every  character  which  has  excited  either  attention  or  praise, 
has  owed  part  of  its  success  to  merit,  and  part  to  a  happy 
concurrence  of  circumstances  in  its  favour.  Had  Caesar  or 
Cromwell  exchanged  countries,  the  one  might  have  been  a 
sergeant,  and  the  other  an  exciseman.  So  it  is  vnth  wit, 
which  generally  succeeds  more  from  being  happily  addressed, 
than  from  its  native  poignancy.  A  bon  mot,  for  instance, 
that  might  be  relished  at  White's,  may  lose  all  its  flavour 
when  delivered  at  the  Cat  and  Bagpipes  in  St  Giles's.  A 
jest,  calculated  to  spread  at  a  gaming  table,  may  be  received 
with  a  perfect  neutralitj'  of  face,  should  it  happen  to  drop  in 
a  mackerel  boat.  We  have  all  seen  dunces  triumph  in  such 
companies,  when  men  of  real  humour  were  disregarded,  by 
a  general  combination  in  favour  of  stupidity.  To  drive  the 
observation  as  far  as  it  will  go,  should  the  labours  of  a 
writer  who  designs  his  performances  for  readers  of  a  more 
refined  appetite,  fall  into  the  hands  of  a  devourer  of  compi- 
lations, what  can  he  expect  but  contempt  and  confusion  ? 
If  his  merits  are  to  be  determined  by  judges,  who  estimate 
the  value  of  a  book  from  its  bulk,  or  its  frontispiece,  every 
rival  must  acquire  an  easy  superiority,  who,  with  persuasive 
eloquence,  promises  four  extraordinary  pages  of  letter-press, 
or  three  beautiful  prints,  curiously  coloured  from  nature. 

But  to  proceed  :  Though  I  cannot  promise  as  much 
entertainment,  or  as  much  elegance,  as  others  have  done, 
yet  the  reader  may  be  assured,  he  shall  have  as  much  of 
both  as  I  can.  He  shall,  at  least,  find  me  alive  while  I 
study  his  entertainment  ;  for  I  solemnly  assure  him,  I  was 
never  yet  possessed  of  the  secret  at  once  of  writing  and 
sleeping. 

During  the  course  of  this  paper,  therefore,  all  the  wit  and 
learning  I  have  are  heartily  at  his  service  ;  which  if,  after 
so  candid  a  confession,  he  should,  notwithstanding,  still  find 
intolerably  dull,  low,  or  sad  stuff,  this,  I  protest,  is  more 
than  I  know.  I  have  a  clear  conscience,  and  am  entirely 
out  of  the  secret. 

Yet  I  would  not  have  him,  upon  the  perusal  of  a  single 
paper,  pronounce  me  incorrigible  ;  he  may  try  a  second, 
which,  as  there  is  a  studied  difference  in  subject  and  style, 
may  be  more  suited  to  his  taste  ;  if  this  also  fails,  I  must 
refer  him  to  a  third,  or  even  to  a  fourth,  in  case  of  extre- 
mity. If  he  should  still  continue  to  be  refractorj',  and  find 
me  dull  to  the  last,  I  must  inform  him,  with  Bayes,  in  the 
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Rehearsal,  that  I  think  him  a  very  odd  kind  of  a  fellow,  and 
desire  no  more  of  his  acquaintance. 

It  is  with  such  reflections  as  these  I  endeavour  to  fortify 
myself  against  the  future  contempt  or  neglect  of  some 
readers,  and  am  prepared  for  their  dislike  by  mutual  recri- 
mination. If  such  should  impute  dealing  neither  in  battles 
nor  scandal  to  me  as  a  fault,  instead  of  acquiescing  in  their 
censure,  I  must  beg  leave  to  tell  them  a  story. 

"  A  traveller,  in  his  way  to  Italy,  happening  to  pass  at 
the  foot  of  the  Alps,  found  himself  at  last  in  a  country  where 
the  inhabitants  had  each  a  large  excrescence  depending 
from  the  chin,  like  the  pouch  of  a  monkey.  This  deformity, 
as  it  was  endemic,  and  the  people  little  used  to  strangers, 
it  had  been  the  custom,  time  immemorial,  to  look  upon  as 
the  greatest  ornament  of  the  human  visage.  Ladies  grew 
toasts  from  the  size  of  their  chins,  and  none  were  regarded 
as  pretty  fellows,  but  such  whose  faces  were  broadest  at  the 
bottom. —  It  was  Sunday  ;  a  country  church  was  at  hand, 
and  our  traveller  was  willing  to  perform  the  duties  of  the 
day.  Upon  his  first  appearance  at  the  church  door,  the  eyes 
of  all  were  naturally  fixed  upon  the  stranger  ;  but  what  was 
their  amazement,  when  they  found  that  he  actually  wanted 
that  emblem  of  beauty,  a  pursed  chin !  This  was  a  defect 
that  not  a  single  creature  had  sufficient  gravity  (though  they 
were  noted  for  being  grave)  to  withstand.  Stifled  bursts  of 
laughter,  winks,  and  whispers,  circulated  from  visage  to 
visage,  and  the  prismatic  figure  of  the  stranger's  face  was  a 
fund  of  infinite  gaiety  ;  even  the  parson,  equally  remarkable 
for  his  gravity  and  chin,  could  hardly  refrain  joining  in  the 
good  humour.  Our  traveller  could  no  longer  patiently 
continue  an  object  for  deformity  to  point  at.  '  Good  folks,' 
said  he,  '  I  perceive  that  I  am  the  unfortunate  cause  of  all 
this  good  humour.  It  is  true,  I  may  have  faults  in  abun- 
dance ;  but  I  shall  never  be  induced  to  reckon  my  want  of 
a  swelled  face  among  the  number.'"  • 

*  Goldsmith  inserted  this  introduction,  with  a  few  trifling  alterations, 
jn  the  volume  of  Essays  he  published  in  the  year  1765. 
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ON  A  BEAUTIFfL  YOUTH  STRUCK  BLIND  WITH  LIGHTNING.^ 
IMITATED  raOJI  THE  SPANISH. 

LvMiNE  Aeon  dextro  capta  est  Leonida  sinistro, 
Et  poterat  forma  vincere  uterque  Deos. 

Parve  puer,  lumen  quod  habes  concede  puellae  ; 
Sic  tu  caecus  amor  eic  erit  ilia  Venus. 


REMARKS  ON  OUR  THEATRES. 

Our  theatres  are  now  opened,  and  all  Grub  Street  is 
preparing  its  advice  to  the  managers.  We  shall  undoubtedly 
hear  learned  disquisitions  on  the  structure  of  one  actor's 
legs,  and  another's  eyebrows.  We  shall  be  told  much  of 
enunciations,  tones,  and  attitudes  ;  and  shall  j  have  our 
lightest  pleasures  commented  upon  by  didactic  dullness. 
We  shall,  it  is  feared,  be  told  that  Garrick  is  a  fine  actor  ; 
but  then  as  a  manager,  so  avaricious !  That  Palmer  is  a 
most  surprising  genius,  and  Holland  likely  to  do  well  in  a 
particular  cast  of  character.  We  shall  have  them  giving 
Shuter  instructions  to  amuse  us  by  rule,  and  deploring 
over  the  ruins  of  desolated  majesty  at  Covent  Garden.  As 
I  love  to  be  advising  too  —  for  advice  is  easily  given,  and 
bears  a  shoM'  of  wisdom  and  superiority —  I  must  be  per- 
mitted to  offer  a  few  observations  upon  our  theatres  and 
actors,  without,  on  this  trivial  occasion,  throwing  my 
thoughts  into  the  formality  of  method. 

There  is  something  in  the  deportment  of  all  our  players, 
infinitely  more  stiff  and  formal  than  among  the  actors  of 
other  nations.  Their  action  sits  uneasy  upon  them  ;  for 
as  the  English  use  very  little  gesture  in  ordinary  conversa- 
tion, our  English  bred  actors  are  obliged  to  supply  stage 
gestures  by  their  imagination  alone.  A  French  comedian 
finds  proper  models  of  action  in  every  company,  and  in 
every  coffeehouse  he  enters.  An  Englishman  is  obliged 
to  take  his  models  from  the  stage  itself ;  he  is  obliged  to 

*  S«e  another  Epigram  on  the  same  subject,  Vol.  ii.  p.  1 37. 
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imitate  nature  from  an  imitation  of  nature.  I  know  of  no 
-et  of  men  more  likely  to  be  improved  by  travelling  than 
those  of  the  theatrical  profession.  The  inhabitants  of  the 
Continent  are  less  reserved  than  here  ;  they  may  be  seen 
through  upon  a  first  acquaintance  :  such  are  the  proper 
models  to  draw  from  ;  they  are  at  once  striking-,  and  are 
found  in  great  abundance. 

Though  it  would  be  inexcusable  in  a  comedian  to  add 
any  thing  of  his  own  to  the  poet's  dialogue,  yet,  as  to  action, 
he  is  entirely  at  liberty.  By  this  he  may  shew  the  fertility 
of  his  genius,  the  poignancy  of  his  humour,  and  the  exact- 
ness of  his  judgment ;  we  scarcely  see  a  coxcomb  or  a  fool 
in  common  life,  that  has  not  some  peculiar  oddity  in  bis 
action.  These  peculiarities  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  words 
to  represent,  and  depend  solely  upon  the  actor.  They  give 
a  relish  to  the  humour  of  the  poet,  and  make  the  appearance 
of  nature  more  illusive.  The  Italians,  it  is  true,  mask  some 
characters,  and  endeavour  to  preserve  the  peculiar  humour 
by  the  make  of  the  mask  ;  but  I  have  seen  others  still 
preserve  a  great  fund  of  humour  in  the  face  without  a 
mask ;  one  actor,  particularly  by  a  squint  which  he  threw 
into  some  characters  of  low  life,  assumed  a  look  of  infinite 
solidity.  This,  though  upon  reflection  we  might  condemn, 
yet  immediately  upon  representation,  we  could  not  avoid 
being  pleased  with.  To  illustrate  what  1  have  been  saying  by 
the  plays  which  I  have  of  late  gone  to  see  :  in  the  Miser, 
which  was  played  a  few  nights  ago  at  Covent  Garden, 
Lovegold  appears  through  the  whole  in  circumstances  of 
exaggerated  avarice  ;  all  the  player's  action,  therefore,  should 
conspire  with  the  poet's  design,  and  represent  him  as  an 
epitome  of  penury.  The  French  comedian  in  this  character, 
in  the  midst  of  one  of  his  most  violent  passions,  while  he 
appears  in  an  ungovernable  rage,  feels  the  demon  of  avarice 
still  upon  him,  and  stoops  down  to  pick  up  a  pin,  which  he 
quilts  into  the  flap  of  his  coat  pocket  with  great  assiduity. 
Two  candles  are  lighted  up  for  his  wedding ;  he  flies  and 
turns  one  of  them  into  the  socket :  it  is,  however,  lighted 
uj)  again  ;  he  then  steals  to  it,  and  privately  crams  it  into 
his  pocket.  The  Mock  Doctor  was  lately  played  at  the 
other  house.  Here  again  the  comedian  had  an  opportu- 
nity of  heightening  the  ridicule  by  action.  The  French 
j)layer  sits  in  a  chair  with  a  high  back,  and  then  begins  to 
shew  away  by  talking   nonsense,   which   he  would  have 
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thought  Latin  by  those  he  knows  do  not  understand  a 
syllable  of  the  matter.  At  last  he  grows  enthusiastic, 
enjoys  the  admiration  of  the  company,  tosses  his  legs  and 
arms  about,  and,  in  the  midst  of  his  raptures  and  vocifera- 
tion, he  and  the  chair  fall  back  together.  All  this  appears 
dull  enough  in  the  recital,  but  the  gravity  of  Cato  could 
not  stand  it  in  the  representation.  In  short,  there  is  hardly 
a  character  in  comedy  to  which  a  player  of  any  real 
humour  might  not  add  strokes  of  vivacity  that  could  not 
fail  of  applause.  But,  instead  of  this,  we  too  often  see  our 
fine  gentlemen  do  nothing,  through  a  whole  part,  but  strut 
and  open  their  snuff-box ;  our  pretty  fellows  sit  indecently 
with  their  legs  across,  and  our  clowns  pull  up  their 
breeches.  These,  if  once,  or  even  twice,  repeated,  might 
do  well  enough ;  but  to  see  them  served  up  in  every  scene, 
argues  the  actor  almost  as  barren  as  the  character  he  would 
expose. 

The  magnificence  of  our  theatres  is  far  superior  to  any 
others  in  Europe,  where  plays  only  are  acted.  The  great 
care  our  performers  take  in  painting  for  a  part,  their  exact- 
ness in  all  the  minutiae  of  dress,  and  other  little  scenical  pro- 
prieties, have  been  taken  notice  of  by  Ricoboni,  a  gentleman 
of  Italy,  who  travelled  Europe  with  no  other  design  but 
to  remark  upon  the  stage  ;  but  there  are  several  impro- 
prieties still  continued,  or  lately  come  into  fashion.  As, 
for  instance,  spreading  a  carpet  punctually  at  the  beginning 
of  the  death  scene,  in  order  to  prevent  our  actors  from 
spoiling  their  clothes  ;  this  immediately  apprises  us  of  the 
tragedy  to  follow  ;  for  laying  the  cloth  is  not  a  more  sure 
indication  of  dinner,  than  laying  the  carpet  of  bloody  work 
at  Drury  Lane.  Our  little  pages,  also,  with  unmeaning 
faces,  that  bear  up  the  train  of  a  weeping  princess,  and  our 
awkward  lords  in  waiting,  take  off  much  from  her  distress. 
Mutes  of  every  kind  divide  our  attention,  and  lessen  our 
sensibility;  but  here  it  is  entirely  ridiculous,  as  we  see 
them  seriously  employed  in  doing  nothing.  If  we  must 
have  dirty-shirted  guards  upon  the  theatres,  they  should  be 
taught  to  keep  their  eyes  fixed  on  the  actors,  and  not  roll 
them  round  upon  the  audience,  as  if  they  were  ogling  the 
boxes. 

Beauty,  methinks,  seems  a  requisite  qualification  in  an 
actress.  '  This  seems  scrupulously  observed  elsewhere,  and, 
for  my  part,  I  could  'wish  to  see  it  observed  at  home.     I 
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can  never  conceive  a  hero  dying  for  love  of  a  lady  totally 
destitute  of  beauty.  I  must  think  the  part  unnatural ;  for  I 
cannot  bear  to  hear  him  call  that  face  angelic,  where  even 
paint  cannot  hide  its  wrinkles.  I  must  condemn  him  of 
stupidity ;  and  the  person  whom  I  can  accuse  for  want  of  taste, 
will  seldom  become  the  object  of  my  affections  or  admira- 
tion. But  if  this  be  a  defect,  what  must  be  the  entire 
pervereion  of  scenical  decorum,  when,  for  instance,  we  see 
an  actress  that  might  act  the  Vfapping  landlady  without  a 
bolster,  pining  in  the  character  of  Jane  Shore,  and,  while 
unwieldy  with  fat,  endeavouring  to  convince  the  audience 
that  she  is  dying  with  hunger! 

For  the  future,  then,  I  could  wish  that  the  parts  of  the 
young  or  beautiful  were  given  to  performers  of  suitable 
figures ;  for  I  must  own,  I  could  rather  see  the  stage  filled 
with  agreeable  objects,  though  the}'  might  sometimes 
bungle  a  little,  than  see  it  crowded  with  withered  or  mis- 
shapen figures,  be  their  emphasis,  as  I  think  it  is  called, 
ever  so  proper.  The  first  may  have  the  awkward  appear- 
ance of  new  raised  troops  ;  but  in  viewing  the  last,  I  cannot 
avoid  the  mortification  of  fancying  myself  placed  in  an 
hospital  of  invalids. 


THE  STORV  OF  ALCANDER  AND  SEPTIMIUS. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  A  EV2ANTINE  IlrSTOHIm.V. 

Athens,  even  long  after  the  decline  of  the  Roman  empire, 
still  continued  the  seat  of  learning,  politeness,  and  wisdom. 
The  emperors  and  generals,  who  in  these  periods  of  ap- 
proaching ignorance,  still  felt  a  passion  for  science,  from 
time  to  time  added  to  its  buildings,  or  increased  its  profes- 
sorships. Theodoric,  the  Ostrogoth,  was  of  the  number  : 
he  repaired  those  schools  which  barbarity  was  suffering  to 
fall  into  decay,  and  continued  those  pensions  to  men  of 
learning,  which  avaricious  governors  had  monopolized  to 
themselves. 

In  this  city,  and  about  this  period,  Alcander  and  Septimius 
were  fellow  students  together.  The  one  the  most  subtile 
reasoner  of  all  the  Lyceum  ;  *  the  other  the  most  eloquent 

•  Where  Aristotle  taught  dialectics.  —  B. 
vol..  IV.  E 
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speaker  in  the  Academic  grove.*  Mutual  admiration  soon 
begot  an  acquaintance,  and  a  similitude  of  disposition  made 
them  perfect  friends.  Their  fortunes  were  nearly  equal, 
their  studies  the  same,  and  they  were  natives  of  the  two 
most  celebrated  cities  in  the  world  ;  for  Alcander  was  of 
Athens,  Septimius  came  from  Rome. 

In  this  mutual  harmony  they  lived  for  some  time  together, 
when  Alcander,  after  passing  the  first  part  of  his  youth  in 
the  indolence  of  philosophy,  thought  at  length  of  entering 
into  the  busy  world,  and  as  a  step  previous  to  this,  placed 
his  affections  on  Hypatia,  a  lady  of  exquisite  beauty.  Hy- 
patia  shewed  no  dislike  to  his  addresses.  The  day  of  their 
intended  nuptials  was  fixed,  the  previous  ceremonies  were 
performed,  and  nothing  now  remained  but  her  being  con- 
ducted in  triumph  to  the  apartment  of  the  intended  bride- 
groom. 

An  exultation  in  his  own  happiness,  or  his  being  unable 
to  enjoy  any  satisfaction  without  making  his  friend  Septimius 
a  partner,  prevailed  upon  him  to  introduce  his  mistress  to 
his  fellow  student,  which  he  did  with  all  the  gaiety  of  a  man 
who  found  himself  equally  happy  in  friendship  and  love. 
But  this  was  an  interview  fatal  to  the  peace  of  both  ;  for 
Septimius  no  sooner  saw  her,  but  he  was  smit  with  an 
involuntary  passion.  He  used  every  effort,  but  in  vain,  to 
suppress  desires  at  once  so  imprudent  and  unjust.  He 
retired  to  his  apartment  in  inexpressible  agony  ;  and  the 
emotions  of  his  mind  in  a  short  time  became  so  strong, 
that  they  brought  on  a  fever,  which  the  physicians  judged 
incurable. 

During  this  illness,  Alcander  watched  him  with  all  the 
anxiety  of  fondness,  and  brought  his  mistress  to  join  in  those 
amiable  offices  of  friendship.  The  sagacity  of  tlie  physicians, 
by  this  means,  soon  discovered  the  cause  of  their  patient's 
disorder ;  and  Alcander,  being  apprized  of  their  discovery, 
at  length  extorted  a  confession  from  the  reluctant  dying 
lover. 

It  wotild  but  delay  the  narrative  to  describe  the  conflict 
between  love  and  friendship  in  the  breast  of  Alcander  on  this 
occasion  ;  it  is  enough  to  say,  that  the  Athenians  were  at 
this  time  arrived  at  such  refinement  in  morals,  that  every 
virtue  was  carried  to  excess.     In  short,  forgetful  of  his  own 

•  Where  Plato  taught,  and  from  which  his  school  of  philosoplir 
received  its  name  of  77ie  Academy. — B. 
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felicity,  he  gave  up  his  intended  bride,  in  all  her  charm?,  t-  > 
the  young  Roman.  They  were  married  privately  by  h's- 
connivance  ;  and  this  unlooked-for  change  of  fortune  wTought 
as  unexpected  a  change  in  the  constitution  of  the  now  happy 
Septimius.  In  a  few  days  he  was  perfectly  recovered,  and 
set  out  with  his  fair  partner  for  Rome.  Here,  by  an  exertion 
of  those  talents  of  which  he  was  so  eminently  possessed,  h*^ 
in  a  few  years  arrived  at  the  highest  dignities  of  the  state, 
and  was  constituted  the  city  judge,  or  praetor. 

Meanwhile,  Alcander  not  only  felt  the  pain  of  being 
separated  from  his  friend  and  mistress,  but  a  prosecution  was 
also  commenced  against  him  by  the  relations  of  Hypatia, 
for  his  having  basely  given  her  up,  as  was  suggested,  for 
money.  Neither  his  innocence  of  the  crime  laid  to  his 
charge,  nor  his  eloquence  in  his  own  defence,  was  able  to 
withstand  the  influence  of  a  powerful  party.  He  was  cast, 
and  condemned  to  pay  an  enormous  fine.  Unable  to  raise 
so  large  a  sum  at  the  time  appointed,  his  possessions  were 
confiscated,  himself  stripped  of  the  habit  of  freedom,  exposed 
in  the  market-place,  and  sold  as  a  slave  to  the  highest  bidder. 

A  merchant  of  Thrace  becoming  his  purchaser,  Alcander, 
with  some  other  companions  of  distress,  was  carried  into 
that  region  of  desolation  and  sterility.  His  stated  employ- 
ment was  to  follow  the  herds  of  an  imperious  master ;  and 
his  skill  in  hunting  was  all  that  was  allowed  him  to  supply 
a  precarious  subsistence.  Condemned  to  hopeless  servitude, 
every  morning  waked  him  to  a  renewal  of  famine  or  toil, 
and  every  change  of  season  served  but  to  aggravate  his 
unsheltered  distress.  Nothing  but  death  or  flight  was  lelt 
him,  and  almost  certain  death  was  the  consequence  of  his 
attempting  to  fly.  After  some  years  of  bondage,  however, 
an  opportunity  of  escaping  offered;  he  embraced  it  with 
ardour,  and  travelling  by  night,  and  lodging  in  caverns  by 
day,  to  shorten  a  long  story,  he  at  last  arrived  in  Rome. 
The  day  of  Alcander's  arrival,  Septimius  sat  in  the  forum 
administering  justice  ;  and  hither  our  wanderer  came,  expect- 
ing to  be  instantly  known,  and  priblicly  acknowledged.  Here 
he  stood  the  whole  day  among  the  crowd,  watching  the  eyes 
of  the  judge,  and  expecting  to  be  taken  notice  of;  but  so 
much  was  he  altered  by  a  long  succession  of  hardships,  that 
he  passed  entirely  without  notice ;  and,  in  the  evening,  when 
he  was  going  up  to  the  praetor's  chair,  he  was  brutally 
repulsed  by  the  attending  lictors.  The  attention  of  the 
poor  is  generally  driven   from  one   ungrateful   object   to 
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another  ;  night  coming'  on,  he  now  found  himself  under  a 
necessity  of  seeking  a  place  to  lie  in,  and  yet  knew  not 
where  to  apply.  All  emaciated  and  in  rags  as  he  wa?,  none 
of  the  citizens  would  harbour  so  much  wretchedness,  and 
sleeping  in  the  streets  might  be  attended  with  interruption 
or  danger  :  in  short,  he  was  obliged  to  take  up  his  lodging 
in  one  of  the  tombs  without  the  city,  the  usual  retreat  of 
guilt,  poverty,  or  despair. 

In  this  mansion  of  horror,  laying  his  head  upon  an 
inverted  um,  he  forgot  his  miseries  for  a  while  in  sleep  ; 
and  virtue  found,  on  this  flinty  couch  more  ease  than  down 
can  supply  to  the  guilty. 

It  was  midnight  when  two  robbers  came  to  make  this  cave 
their  retreat,  but  hoppening  to  disagree  about  the  division 
of  their  plunder,  one  of  them  stabbed  the  other  to  the  heart, 
and  left  him  weltering  in  blood  at  the  entrance.  In  these 
circumstances  he  was  found  next  morning,  and  this  naturally 
induced  a  farther  inquiry.  The  alarm  was  spread,  the  cave 
w  as  examined,  Alcander  was  found  sleeping,  and  immediately 
apprehended  and  accused  of  robbery  and  murder.  The 
circumstances  against  him  were  strong,  and  the  wretchedness 
of  liis  appearance  confirmed  suspicion.  Misfortune  and  he 
were  now  so  long  acquainted,  that  he  at  last  became  regard- 
less of  life.  He  detested  a  world  where  he  had  found  only 
ingratitude,  falsehood,  and  cruelty,  and  was  determined  to 
make  no  defence.  Thus,  lowering  with  resolution,  he  was 
dragged,  bound  with  cords,  before  the  tribunal  of  Septimius. 
The  proofs  were  positive  against  him,  and  he  offered  nothing 
in  his  own  vindication  ;  the  judge,  therefore,  was  proceeding 
to  doom  him  to  a  most  cruel  and  ignominious  death,  when, 
as  if  illumined  by  a  ray  from  Heaven,  he  discovered,  through 
all  his  miser}',  tiie  features,  though  dim  with  sorrow,  of  his 
long  lost,  loved  Alcander.  It  is  impossible  to  describe  his 
joy  and  his  pain  on  this  strange  occasion  ;  happy  in  once 
more  seeing  the  person  he  most  loved  on  earth,  distressed 
at  finding  him  in  such  circumstances.  Thus  agitated  by 
contending  passions,  he  flew  from  his  tribunal,  and,  falling 
on  the  neck  of  his  dear  benefactor,  burst  into  an  agony  of 
distress.  The  attention  of  the  multitude  was  soon,  however, 
divided  by  another  object.  The  robber  who  had  been  really 
guilty,  was  apprehended  selling  his  plunder,  and,  struck  with 
a  panic,  confessed  his  crime.  He  was  brought  bound  to  tlie 
same  tribunal,  and  acquitted  every  other  person  of  any 
partnership  in  his  guilt.      Need  the  sequel  be  related  y 
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Alcander  was  acquitted,  shared  the  friendship  and  the 
honours  of  his  friend  Septimius,  lived  afterwards  in  happi- 
ness and  ease,  and  left  it  to  be  engraved  on  his  tomb,  that 
"  no  circumstances  are  so  desperate  which  Providence  may 
not  relieve." 


A  LETTER  FROM  A  TRAVELLER. 

Cracow,  Auguit  2,  1758. 

My  DEAR  Will, —  You  see,  by  the  date  of  my  letter,  that 
I  am  arrived  in  Poland.  When  will  my  wanderings  be  at 
an  end  ?  When  will  my  restless  disposition  give  me  leave 
to  enjoy  the  present  hour  ?  When  at  Lyons,  1  thought  all 
happiness  lay  beyond  the  Alps  ;  when  in  Italy,  I  found 
myself  still  in  want  of  something,  and  expected  to  leave 
solicitude  behind  me  by  going  into  Romelia  ;  and  now  you 
find  me  turning  back,  still  expecting  ease  every  where  but 
where  I  am.  It  is  now  seven  years  since  I  saw  the  face  of 
a  single  creature  who  cared  a  farthing  whether  I  was  dead 
or  alive.  Secluded  from  all  the  comforts  of  confidence, 
friendship,  or  society,  I  feel  the  solitude  of  a  hermit,  but  not 
his  ease. 

The  Prince  of has  taken  me  in  his  train,  so  that  I 

am  in  no  danger  of  starving  for  this  bout.  The  prince's 
governor  is  a  rude  ignorant  pedant,  and  his  tutor  a  battered 
rake  ;  thus,  between  two  such  characters,  you  may  imagine 
he  is  finely  instructed.  I  made  some  attempts  to  display  all 
the  little  knowledge  I  had  acquired  by  reading  or  obser- 
vation ;  but  I  find  myself  regarded  as  an  ignorant  intruder. 
The  truth  is,  I  shall  never  he  able  to  acquire  a  power  of 
expressing  myself  with  ease  in  any  language  but  my  own ; 
and,  out  of  my  own  country,  the  highest  character  I  can 
ever  acquire,  is  that  of  being  a  philosophic  vagabond. 

When  I  consider  myself  in  the  country  which  was  once 
so  formidable  in  war,  and  spread  terror  and  desolation  over 
the  whole  Roman  empire,  I  can  hardly  account  for  the 
present  wretchedness  and  pusillanimity  of  its  inhabitants : 
a  prey  to  every  invader  ;  their  cities  plundered  without  an 
enemy;  their  magistrates  seeking  redress  by  complaints, 
and  not  by  vigour.  Every  thing  conspires  to  raise  my 
compassion  for  their  miseries,  were  not  my  thoughts  too 
busily  engaged  by  my  own.  The  whole  kingdom  is  in  a 
etrange  disorder  :  when  our  equipage,  which  consists  of  the 
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prince  and  thirteen  attendants,  had  arrived  at  some  towns, 
there  were  no  conveniences  to  be  found,  and  we  were 
obliged  to  have  girls  to  conduct  us  to  the  next.  I  have 
seen  a  woman  travel  thus  on  horseback  before  us  for  thirty 
miles,  and  think  herself  highly  paid,  and  make  twenty 
reverences,  upon  receiving,  with  ecstasy,  about  twopence 
for  her  trouble.  In  general,  we  were  better  served  by  the 
women  than  the  men,  on  these  occasions.  The  men  seemed 
directed  by  a  low  sordid  interest  alone :  they  seemed  mere 
machines,  and  all  their  thoughts  were  employed  in  the  care 
of  their  horses.  If  we  gently  desired  them  to  make  more 
speed,  they  took  not  the  least  notice :  kind  language  was 
what  they  had  by  no  means  been  used  to.  It  was  proper 
to  speak  to  them  in  the  tones  of  anger,  and  sometimes  it 
was  even  necessary  to  use  blows,  to  excite  them  to  their 
duty.  How  ditferent  these  from  the  common  people  of 
England,  whom  a  blow  might  induce  to  return  the  affront 
sevenfold !  These  poor  people,  however,  from  being  brought 
up  to  vile  usage,  lose  all  the  respect  which  they  should 
have  for  themselves.  They  have  contracted  a  habit  of 
regarding  constraint  as  the  great  rule  of  their  duty.  When 
they  were  treated  with  mildness,  they  no  longer  continued 
to  perceive  a  superiorit}-.  They  fancied  themselves  our 
equals,  and  a  continuance  of  our  humanity  might  probably 
have  rendered  them  insolent  :  but  the  imperious  tone, 
menaces,  and  blows,  at  once  changed  their  sensations  and 
their  ideas ;  their  ears  and  shoulders  taught  their  souls  to 
shrink  back  into  servitude,  from  which  they  had  for  some 
moments  fancied  themselves  disengaged. 

The  enthusiasm  of  liberty  an  Englishman  feels  is  never 
so  strong,  as  when  presented  by  such  prospects  as  these.  I 
must  own,  in  all  my  indigence,  it  is  one  of  my  comforts, 
(perhaps,  indeed,  it  is  my  only  boast,)  that  I  am  of  that 
happy  country  ;  though  I  scorn  to  starve  there  ;  though  I 
do  not  choose  to  lead  a  life  of  wretched  dependence,  or  be 
an  object  for  my  former  acquaintance  to  point  at.  While 
vou  enjoy  all  the  ease  and  elegance  of  prudence  and  virtue, 
your  old  friend  wanders  over  the  world,  without  a  single 
anchor  to  hold  by,  or  a  friend,  except  you,  to  confide  in.* 

Yours,  &c. 

•  The  sequel  of  this  correspondence  to  be  continued  occasionally. 
I  shall  alter  nothing  either  ia  the  style  or  substance  of  these  letters, 
and  the  reader  may  depend  on  their  being  genuine. — [Note  by  th* 
Author. \ 
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\  SHORT  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  LATE  MR  MAUPERTLIS, 

Mr  Maupertuis,  lately  deceased,*  was  the  first  to 
whom  the  English  philosophers  owed  their  being  particu- 
larly admired  by  the  rest  of  Europe.  The  romantic  system 
of  Des  Cartes  was  adapted  io  the  taste  of  the  superficial 
and  the  indolent ;  the  foreign  universities  had  embraced  it 
with  ardour,  and  such  are  seldom  convinced  of  their  errors 
till  all  others  give  up  such  false  opinions  as  untenable.  The 
philosophy  of  Newton  and  the  metaphysics  of  Locke 
appeared ;  but,  like  all  new  truths,  they  were  at  once 
received  with  opposition  and  contempt.  The  English,  it  is 
true,  studied,  understood,  and,  consequently,  admired  them  ; 
it  was  very  different  on  the  Continent.  Fontenelle,  who 
seemed  to  preside  over  the  republic  of  letters,  unwilling  to 
acknowledge  that  all  his  life  had  been  spent  in  erroneous 
philosophy,  joined  in  the  universal  disapprobation,  and  the 
English  philosophers  seemed  entirely  unknown. 

Maupertuis,  however,  made  them  his  study;  he  thought 
he  might  oppose  the  physics  of  his  country,  and  yet  still  be 
a  good  citizen  ;  he  defended  our  countrymen,  wrote  in  their 
favour,  and,  at  last,  as  he  had  truth  on  his  side,  carried  his 
cause.  Almost  all  the  learning  of  the  English,  till  very 
latel}",  was  conveyed  in  the  language  of  France.  The 
writings  of  Maupertuis  spread  the  reputation  of  his  master, 
Newton,  and,  by  a  happy  fortune,  have  united  his  fame  vfith 
that  of  our  human  prodigy. 

The  first  of  his  performances,  openly,  in  vindication  of 
the  Newtonian  system,  is  his  treatise,  entitled,  "  Sur  la  figure 
des  Astres,"  if  I  remember  right ;  a  work  at  once  expressive 
of  a  deep  geometrical  knowledge,  and  the  most  happy  manner 
of  delivering  abstruse  science  with  ease.  This  met  with 
violent  opposition  from  a  people,  though  fond  of  novelty  in 
every  thing  else,  yet,  however,  in  matters  of  science,  attached 
to  ancient  opinions  with  bigotry.  As  the  old  and  obstinate 
fell  away,  the  youth  of  France  embraced  the  new  opinions, 
and  now  seem  more  eager  to  defend  Newton  than  even  his 
countrymen. 

*  Pierre  Louis  Morceau  de  Maupertuis  died  at  Basil  in  1759«  —  B. 
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The  oddity  of  character  which  great  mea  are  sometimes 
remarkable  for,  Maupertuis  was  not  entirely  free  from.  If 
we  can  believe  Voltaire,  he  once  attempted  to  castrate 
himself ;  but  whether  this  be  true  or  no,  it  is  certain  he  was 
extremely  whimsical.  Though  born  to  a  large  fortune,  when 
employed  in  mathematical  inquiries,  he  disregarded  his 
person  to  such  a  degree,  and  loved  retirement  so  much,  that 
he  has  been  more  than  once  put  on  the  list  of  modest  beggars 
by  the  curates  of  Paris,  when  he  retired  to  some  private 
quarter  of  the  town,  in  order  to  enjoy  his  meditations 
%vithout  interruption.  The  character  given  of  him  by  one 
of  Voltaire's  antagonists,  if  it  can  be  depended  upon,  is  . 
much  to  his  honour.  "  You,"  says  this  writer  to  Mr 
Voltaire,  "  were  entertained  by  the  King  of  Prussia  as  a 
buffoon,  but  Maupertuis  as  a  philosopher."  It  is  certain, 
that  the  preference  which  this  royal  scholar  gave  to  Mau- 
pertuis was  the  cause  of  Voltaire's  disagreement  with  him.* 
Voltaire  could  not  bear  to  see  a  man,  whose  talents  he  had 
no  great  opinion  of,  preferred  before  him  as  president  of 
the  Royal  Academy.  His  "  Micromegas"  was  designed 
to  ridicule  Maupertuis ;  and,  probably,  it  has  brought  more 
disgrace  on  the  author  than  the  subject.  Whatever  absurdities 
men  of  letters  have  indulged,  and  how  fantastical  soever 
the  modes  of  science  have  been,  their  anger  is  still  more 
subject  to  ridicule. 

*  Voltaire  commenced  hostilities,  by  openly  espousing  the  cause  of 
Koenig,  professor  of  philosophy  at  Franeker,  against  Maupertuis,  on 
nis  publishing  his  Discourse  on  the  Laws  of  Motion.  Voltaire  had, 
till  then,  lived  on  terms  of  the  most  intimate  friendship  with  Mau- 
pertuis. —  B. 
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Foreigners  observe,  that  there  are  no  ladies  in  the 
world  more  beautiful,  or  more  ill  dressed,  than  those  of 
England.  Our  countrywomen  have  been  compared  to 
those  pictures,  where  the  face  is  the  work  of  a  Raphael, 
but  the  draperies  thrown  out  by  some  empty  pretender, 
destitute  of  taste,  and  entirely  unacquainted  with  design. 

If  I  were  a  poet,  I  might  observe  on  this  occasion,  that 
so  much  beauty,  set  off  with  all  the  advantages  of  dress, 
would  be  too  powerful  an  antagonist  for  the  opposite  sex  ; 
and,  therefore,  it  was  wisely  ordered  that  our  ladies  should 
want  taste,  lest  their  admirers  should  entirely  want  reason. 

But  to  confess  a  truth,  I  do  not  find  they  have  a  greater 
aversion  to  fine  clothes  than  the  women  of  any  other  country 
whatsoever.  I  cannot  fancy,  that  a  shop-keeper's  wife  in 
Cheapside  has  a  greater  tenderness  for  the  fortune  of  her 
husband  than  a  citizen's  wife  in  Paris  ;  or,  that  Miss 
in  a  boarding-school  is  more  an  economist  in  dress  than 
Mademoiselle  in  a  nunnery. 

Although  Paris  may  be  accounted  the  soil  in  which 
almost  every  fashion  takes  its  rise,  its  influence  is  never  so 
general  there  sis  with  us.  They  study  there  the  happy 
method  of  uniting  grace  and  fashion,  and  never  excuse  a 
woman  for  being  awkwardly  dressed,  by  saying  her  clothes 
are  made  in  the  mode.  A  French  woman  is  a  perfect 
architect  in  dress  :  she  never,  with  Gothic  ignorance,  mixes 
the  order  ;  she  never  tricks  out  a  squabby  Doric  shape 
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with  Corinthian  finery  ;  or,  to  speak  without  metaphor, 
she  conforms  to  general  fashion,  only  when  it  hap2)ens  not 
to  be  repua^nant  to  private  beauty. 

Our  ladies,  on  the  contrary,  seem  to  have  no  other 
standard  for  grace  but  the  run  of  the  town.  If  fashion 
gives  the  word,  every  distinction  of  beauty,  complexion, 
or  stature,  ceases.  Sweeping  trains,  Prussian  bonnets,  and 
troUopees,  as  like  each  other  as  if  cut  from  the  same  piece, 
level  all  to  one  standard.  The  Mall,  the  gardens,  and  the 
playhouses,  are  filled  with  ladies  in  uniform,  and  their 
whole  appearance  shews  as  little  variety  or  taste,  as  if  their 
clothes  were  bespoke  by  the  colonel  of  a  marching  regiment, 
or  fancied  by  the  same  artist  who  dresses  the  three  battalions 
of  guards. 

But  not  only  ladies  of  every  shape  and  complexion,  but 
of  every  age  too,  are  possessed  of  this  unaccountable  passion 
of  dressing  in  the  same  manner.  A  lady  of  no  quality  can 
]>e  distinguished  from  a  lady  of  some  quality,  only  by  the 
redness  of  her  hands  ;  and  a  woman  of  sixty,  masked,  might 
easily  pass  for  her  grandaughter.  I  remember,  a  few  days 
ago,  to  have  walked  behind  a  damsel,  tossed  out  in  all  the 
gaiety  of  fifteen  ;  her  dress  was  loose,  unstudied,  and  seemed 
the  result  of  conscious  beauty.  I  called  up  all  my  poetry 
on  this  occasion,  and  fancied  twenty  Cupids  prepared  for 
execution  in  every  folding  of  her  white  negligee.  I  had 
prepared  my  imagination  for  an  angel's  face  ;  but  what  was 
my  mortification  to  find  that  the  imaginary  goddess  was  no 
other  than  my  cousin  Hannah,  four  years  older  than  myself, 
and  I  shall  be  sixty-two  the  twelfth  of  next  November. 

After  the  transports  of  our  first  salute  were  over,  I  could 
not  avoid  running  my  eye  over  her  whole  appearance. 
Her  gown  was  of  cambric,  cut  short  before,  in  order  to 
discover  a  high-heeled  shoe,  which  was  buckled  almost  at 
the  toe.  Her  cap,  if  cap  it  might  be  called  that  cap  was 
none,  consisted  of  a  few  bits  of  cambric,  and  flowers  of 
painted  paper  stuck  on  one  side  of  her  head.  Her  bosom, 
that  had  felt  no  hand,  but  the  hand  of  time,  these  twenty 
years,  rose  suing,  but  in  vain,  to  be  pressed.  I  could, 
indeed,  have  wished  her  more  than  a  handkerchief  of  Paris 
net  to  shade  her  beauties  ;  for,  as  Tasso  says  of  the  rosebud, 
"  Quanto  si  mostra  men  tanto  e  piu  bella,"  I  should  think 
hers  most  pleasing  when  least  discovered. 

As  my  cousin  had  not  put  on  all  this  finery  for  nothing, 
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she  was  at  that  time  sallying  out  to  the  Park,  when  I  had 
overtaken  her.  Perceiving,  however,  that  I  had  on  my 
best  wig,  she  offered,  if  I  would  squire  her  there,  to  send 
home  the  footman.  Though  I  trembled  for  our  reception 
in  public,  yet  1  could  not  with  any  civility  refuse  ;  so,  to 
be  as  gallant  as  possible,  I  took  her  hand  in  my  arm,  and 
thus  we  marched  on  together. 

^V^len  we  made  our  entry  at  the  Park,  two  antiquated 
figures,  so  polite  and  so  tender  as  we  seemed  to  be,  soon 
attracted  the  eyes  of  the  company.  As  we  made  our  way 
among  crowds  who  were  out  to  shew  their  finer}'  as  well  as 
we,  wherever  we  came  I  perceived  we  brought  good-humour 
in  our  train.  The  polite  could  not  forbear  smiling,  and  the 
vulgar  burst  out  into  a  horse-laugh  at  our  grotesque  figures. 
Cousin  Hannah,  who  was  perfectly  conscious  of  the  recti- 
tude of  her  own  appearance,  attributed  all  this  mirth  to  the 
oddity  of  mine,  while  I  as  cordially  placed  the  whole  to  her 
account.  Thus,  from  being  two  of  the  best-natured  creatures 
alive,  before  we  got  half  way  up  the  Mall,  we  both  began  to 
grow  peevish,  and,  like  two  mice  on  a  string,  endeavoured 
to  revenge  the  impertinence  of  others  upon  ourselves.  "  I 
am  amazed,  cousin  Jeffrey,"  says  Miss,  "  that  I  can  never 
get  you  to  dress  like  a  Christian.  I  knew  we  should  have 
the  eyes  of  the  Park  upon  us,  with  your  great  wig  so  frizzed, 
and  yet  so  beggarly,  and  your  monstrous  muff.  I  hate  those 
odious  muffs."  I  could  have  patiently  borne  a  criticism  on 
all  the  rest  of  my  equipage  ;  but  as  I  had  always  a  peculiar 
veneration  for  my  muff,  I  could  not  forbear  being  piqued  a 
little  ;  and,  throwing  my  eyes  with  a  spiteful  air  on  her 
bosom,  "  I  could  heartily  wish,  madam,"  replied  I,  "  that 
for  your  sake  my  muff  was  cut  into  a  tippet." 

As  my  cousin,  by  this  time,  was  grown  heartily  ashamed 
of  her  gentleman  usher,  and  as  I  was  never  very  fond  of 
any  kind  of  exhibition  myself,  it  was  mutually  agreed  to 
retire  for  a  while  to  one  of  the  seats,  and  from  that  retreat 
remark  on  others  as  freely  as  they  had  remarked  on  us. 

When  seated,  we  continued  silent  for  some  time,  employed 
in  very  different  speculations.  I  regarded  the  whole  com- 
pany, now  passing  in  review  before  me,  as  drawn  out  merely 
for  my  amusement.  For  my  entertainment  the  beauty  had 
all  that  morning  been  improving  her  charms ;  the  beau  had 
put  on  lace,  and  the  young  doctor  a  big  wig,  merely  to 
please  me.     But  quite  different  were  the  sentiments  of 


cousin  Hannah  :  she  regarded  every  well-dressed  woman 
as  a  victorious  rival,  hated  every  face  that  seemed  dressed 
in  good-humour,  or  wore  the  appearance  of  greater  happiness 
than  her  own.  I  perceived  her  uneasiness,  and  attempted 
to  lessen  it,  by  observing  that  there  was  no  company  in  the 
Park  to-day.  To  this  she  readily  assented;  "  aiid  yet," 
says  she, "  it  is  full  enough  of  scrubs  of  one  kind  or  another." 
My  smilino-  at  this  observation  gave  her  spirits  to  pursue 
the  bent  of  her  inclination,  and  now  she  began  to  exhibit 
her  skill  in  secret  history,  as  she  found  me  disposed  to  listen. 
"  Observe,"  says  she  to  me,  "  that  old  woman  in  tawdry 
silk,  and  dressed  out  even  beyond  the  fashion.  That  is  Miss 
Biddy  Evergreen.  Miss  Biddy,  it  seems,  has  money,  and 
as  she  considers  that  money  was  never  so  scarce  as  it  is  now, 
she  seems  resolved  to  keep  what  she  has  to  herself.  She 
is  ugly  enough  you  see  ;  yet  I  assure  you  she  has  refused 
several  offers  to  ray  own  knowledge  within  this  twelvemonth. 
Let  me  see,  three  gentlemen  from  Ireland  who  study  the 
law,  two  waiting  captains,  a  doctor,  and  a  Scotch  preacher, 
who  had  like  to  have  carried  her  off.  All  her  time  is  passed 
between  sickness  and  finerj-.  Thus,  she  spends  the  whole; 
week  in  a  close  chamber,  with  no  other  company  but  her 
monkey,  her  apothecary,  and  cat ;  and  comes  dressed  out 
to  the  Park  every  Sunday,  to  shew  her  airs,  to  get  new 
lovers,  to  catch  a  new  cold,  and  to  make  new  work  for  the 
doctor. 

"  There  goes  Mrs  Roundabout,  —  I  mean  the  fat  lady  in 
the  lutestring  troUopee.  Between  you  and  I,  she  is  but  a 
cutler's  wife.  See  how  she's  dressed,  as  fine  as  hands  and 
pins  can  make  her,  while  her  two  marriageable  daughters, 
like  hunters  in  stiff  gowns,  are  now  taking  sixpenny  worth 
of  tea  at  the  White  Conduit  House.  Odious  puss!  how 
she  waddles  along,  with  her  train  two  yards  behind  her! 
She  puts  me  in  mind  of  my  Lord  Bantam's  Indian  sheep, 
which  are  obliged  to  have  their  monstrous  tails  trundled 
along  in  a  go-cart.  For  all  her  airs,  it  goes  to  her  husband's 
heart  to  see  four  yards  of  good  lutestring  wearing  against 
the  ground,  like  one  of  his  knives  on  a  grindstone.  To  speak 
my  mind,  cousin  Jeffrey,  I  never  liked  tails  ;  for  suppose 
a  young  fellow  should  be  rude,  and  the  lady  should  offer  to 
step  back  in  a  fright,  instead  of  retiring,  she  treads  upon 
her  train,  and  falls  fairly  on  her  back  ;  and  then,  you  know, 
cousin  —  her  clothes  may  be  spoiled. 
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'■'  Ah,  Miss  Mazzard !  I  knew  we  should  not  miss  her  in 
the  Park;  she  in  the  monstrous  Prussian  bonnet.  Miss, 
though  so  very  fine,  was  bred  a  milUner,  and  might  have 
had  some  custom  if  she  had  minded  her  business  ;  but  the 
girl  was  fond  of  finery,  and  instead  of  dressing  her  customers, 
laid  out  all  her  goods  in  adorning  herself.  Every  new 
gown  she  put  on  impaired  her  credit :  she  still,  however, 
went  on  improving  her  appearance,  and  lessening  her 
little  fortune,  and  is  now,  you  see,  become  a  belle  and  a 
bankrupt." 

My  cousin  was  proceeding  in  her  remarks,  which  were 
interrupted  by  the  approach  of  the  very  lady  she  had  been 
so  freely  describing.  Miss  had  perceived  her  at  a  distance, 
and  approached  to  salute  her.  I  found,  by  the  warmth  of 
the  two  ladies'  protestations,  that  they  had  been  long 
intimate  esteemed  friends  and  acquaintance.  Both  were  so 
pleased  at  this  happy  rencounter,  that  they  were  resolved  not 
to  part  for  the  day.  So  we  all  crossed  the  Park  together, 
and  I  saw  them  into  a  hackney  coach  at  the  gate  of  St 
James's.  I  could  not,  however,  help  observing.  That  they 
are  generally  most  ridiculous  themselves,  who  are  apt  to 
see  most  ridicule  in  others. 


SOME  PARTICULARS  RELATIVE  TO  CHARLLS  XII. 
KOT  COMMONLY  KNOWK. 

SlOCKHOLjr. 

Sir, —  I  cannot  resist  your  solicitations,  though  it  is 
possible  I  shall  be  unable  to  satisfy  your  curiosity.  The 
polite  of  every  country  seem  to  have  but  one  character. 
A  gentleman  of  Sweden  differs  but  little,  except  in  trifles, 
from  one  of  any  other  country.  It  is  among  the  vulgar  we 
are  to  find  those  distinctions  which  characterize  a  people, 
and  from  them  it  is  that  I  take  my  picture  of  the  Swedes. 

Though  the  Swedes,  in  general,  appear  to  languish  under 
oppression,  which  often  renders  others  wicked,  or  of  malig- 
nant dispositions,  it  has  not,  however,  the  same  influence 
upon  them,  as  they  are  faithful,  civil,  and  incapable  of 
atrocious  crimes.  Would  you  believe  that,  in  Sweden, 
highway  robberies  are  not  so  much  as  heard  of?  For  my 
part,  I  have  not  in  the  whole  country  seen  a  gibbet  or  a 
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gallows.  They  pay  an  infinite  respect  to  their  ecclesiastics, 
whom  they  suppose  to  be  the  privy-councillors  of  Provi- 
dence, Mho,  on  their  part,  turn  this  credulity  to  their  own 
advantage,  and  manage  their  parishioners  as  they  plcEise. 
In  general,  however,  they  seldom  abuse  their  sovereign 
authority.  Hearkened  to  as  oracles,  regarded  as  the  dis- 
pensers of  eternal  rewards  and  punishments,  they  readily 
influence  their  hearers  into  jnstice,  and  make  them  practical 
philosophers  without  the  pains  of  study. 

As  to  their  persons,  they  are  perfectly  well  made,  and  the 
men  particularly  have  a  very  engaging  air.  The  greatest 
part  of  the  boys  which  I  saw  in  the  country  had  very  white 
hair.  They  were  as  beautiful  as  Cupids,  and  there  was 
something  open  and  entirely  happy  in  their  little  chubby 
faces.  The  girls,  on  the  contrary,  have  neither  such  fair 
nor  such  even  complexions,  and  their  features  are  much  less 
delicate,  which  is  a  circumstance  different  from  that  of 
almost  every  other  country.  Besides  this,  it  is  observed,  that 
the  women  are  generally  afflicted  with  the  itch,  for  which 
Scania  is  particularly  remarkable.  I  had  an  instance  of  this 
in  one  of  the  inns  on  the  road.  The  hostess  was  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  women  I  have  ever  seen  :  she  had  so  fine  a 
complexion,  that  I  could  not  avoid  admiring  it.  But 
what  was  my  surprise,  when  she  opened  her  bosom  in  order 
to  suckle  her  child,  to  perceive  that  seat  of  delight  all 
covered  with  this  disagreeable  distemper.  The  careless 
manner  in  which  she  exposed  to  our  eyes  so  disgusting  an 
object,  sufficiently  testifies  that  they  regard  it  as  no  very 
extraordinary  malady,  and  seem  §o  take  no  pains  to  conceal 
it.  Such  are  the  remarks,  which  probably  you  may  think 
trifling  enough,  I  have  made  in  mj- journey  to  Stockholm, 
which,  to  take  it  all  together,  is  a  large,  beautiful,  and 
even  a  populous  city. 

The  arsenal  appears  to  me  one  of  its  greatest  curiosities  : 
it  is  a  handsome,  spacious  building,  but,  however,  scantily 
supplied  with  the  implements  of  war.  To  recompense  this 
defect,  they  have  almost  filled  it  with  trophies,  and  other 
marks  of  their  former  military  glory.  I  saw  there  several 
chambers  filled  with  Danish,  Saxon,  Polish,  and  Russian 
Standards.  There  was  at  least  enough  to  suffice  half-a-dozen 
armies  ;  but  new  standards  are  more  easily  made  than  new 
armies  can  be  enlisted.  1  saw,  besides,  some  very  rich 
furniture,  and  some  of  the  crown  jewels,  of  great  value  ;  but 
what  principally  engaged  n.y  attention,  and  touched  me 
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with  passing  melancholy,  were  the  bloody,  "yet  precious, 
spoils  of  the  two  greatest  heroes  the  North  ever  produced. 
What  I  mean  are  the  clothes  in  which  the  great  Gustavus 
Adolphus,  and  the  intrepid  Charles  XII.  died  by  a  fate  not 
unusual  to  kings.  The  first,  if  I  remember,  is  a  sort  of  a 
buff  waistcoat,  made  antique  fashion,  very  plain,  and  with- 
out the  least  ornaments  ;  the  second,  which  was  even  more 
remarkable,  consisted  only  of  a  coarse  blue  cloth  coat,  a 
large  hat  of  less  value,  a  shirt  of  coarse  linen,  large  boots, 
and  buff  gloves  made  to  cover  a  great  part  of  the  arm.  His 
saddle,  his  pistols,  and  his  sword,  have  nothing  in  them 
remarkable  :  the  meanest  soldier  was  in  this  respect  no  way 
inferior  to  his  gallant  monarch.  I  shall  use  this  opportunity 
to  give  you  some  particulars  of  the  life  of  a  man  already  so 
well  known,  which  I  had  from  persons  who  knew  him  when 
a  child,  and  who  now,  by  a  fate  not  unusual  to  courtiers, 
spend  a  life  of  poverty  and  retirement,  and  talk  over  in 
raptures  all  the  actions  of  their  old  victorious  king, 
companion,  and  master. 

Courage  and  inflexible  constancy  formed  the  basis  of  this 
monarch's  character.  In  his  tenderest  years  he  gave 
instances  of  both.  When  he  was  yet  scarcely  seven  years 
old,  being  at  dinner  with  the  queen  his  mother,  intending  to 
give  a  bit  of  bread  to  a  great  dog  he  was  fond  of,  this 
hungry  animal  snapt  too  greedily  at  the  morsel,  and  bit  his 
hand  in  a  terrible  manner.  The  wound  bled  copiously, 
but  our  young  hero,  without  offering  to  cry,  or  taking  the 
least  notice  of  his  misfortune,  endeavoured  to  conceal 
what  had  happened,  lest  his  dog  should  be  brought  into 
trouble,  and  wrapped  his  bloody  hand  in  the  napkin.  The 
queen,  perceiving  that  he  did  not  eat,  asked  him  the  reason. 
He  contented  himself  with  replying,  that  he  thanked  her, 
he  was  not  hungrj'.  They  thought  he  was  taken  ill,  and 
'SO  repeated  their  solicitations  :  but  all  was  in  vain,  thougli 
the  poor  child  was  already  grown  pale  with  the  loss  of 
blood.  An  officer  who  attended  at  table  at  last  perceived 
it ;  for  Charles  would  sooner  have  died  than  betrayed  h\s 
dog,  who,  he  knew,  intended  no  injury. 

At  another  time,  when  in  the  small  pox,  and  his  case 
appeared  dangerous,  he  grew  one  day  very  uneasy  in  hisS 
bed,  and  a  gentleman  who  watched  him,  desirous  of  covering 
him  up  close,  received  from  the  patient  a  violent  box  on  his 
ear.     Some  hours  after,  observing  the  prince  more  calm,  he 
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entreated  to  know  how  he  had  incurred  his  displeasure,  or 
what  he  had  done  to  have  merited  a  blow.  "A  blow?" 
replied  Charles,  "I  don't  remember  any  thing  of  it :  I 
remember,  indeed,  that  I  thought  myself  in  the  battle  of 
Arbela,  fighting  for  Darius,  where  I  gave  Alexander  a  blow 
which  brought  him  to  the  ground." 

What  great  effects  might  not  these  two  qualities  of  courage 
and  constancy  have  produced,  had  they  at  first  received  a 
just  direction  !  Charles,  with  proper  instructions,  thus 
naturally  disposed,  would  have  been  the  delight  and  the 
glory  of  his  age.  Happy  those  princes,  who  are  educated 
by  men  who  are  at  once  virtuous  and  wise,  and  have  been 
for  some  time  in  the  school  of  affliction  ;  who  weigh  hap- 
piness against  glory,  and  teach  their  royal  pupils  the  real 
value  of  fame  ;  who  are  ever  shewing  the  superior  dignity 
of  man  to  that  of  royalty — that  a  peasant  who  does  his  duty 
is  a  nobler  character  than  a  king  of  even  middling  reputa- 
tion !  Happy,  I  say,  were  princes,  could  such  men  be 
found  to  instruct  them  ;  but  those  to  whom  such  an  edu- 
cation is  generally  intrusted,  are  men  who  themselves  have 
acted  in  a  sphere  too  high  to  know  mankind.  Puffed  up 
themselves  with  the  ideas  of  false  grandeur,  and  measuring- 
merit  by  adventitious  circumstances  of  greatness,  they 
generally  communicate  those  fatal  prejudices  to  their  pupils, 
confirm  their  pride  by  adulation,  or  increase  their  ignorance 
by  teaching  them  to  despise  that  wisdom  which  is  found 
among  the  poor. 

But  not  to  moralize  when  I  only  intend  a  story, — what  is 
related  of  the  journeys  of  this  prince  is  no  less  astonishing. 
He  has  sometimes  been  on  horseback  for  four-and-twenty 
hours  successively,  and  thus  traversed  the  greatest  part  of 
hiskingdom.  At  last  none  of  his  officers  were  found  capable  of 
following  him  ;  he  thus  consequently  rode  the  greatest  part 
of  his  journeys  quite  alone,  without  taking  a  moment's  repose, 
and  without  any  other  subsistence  but  a  bit  of  bread.  In  one 
of  these  rapid  courses  he  underwent  an  adventure  singular 
enough.  Riding  thus  post  one  day,  all  alone,  he  had  the  mis- 
fortune to  have  his  horse  fall  dead  under  him.  This  might  have 
embarrassed  an  ordinary  man,  but  it  gave  Charles  no  sort 
of  uneasiness.  Sure  of  finding  another  horse,  but  not 
equally  so  of  meeting  with  a  good  saddle  and  pistols,  he 
ungirths  his  horse,  claps  the  whole  equipage  on  his  own  back, 
and,  thus  accoutred,  marches  on  to  the  next  inn,  which  by 
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g-ood  fortune  was  not  far  off.  Entering  the  stable,  he  here 
found  a  horse  entirely  to  his  mind;  so,  without  farther 
ceremony,  he  clapped  on  his  saddle  and  housing  with  great 
composure,  and  was  just  going  to  mount,  when  the  gentle- 
man who  owned  the  horse  was  apprized  of  a  stranger's 
going  to  steal  his  property  out  of  the  stable.  Upon  ask- 
ing the  king,  whom  he  had  never  seen,  bluntly,  how  he 
presumed  to  meddle  with  his  horse,  Charles  coolly  replied, 
squeezing  in  his  lips,  which  was  his  usual  custom,  that  he 
took  the  horse  because  he  wanted  one;  "for  you  see," 
continued  he,  "  if  I  have  none,  I  shall  be  obliged  to  carry  the 
saddle  myself."  This  answer  did  not  seem  at  all  satisfactory 
to  the  gentleman,  who  instantly  drew  his  sword.  In  this 
the  king  was  not  much  behind-hand  with  him,  and  to  it  they 
were  going,  when  the  guards  by  this  time  came  up,  and 
testified  that  surprise  which  was  natural  to  see  arms  in  the 
hand  of  a  subject  against  his  king.  Imagine  whether  the 
gentleman  was  less  surprised  than  they  at  his  unpremedi- 
tated disobedience.  His  astonishment,  however,  was  soon 
dissipated  by  the  king,  who,  taking  him  by  the  hand,  assured 
him  he  was  a  brave  fellow,  and  himself  would  take  care  he 
should  be  provided  for.  This  promise  was  afterwards  ful- 
filled, and  I  have  been  assured  the  king  made  him  a  captain. 


HAPPINESS,  IN  A  GREAT  MEASURE,  DEPENDENT  ON 
CONSTITUTION. 

When  I  reflect  on  the  unambitious  retirement  ia  which  I 
passed  the  earlier  part  of  my  life  in  the  country,  I  cannot 
avoid  feeling  some  pain  in  thinking  that  those  happy  days 
are  never  to  return.  In  that  retreat  all  nature  seemed 
capable  of  affording  pleasure  :  I  then  made  no  refinements 
on  happiness,  but  could  be  pleased  with  the  most  awkward 
efforts  of  rustic  mirth  ;  thought  cross  purposes  the  highest 
stretch  of  human  wit,  and  questions  and  commands  the  most 
rational  amusement  for  spending  the  evening.  Happy 
could  so  charming  an  illusion  still  continue.  I  find  age  and 
knowledge  only  contribute  to  sour  our  dispositions.  My 
present  enjoyments  may  be  more  refined,   but  they  are 

VOL.    IV.  '  1- 
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infinitely  less  pleasing.  The  pleasure  Garrick  gives  can  no 
way  compare  to  that  I  have  received  from  a  country  wag, 
who  imitated  a  quaker's  sermon.  The  music  of  Matei  is 
dissonance  to  what  I  felt  when  our  old  dairymaid  sang  me 
into  tears  with  Johnny  Armstrong's  Last  Good  Night,  or 
the  cruelty  of  Barbara  Allan, 

Writers  of  every  age  have  endeavoured  to  shew  that 
pleasure  is  in  us,  and  not  in  the  objects  ofi'ered  for  our  amuse- 
ment. If  the  soul  be  happily  disposed,  every  thing  becomes 
a  subject  of  entertainment,  and  distress  will  almost  want  a 
name.  Every  occurrence  passes  in  review  like  the  figures 
of  a  procession  :  some  may  be  awkward,  others  ill  dressed, 
but  none  but  a  fool  is  for  this  enraged  with  the  master  of 
the  ceremonies. 

I  remember  to  have  once  seen  a  slave  in  a  fortification  in 
Flanders,  who  appeared  no  way  touched  with  his  situation. 
He  was  maimed,  deformed,  and  chained  ;  obliged  to  toil  from 
the  appearance  of  day  till  nightfall,  and  condemned  to  this  for 
life  ;  yet  with  all  these  circumstances  of  apparent  wretched- 
ness, he  sang,  would  have  danced,  but  that  he  wanted  a  leg, 
and  appeared  the  merriest,  happiest  man  of  all  the  garrison. 
What  a  practical  philosopher  was  here  I  a  happy  constitution 
supplied  philosophy,  and  though  seemingly  destitute  of 
wisdom,  he  was  really  wise.  No  reading  or  study  had  con- 
tributed to  disenchant  the  fairy  land  around  him.  Every 
thing  furnished  him  with  an  opportunity  of  mirth  ;  and 
though  some  thought  him,  from  his  iiisensibilit}-,  a  fool,  he 
was  such  an  idiot  as  philosophers  might  wish  in  vain  to 
imitate. 

They  who  like  him  can  place  themselves  on  that  side  of 
the  world,  in  which  every  thing  ap])ears  in  a  ridiculous  or 
pleasing  light,  will  fiud  something  in  every  occurrence  to 
excite  their  good  humour.  The  most  calamitous  events, 
either  to  themselves  or  others,  can  bring  no  new  affliction  : 
the  whole  world  is  to  them  a  theatre,  on  which  comedies 
only  are  acted.  All  the  bustle  of  heroism,  or  the  rants  of 
ambition,  serve  only  to  heighten  the  absurdity  of  the  scene, 
and  make  the  humour  more  poignant.  They  feel,  in  short, 
as  little  anguish  at  their  own  distress,  or  the  complaints  of 
others,  as  the  undertaker,  though  dressed  in  black,  feels 
sorrow  at  a  funeral. 

Of  all  the  men  I  ever  read  of,  the  famous  Cardinal  dc 
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Retz*  possessed  this  happiness  of  temper  in  the  highest 
degree.  As  he  was  a  man  of  gallantry,  and  despised  all 
that  wore  the  pedantic  appearance  of  philosophy,  wherever 
pleasure  was  to  be  sold,  he  was  generally  foremost  to  raise 
the  auction.  Being  an  universal  admirer  of  the  fair  sex, 
when  he  found  one  lady  cruel,  he  generally  fell  in  love  with 
another,  from  whom  he  expected  a  more  favourable  recep- 
tion ;  if  she  too  rejected  his  addresses,  he  never  thought  of 
retiring  into  deserts,  or  pining  in  hopeless  distress  :  he 
persuaded  himself,  that  instead  of  loving  the  lady,  he  only 
fancied  he  had  loved  her,  and  so  all  was  w  ell  again.  When 
fortune  wore  her  angriest  look,  when  he  at  last  fell  into  the 
power  of  his  most  deadly  enemy,  Cardinal  Mazarine,  and 
was  confined  a  close  prisoner  in  the  Castle  of  Valenciennes, 
he  never  attempted  to  support  his  distress  by  wisdom  or 
philosophy,  for  he  pretended  to  neither.  He  laughed  at 
himself  and  his  persecutor,  and  seemed  infinitely  pleased 
at  his  new  situation.  In  this  mansion  of  distress,  though 
secluded  from  his  friends,  though  denied  all  the  amusements, 
and  even  the  conveniencies  of  life,  teased  everv  hour  bv 
the  impertinence  of  wretches  who  were  employed  to  guard 
him,  he  still  retained  his  good  humour,  laughed  at  all  their 
iittle  spite,  and  carried  the  jest  so  far  as  to  be  revenged,  by 
writing  the  life  of  his  jailer. 

All  that  philosophy  can  teach,  is  to  be  stubborn  or  sullen 
under  misfortunes.  The  Cardinal's  example  will  instruct  us  to 
be  merry  in  circumstances  of  the  highest  affliction.  It  matters 
not  whether  our  good  humour  be  construed  by  others  into 
insensibility,  or  even  idiotism  :  it  is  happiness  to  ourselves, 
and  none  but  a  fool  would  measure  bis  satisfaction  by  what 
the  world  thinks  of  it. 

Dick  Wildgoose  was  one  of  the  happiest  silly  fellows  I 
ever  knew.  He  was  of  the  number  of  those  good-natured 
creatures  that  are  said  to  do  no  harm  to  any  but  themselves. 
Whenever  Dick  fell  into  any  misery,  he  usually  called  it 
"  seeing  life."  If  his  head  was  broke  by  a  chairman,  or  his 
pocket  picked  by  a  sharper,  he  comforted  himself  by 
imitating  the  Hibernian  dialect  of  the  one,  or  the  more 
fashionable  cant  of  the  other.    Nothing  came  amiss  to  Dick. 

•  Jean  Francis  Paul  Gondi,  Cardinal  de  Retz,  after  a  life  of  turbu- 
lence, in  the  course  of  which  he  experienced  many  changes  of  fortune, 
died  in  retirement  in  1679.  Voltaire  said  of  hiro,  that  in  his  youth  he 
lived  like  Catiline,  and  like  Atticus  in  his  old  age.  —  B. 
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His  inattention  to  money  matters  had  incensed  his  father  to 
such  a  degree,  that  all  the  intercession  of  friends  in  his 
favour  was  fruitless.  The  old  gentleman  was  on  his  death- 
bed. The  whole  family,  and  Dick  among  the  number, 
gathered  round  him.  "  I  leave  my  second  son  Andrew," 
said  the  expiring  miser,  "  my  whole  estate,  and  desire  him 
to  be  frugal."  Andrew,  in  a  sorrowful  tone,  as  is  usual 
on  these  occasions,  "  prayed  Heaven  to  prolong  his  life  and 
health  to  enjoy  it  himself."  — "  I  recommend  Simon,  my 
third  son,  to  the  care  of  his  elder  brother,  and  leave  him 
beside  four  thousand  pounds."  — "  Ah,  father!"  cried 
Simon,  (in  great  affliction  to  be  sure,)  "  may  Heaven  give 
you  life  and  health  to  enjoy  it  yourself!"  At  last,  turning 
to  poor  Dick,  "  As  for  you,  you  have  always  been  a  sad 
dog  —  you  '11  never  come  to  good,  you'll  never  be  rich  ;  I  '11 
leave  you  a  shilling  to  buy  a  halter." — "Ah,  father!" 
cries  Dick,  without  any  emotion,  "  may  Heaven  give  you 
life  and  health  to  enjoy  it  yourself!"  This  was  all  the 
trouble  the  loss  of  fortune  gave  this  thoughtless  imprudent 
creature.  However,  the  tenderness  of  an  uncle  recompensea 
the  neglect  of  a  father ;  and  Dick  is  not  only  excessively 
good  humoured,  but  competently  rich. 

The  world,  in  short,  may  cry  out  at  a  bankrupt  who 
appears  at  a  ball  ;  at  an  author,  who  laughs  at  the  public 
which  pronounces  him  a  dunce  ;  at  a  general,  who  smiles  at 
the  reproach  of  the  vulgar  ;  or  the  lady,  who  keeps  her 
good  humour  in  spite  of  scandal  :  but  such  is  the  wisest 
behaviour  they  can  possibly  assume.  It  is  certainly  a  better 
way  to  oppose  calamity  by  dissipation,  than  to  take  up  the 
arms  of  reason  or  resolution  to  oppose  it :  by  the  first 
method  we  forget  our  miseries,  by  the  last  we  only  conceal 
them  from  others.  By  struggling  with  misfortunes,  we  are 
sure  to  receive  some  wounds  in  the  conflict :  the  only 
method  to  come  off  victorious,  is  by  running  away. 


ON  OUR  THEATRES, 

Mademoiselle  Clairon,*  a  celebrated  actress  at  Paris, 
seems  to  me  the  most  perfect  female  figure  I  have  ever  seen 

*   Garrick,  whose  authority  in  stage  criticism  oii^ht  to  carry  some 
wciglit,  professed  the  liighest  admiratiou  of  the  pruiessioDal  talents  of 
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upon  any  stage.  Not  perhaps  that  nature  has  been  more 
liberal  of  personal  beauty  to  her,  than  some  to  be  seen 
upon  our  theatres  at  home.  There  are  actresses  here  who 
have  as  much  of  what  connoisseurs  call  statuary  grace,  by 
which  is  meant  elegance  unconnected  with  motion,  as  she  ; 
but  they  all  fall  infinitely  short  of  her,  when  the  soul  comes 
to  give  expression  to  the  limbs,  2md  animates  every  feature. 

Her  first  appearance  is  excessively  engaging  :  she  never 
comes  in  staring  round  upon  the  company,  as  if  she  intended 
to  count  the  benefits  of  the  house,  or  at  least  to  see,  as  well 
as  be  seen.  Her  eyes  are  always,  at  first,  intently  fixed 
upon  the  persons  of  the  drama,  and  she  lifts  them,  by 
degrees,  with  enchanting  diffidence,  upon  the  spectators. 
Her  first  speech,  or  at  least  the  first  part  of  it,  is  delivered 
with  scarcely  any  motion  of  the  arm ;  her  hands  and  her 
tongue  never  set  out  together ;  but  the  one  prepares  us  for 
the  other.  She  sometimes  begins  with  a  mute  eloquent 
attitude  ;  but  never  goes  forward  all  at  once  with  hands, 
eyes,  head,  and  voice.  This  observation,  though  it  may 
appear  of  no  importance,  should  certainlj'  be  adverted  to  ; 
nor  do  I  see  any  one  performer  (Garrick  only  excepted) 
among  us,  that  is  not  in  this  particular  apt  to  offend.  By 
this  simple  beginning  she  gives  herself  a  power  of  rising  in 
the  passion  of  the  scene.  As  she  proceeds,  every  gesture, 
every  look,  acquires  new  violence,  till  at  last,  transported, 
she  fills  the  whole  vehemence  of  the  part,  and  all  the  idea 
of  the  poet. 

Her  hands  are  not  alternately  stretched  out,  and  then 
drawn  in  again,  as  with  the  singing  women  at  Sadler's 
Wells  :  they  are  employed  with  graceful  variety,  and  every 
moment  please  with  new  and  unexpected  eloquence.  Add 
to  this,  that  their  motion  is  generally  from  the  shoulder; 

this  accotnplislied  actress,  the  Siddons  of  the  French  stage.  Voltaire 
also  has  celebrated  her  in  a  poetical  ipistle  addressed  to  her  in  1705, 
from  which  we  extract  the  following  lines  :  — 

Toi  que  forma  Venui,  ct  que  Minfrve  anime, 
Toi  qui  ressuscitu  lous  me«  nutiques  toiu, 
L'Electre  de  Sophocle  aux  accents  de  ta  \oix, 

•  «•••• 
Toi  qui  peiiu  la  nature  en  nsant  Tembellir, 
Sou»erainc  dMn  art  que  tu  bus  ennoWir, 

Toi  dont  un  geste,  un  mot  m'attcndrit  et  m'enflamme, 

gi  j'aime  teg  talents,  je  respccte  ton  anie. 

L'amitie,  la  grandeur,  la  fi  rmctc.  la  foi. 

Lea  vertua  que  tu  peins,  ie  lei  retrouve  en  toi : 

•  *  •  •  •  * 
Comeille,  dm  Romains  peintre  majcEtucttx, 
Taurait  vue  auasi  noble,  auail  romaine  qu'eux.  —  B 
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she  never  flourishes  her  hands  while  the  upper  part  of  her 
arm  is  motionless,  nor  has  she  the  ridiculous  appearance  as 
if  her  elbows  were  pinned  to  her  hips. 

But  of  all  the  cautions  to  be  given  to  our  rising-  actresses, 
I  would  particularly  recommend  it  to  them  never  to  take 
notice  of  the  audience  upon  any  occasion  whatsoever  ;  let 
the  spectators  applaud  never  so  loudly,  their  praises  should 
pass,  except  at  the  end  of  the  epilogue,  with  seeming 
inattention.  I  can  never  pardon  a  lady  on  the  stage,  who, 
when  she  draws  the  admiration  of  the  whole  audience,  turns 
about  to  make  them  a  low  curtsy  for  their  applause.  Such 
a  figure  no  longer  continues  Belvidera,  but  at  once  drops 
into  Mrs  Gibber.  Suppose  a  sober  tradesman,  who  once 
a-year  takes  his  shilling's  worth  at  Drury  Lane,  in  order  to 
be  delighted  with  the  figure  of  a  queen  —  the  queen  of  Sheba, 
for  instance,  or  any  other  queen  —  this  honest  man  has  no 
other  idea  of  the  great  but  from  their  superior  pride  and 
impertinence  :  suppose  such  a  man  placed  among  the 
spectators,  the  first  figure  that  appears  on  the  stage  is  the 
queen  herself,  curtsying  and  cringing  to  all  the  company, 
how  can  he  fancy  her  the  haughty  favourite  of  King 
Solomon  the  wise,  who  appears  actually  more  submissive 
than  the  wife  of  his  bosom  ?  We  are  all  tradesmen  of  a 
nicer  relish  in  this  respect,  and  such  conduct  must  disgust 
every  spectator,  who  loves  to  have  the  illusion  of  nature 
strong  upon  him. 

Yet,  while  I  recommend  to  our  actresses  a  skilful  attention 
to  gesture,  I  would  not  have  them  study  it  in  the  looking- 
glass.  This,  without  some  precaution,  will  render  their 
action  formal  ;  by  too  great  an  intimacy  with  this,  they 
become  stiff  and  affected.  People  seldom  improve  when 
they  have  no  other  model  but  themselves  to  copy  after.  I 
remember  to  have  known  a  notable  performer  of  the  other 
sex,  who  made  great  use  of  this  flattering  monitor,  and  yet 
was  one  of  the  stiffest  figures  I  ever  saw.  I  am  told  his 
apartment  was  hung  round  with  looking-glasses,  that  he 
might  see  his  person  twenty  times  reflected  upon  entering 
the  room ;  and  I  will  make  bold  to  say,  he  saw  twenty  very 
ns\v  fellows  whenever  he  did  so. 
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ON  THE  USE  OF  LANGUAGE. 

The  manner  in  which  most  writers  begin  their  treatises 
on  the  use  of  language,  is  generally  thus  : — "  Language  has 
been  granted  to  man,  in  order  to  discover  his  wants  and 
necessities,  so  as  to  have  them  relieved  by  society.  What- 
ever we  desire,  whatever  we  wish,  it  is  but  to  clothe  those 
desires  or  wishes  in  words,  in  order  to  fruition  ;  the  principal 
use  of  language,  therefore,"  say  they,  "  is  to  express  our 
wants,  so  as  to  receive  a  speedy  redress." 

Such  an  account  as  this  may  serve  to  satisfy  grammarians 
and  rhetoricians  well  enough,  but  men  who  know  the  world 
maintain  very  contrary  maxims  :  they  hold,  and  I  think  with 
some  show  of  reason,  that  he  who  best  knows  how  to  conceal 
his  necessity  and  desires,  is  the  most  likely  person  to  find 
redress  ;  and  that  the  true  use  of  speech  is  not  so  much  to 
express  our  wants,  as  to  conceal  them. 

When  we  reflect  on  the  manner  in  which  mankind  gene- 
rally confer  their  favours,  we  shall  find,  that  they  who  seem 
to  want  them  least,  are  the  very  persons  who  most  liberally 
share  them.  There  is  something  so  attractive  in  riches,  that 
the  large  heap  generally  collects  from  the  smaller  ;  and  the 
poor  find  as  much  pleasure  in  increasing  the  enormous  mass, 
as  the  miser  who  owns  it  sees  happiness  in  its  increase. 
Nor  is  there  in  this  any  thing  repugnant  to  the  laws  of  true 
morality.  Seneca  himself  allows,  that  in  conferring  benefits, 
the  present  should  always  be  suited  to  the  dignity  of  the 
receiver.  Thus  the  ricn  receive  large  presents,  and  are 
thanked  for  accepting  them  j  men  of  middling  stations  are 
obliged  to  be  content  with  presents  something  less ;  while 
the  beggar,  who  may  be  truly  said  to  want  indeed,  is  well 
paid  if  a  farthing  rewards  his  warmest  solicitations. 


88  THE  BEE. 

Everj'  man  who  has  seen  the  world,  and  has  had  his  ups 
and  downs  in  life,  as  the  expression  is,  must  have  frequently 
experienced  the  truth  of  this  doctrine,  and  must  know,  that 
to  have  much,  or  to  seem  to  have  it,  is  the  only  way  to  have 
more.  Ovid  finely  compares  a  man  of  broken  fortune  to  a 
falling  column  :  the  lower  it  sinks,  the  greater  weight  it  is 
obliged  to  sustain.  Thus,  when  a  man  has  no  occasion  to 
borrow,  he  finds  numbers  willing  to  lend  him.  Should  he 
ask  his  friend  to  lend  him  a  hundred  pounds,  it  is  possible, 
from  the  largeness  of  his  demand,  he  may  find  credit  for 
twenty ;  but  should  he  humbly  only  sue  for  a  trifle,  it  is  two 
to  one  whether  he  might  be  trusted  for  twopence.  A  certain 
young  fellow  at  George's,  whenever  he  had  occasion  to  ask 
his  friend  for  a  guinea,  used  to  prelude  his  request  as  if  he 
wanted  two  hundred,  and  talked  so  familiarly  of  large  sums, 
that  none  could  ever  think  he  wanted  a  small  one.  The 
same  gentleman,  whenever  he  wanted  credit  for  a  new  suit 
from  his  tailor,  always  made  a  proposal  in  laced  clothes  ;  for 
he  found  by  experience,  that  if  he  appeared  shabby  on  these 
occasions,  Mr  Lynch  had  taken  an  oath  against  trusting  ; 
or,  what  was  every  bit  as  bad,  his  foreman  was  out  of  the 
way,  and  would  not  be  at  home  these  two  days. 

There  can  be  no  inducement  to  reveal  our  wants,  except 
to  find  pity,  and  by  this  means  relief;  but  before  a  poor 
man  opens  his  mind  in  such  circumstances,  he  should  first 
consider  whether  he  is  contented  to  lose  the  esteem  of  the 
person  he  solicits,  and  whether  he  is  willing  to  give  up 
friendship  only  to  excite  compassion.  Pity  and  friendship 
are  passions  incompatible  with  each  other,  and  it  is  impos- 
sible that  both  can  reside  in  any  breast  for  the  smallest 
space,  without  impairing  each  other.*  Friendship  is  made 
up  of  esteem  and  pleasure  ;  pity  is  composed  of  sorrow  and 
contempt :  the  mind  may  for  some  time  fluctuate  between 
them,  but  it  never  can  entertain  both  together. 

Yet,  let  it  not  be  thought  that  I  would  exclude  pity  from 
the  human  mind.  There  are  scarcely  any  who  are  not,  in 
some  degree,  possessed  of  this  pleasing  softness ;  but  it  is 
at  best  but  a  short-lived  passion,  and  seldom  affords  distress 
more  than  transitory  assistance  ;  with  some  it  scarcely  lasts 
from  the  first  impulse  till  the  hand  can  be  put  into  the 

*  This  is  hard  doctrine,  and  its  truth  is  at  least  questionable.  Pity, 
surely,  does  not  necessarily  imply  contempt ;  and  perhaps  the  most 
remarkable  instances  of  friendship  are  to  be  found  among  men  of 
unequal  fortune.  —  B. 
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pocket  ;  \\"ith  others  it  may  continue  for  twice  that  space, 
and  on  some  of  extraordinary  sensibility  I  have  seen  it  operate 
for  half  an  hour.  But,  however,  last  as  it  will,  it  generally 
produces  but  beggarly  effects ;  and  where,  from  this  motive, 
■we  give  a  halfpenny,  from  others  we  give  always  pounds. 
In  great  distress,  we  sometimes,  it  is  true,  feci  the  influence 
of  tenderness  strongly ;  w  hen  the  same  distress  solicits  a 
second  time,  we  then  feel  with  diminished  sensibility,  but, 
like  the  repetition  of  an  echo,  every  new  impulse  becomes 
weaker,  till  at  last  our  sensations  lose  every  mixture  of 
sorrow,  and  degenerate  into  downright  contempt. 

Jack  Spindle  and  I  were  old  acquaintance  ;  but  he's  gone. 
Jack  was  bred  in  a  counting-house,  and  his  father  dying 
just  as  he  was  out  of  his  time,  left  him  a  handsome  fortune, 
and  many  friends  to  advise  w  ith.  The  restraint  in  which  he 
had  been  brought  up  had  throv\Ti  a  gloom  upon  his  temper, 
which  some  regarded  as  habitual  prudence,  and  from  such 
considerations,  he  had  every  day  repeated  offers  of  friend- 
ship. Those  who  had  money  were  ready  to  offer  him  their 
assistance  that  way  ;  and  they  who  had  daughters,  frequently 
in  the  warmth  of  affection  advised  him  to  marry.  Jack, 
however,  was  in  good  circumstances  ;  he  wanted  neither 
money,  friends,  nor  a  wife,  and  therefore  modestly  declined 
their  proposals. 

Some  errors  in  the  management  of  his  affairs,  and  several 
losses  in  trade,  soon  brought  Jack  to  a  different  way  of 
thinking  ;  and  he  at  last  thought  it  his  best  way  to  let  his 
friends  know,  that  their  offers  were  at  length  acceptable. 
His  first  address  was,  therefore,  to  a  scrivener,  who  had 
formerly  made  him  frequent  offers  of  money  and  friendship, 
at  a  time  when,  perhaps,  he  knew  those  offers  would  have 
been  refused. 

Jack,  therefore,  thought  he  might  use  his  old  friend  with- 
out any  ceremony  ;  and,  as  a  man  confident  of  not  being 
Tefused,requested  theuse  of  a  hundred  guineas  for  a  few  days, 
as  he  just  then  had  an  occasion  for  money.  "  And  pray, 
Mr  Spindle,"  replied  the  scrivener,  "  do  you  want  all  this 
money?" — "  Want  it,  sir,"  says  the  other,  "  if  I  did  not 
want  it,  I  should  not  have  asked  it." — "  I  am  sorry  for 
that,"  says  the  friend  ;  "  for  those  who  want  money  when 
they  come  to  borrow,  will  want  money  when  they  should 
come  to  pay.  To  say  the  truth,  Mr  Spindle,  money  is 
money  now-a-days.     I  believe  it  is  all  sunk  in  the  bottom 
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of  the  sea,  for  my  part ;  and  he  that  has  got  a  little,  is  a  fool 
if  he  does  not  keep  what  he  has  got." 

Not  quite  disconcerted  by  this  refusal,  our  adventurer  was 
resolved  to  apply  to  another,  whom  he  knew  to  be  the  very 
best  friend  he  had  in  the  world.  The  gentleman  whom  he 
now  addressed,  received  his  proposal  with  all  the  affability 
that  could  be  expected  from  generous  friendship.  "  Let  me 
see, — you  want  a  hundred  guineas  ;  and,  pray,  dear  Jack, 
would  not  fifty  answer  ?" — "  If  you  have  but  fifty  to  spare, 
sir,  I  must  be  contented." — "  Fifty  to  spare !  I  do  not  say 
that,  for  I  believe  I  have  but  twenty  about  me."  — "  Then 
I  must  borrow  the  other  thirty  from  some  other  friend."  — 
"  And  pray,"  replied  the  friend,  "  would  it  not  be  the  best 
way  to  borrow  the  whole  money  from  that  other  friend,  and 
then  one  note  will  serve  for  all,  you  know?  Lord,  Mr 
Spindle,  make  no  ceremony  with  me  at  any  time  ;  you  know 
I  'm  your  friend,  when  you  choose  a  bit  of  dinner  or  so. 
You,  Tom,  see  the  gentleman  down.  You  won 't  forget  to 
dine  with  us  now  and  then  ?     Your  very  humble  servant." 

Distressed,  but  not  discouraged  at  this  treatment,  he  vi'as 
at  last  resolved  to  find  that  assistance  from  love,  which  he 
could  not  have  from  friendship.  Miss  Jenny  Dismal  had  a 
fortune  in  her  own  hands,  and  she  had  already  made  all  the 
advances  that  her  sex's  modesty  would  permit.  He  made 
his  proposal,  therefore,  with  confidence,  but  soon  perceived, 
"  No  bankrupt  ever  found  the  fair  one  kind."  Miss  Jenny 
and  Master  Billy  Galoon  were  lately  fallen  deeply  in  love 
with  each  other,  and  the  whole  neighbourhood  thought  it 
would  soon  be  a  match. 

Every  day  now  began  to  strip  Jack  of  his  former  finery  : 
his  clothes  flew  piece  by  piece  to  the  pawnbrokers  ;  and  he 
seemed  at  length  equipped  in  the  genuine  mourning  of  anti- 
quity. But  still  he  thought  himself  secure  from  starving  ; 
the  numberless  invitations  he  had  received  to  dine,  even  after 
his  losses,  were  yet  unanswered ;  he  was,  therefore,  now 
resolved  to  accept  of  a  dinner,  because  he  wanted  one ;  and 
in  this  manner  he  actually  lived  among  his  friends  a  whole 
week  without  being  openly  affronted.  The  last  place  I  saw 
poor  Jack  was  at  the  Reverend  Dr  Gosling's.  He  had,  as 
he  fancied,  just  nicked  the  time,  for  he  came  in  as  the  cloth 
was  laying.  He  took  a  chair  without  being  desired,  and 
talked  for  some  time  without  being  attended  to.  He  assured 
the  company,  that  nothing  procured  so  good  an  appetite  as 
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a  walk  to  White  Conduit  House,  where  he  had  been  that 
morning'.  He  looked  at  the  tablecloth,  and  praised  the 
figure  of  the  damask,  talked  of  a  feast  where  he  had  been 
the  day  before,  but  that  the  venison  was  overdone.  All 
this,  however,  procured  the  poor  creature  no  invitation,  and 
he  was  not  yet  sufficiently  hardened  to  stay  without  being 
asked  ;  wherefore,  finding  the  gentleman  of  the  house  insen- 
sible to  all  his  fetches,  he  thought  proper  at  last  to  retire, 
and  mend  his  appetite  by  a  walk  in  the  Park. 

You  then,  O  ye  beggars  of  mj'  acquaintance,  whether  in 
rags  or  lace  —  whether  in  Kent  Street,  or  the  Mall — whether 
at  Smyrna  or  St  Giles's,  —  might  I  ad\nse  you  as  a  friend, 
never  seem  in  want  of  the  favour  which  you  solicit.  Apply 
to  every  passion  but  pity  for  redress.  You  may  find  relief 
from  vanit}',  from  self-interest,  or  from  avarice,  but  seldom 
from  compassion.  The  very  eloquence  of  a  poor  man  is 
disgusting  ;  and  that  mouth  which  is  opened,  even  for 
flattery,  is  seldom  expected  to  close  without  a  petition. 

If,  then,  you  would  ward  off  the  gripe  of  poverty,  pretend 
to  be  a  stranger  to  her,  and  she  will  at  least  use  you  with 
ceremony.  Hear  not  my  advice,  but  that  of  Offellus.  If  you 
be  caught  dining  upon  a  halfpenny  porringer  of  pease  soup 
and  potatoes,  praise  the  wholesomeness  of  your  frugal  repast. 
You  may  observe  that  Dr  Cheyne  has  prescribed  pease  broth 
for  the  gravel ;  hint  that  you  are  not  one  of  those  who  are 
always  making  a  god  of  your  belly.  If  you  are  obliged  to 
wear  a  flimsy  stuff  in  the  midst  of  winter,  be  the  first  to 
remark  that  stuffs  are  very  much  worn  at  Paris.  If  there 
be  found  some  irreparable  defects  in  any  part  of  your 
equipage,  which  cannot  be  concealed  by  all  the  arts  of  sitting 
cross-legged,  coaxing,  or  darning,  say  that  neither  you  nor 
Sampson  Gideon  were  ever  very  fond  of  dress.  Or  if  you 
be  a  philosopher,  hint  that  Plato  and  Seneca  are  the  tailors 
you  choose  to  employ  ;  assure  the  company,  that  men  ought 
to  be  content  with  a  bare  covering,  since  what  is  now  so 
much  the  pride  of  some,  was  formerly  our  shame.  Horace 
will  give  you  a  Latin  sentence  fit  for  the  occasion,— 

Toga  defcndere  frigus, 
Quamvis  crassa,  queat.  * 

In  short,  however  caught,  do  not  give  up,  but  ascribe  to 

•  My  robe,  though  homely,  keeps  its  owner  wann. 
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the  frugality  of  your  disposition,  wiiat  others  might  be  apt 
to  attribute  to  the  narrowniess  of  your  circumstances,  and 
appear  rather  to  be  a  miser  than  a  beggar.  To  be  poor, 
and  to  seem  poor,  is  a  certain  method  never  to  rise.  Pride 
in  the  great  is  hateful,  in  the  wise  it  is  ridiculous  ;  beggarly 
pride  is  the  only  sort  of  vanity  I  can  excuse. 


THE  HISTORY  OF  HYPASIA. 

Man,  when  secluded  from  society,  is  not  a  more  solitary 
being  than  the  woman  who  leaves  the  duties  of  her  own 
sex  to  invade  the  privileges  of  ours.  She  seems,  in  such 
circumstances,  like  one  in  banishment ;  she  appears  like  a 
neutral  being  between  the  sexes  ;  and,  though  she  may 
have  the  admiration  of  both,  she  finds  true  happiness  from 
neither. 

Of  all  the  ladies  of  antiquity  I  have  read  of,  none  was 
ever  more  justly  celebrated  than  the  beautiful  Hypasia,  the 
daughter  of  Leon  the  philosopher.  This  most  accomplished 
of  women  was  born  at  Alexandria,  in  the  reign  of  Theodosius 
the  younger.  Nature  was  never  more  lavish  of  its  gifts  than 
it  had  been  to  her,  endued  as  she  was  with  the  most  exalted 
understanding,  and  the  happiest  turn  to  science.  Education 
completed  what  nature  had  begun,  and  made  her  the  prodigy 
not  only  of  her  age,  but  the  glory  of  her  sex. 

From  her  father  she  learned  geometry  and  astronomy ; 
she  collected  from  the  conversation  and  schools  of  the  other 
philosophers,  for  which  Alexandria  was  at  that  time  famous, 
the  principles  of  the  rest  of  the  sciences. 

What  cannot  be  conquered  by  natural  penetration  and  a 
passion  of  study  ?  The  boundless  knowledge  which,  at 
that  period  of  time,  was  required  to  form  the  character  of  a 
philosopher,  no  way  discouraged  her ;  she  delivered  herself 
up  to  the  study  of  Aristotle  and  Plato,  and  soon  not  one  in 
all  Alexandria  understood  so  perfectly  as  she  all  the  diffi- 
culties of  these  two  philosophers. 

But  not  their  systems  alone,  but  those  of  every  other  sect, 
were  quite  familiar  to  her  ;  and,  to  this  knowledge,  she  added 
that  of  polite  learning,  and  the  art  of  oratory.  All  the 
.earning  which  it  was  possible  foi  the  human  mind  to 
contain,  being  joined  to  a  most  enchanting  eloquence, 
rendered  this  lady  the  wonder  not  only  of  the  populace, 
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who  easily  admire,  but  of  philosophers  themselves,  who  are 
seldom  fond  of  admiration. 

The  city  of  Alexandria  was  every  day  crowded  with 
strangers,  who  came  from  all  parts  of  Greece  and  Asia  to 
see  and  hear  her.  As  for  the  charms  of  her  person,  they 
miffht  not  probably  have  been  mentioned,  did  she  not  join 
to  a  beauty  the  most  striking,  a  virtue  that  might  repress 
the  most  assuming  ;  and  though,  in  the  whole  capital  famed 
for  charms,  there  was  not  one  who  could  equal  her  in  beauty ; 
though  in  a  city,  the  resort  of  all  the  learning  then  existing 
in  the  world,  there  was  not  one  who  could  equal  her  in 
knowledge  ;  yet,  with  such  accomplishments,  Hypasia  was 
the  most  modest  of  her  sex.  Her  reputation  for  virtue  was 
not  less  than  her  virtues  ;  and,  though  in  a  city  divided 
between  two  factions,  though  visited  by  the  wits  and  the 
jjhilosophers  of  the  age,  calumny  never  dared  to  suspect  her 
morals,  or  attempt  her  character.  Both  the  Christians  and 
the  Heathens  who  have  transmitted  her  history  and  her 
misfortunes,  have  but  one  voice,  when  they  speak  of  her 
beauty,  her  knowledge,  and  her  virtue.  Nay,  so  much 
harmony  reigns  in  their  accounts  of  this  prodigy  of  perfection, 
that,  in  spite  of  the  opposition  of  their  faith,  we  should  never 
have  been  able  to  judge  of  what  religion  was  Hypasia,  were 
we  not  informed,  from  other  circumstances,  that  she  was  a 
heathen.  Providence  had  taken  so  much  pains  in  forming 
her,  that  we  are  almost  induced  to  complain  of  its  not  having 
endeavoured  to  make  her  a  Christian  ;  but  from  this  com- 
plaint we  are  deterred  by  a  thousand  contrary  observations, 
which  lead  us  to  reverence  its  inscrutable  mysteries. 

This  great  reputation,  of  which  she  so  justly  was  possessed, 
was,  at  last,  however,  the  occasion  of  her  ruin. 

The  person  who  then  possessed  the  patriarchate  of 
Alexandria,  was  equally  remarkable  for  his  violence,  cruelty, 
and  pride.  Conducted  bv  an  ill  grounded  zeal  for  the 
Christian  religion,  or,  perhaps,  desirous  of  augmenting  his 
authority  in  the  city,  he  had  long  meditated  the  banishment 
of  the  Jews.  A  difference  arising  between  them  and  the 
Christians,  with  respect  to  some  public  games,  seemed  to 
liim  a  proper  juncture  for  putting  Lis  ambitious  designs  into 
execution.  He  found  no  difficulty  in  exciting  the  people, 
naturally  disposed  to  revolt.  The  praefect  who,  at  that  time, 
commanded  the  city,  interposed  on  this  occasion,  and  thought 
It  just  to  put  one  of  the  chief  creatures  of  the  patriarch  to 
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the  torture,  in  order  to  discover  the  first  promoter  of  the 
conspiracy.  The  patriarch,  enraged  at  the  injustice  he 
thought  oflered  to  liis  character  and  dignity,  and  piqued  at 
the  protection  which  was  ofiered  to  the  Jews,  sent  for  the 
chiefs  of  the  synagogue,  and  enjoined  them  to  renounce  their 
designs,  upon  pain  of  incurring  his  highest  displeasure. 

The  Jews,  far  from  fearing  his  menaces,  excited  new 
tumults,  in  which  several  citizens  had  the  misfortune  to  fall. 
The  patriarch  could  no  longer  contain  :  at  the  head  of  a 
numerous  body  of  Christians,  he  flew  to  the  synagogues, 
which  he  demolished,  and  drove  the  Jews  from  a  city,  of 
which  they  had  been  possessed  since  the  times  of  Alexander 
the  Great.  It  may  be  easily  imagined,  that  the  praefect 
could  not  behold,  without  pain,  his  jurisdiction  thus  insulted, 
and  the  city  deprived  of  a  number  of  its  most  industrious 
inhabitants. 

The  affair  was,  therefore,  brought  before  the  emperor. 
The  patriarch  complained  of  the  excesses  of  the  Jews,  and 
the  praefect,  of  the  outrages  of  the  patriarch.  At  this  very 
juncture,  five  hundred  monks  of  Mount  Nitria,  imagining 
the  life  of  their  chief  to  be  in  danger,  and  that  their  religion 
was  threatened  in  his  fall,  flew  into  the  city  with  ungovern- 
able rage,  attacked  the  praefect  in  the  streets,  and,  not 
content  with  loading  him  with  reproaches,  wounded  him  in 
several  places. 

The  citizens  had  by  this  time  notice  of  the  fury  of  the 
monks  ;  they  therefore  assembled  in  a  body,  put  the  monks 
to  flight,  seized  on  him  who  had  been  found  tlirowing  a 
stone,  and  delivered  him  to  the  praefect,  who  caused  him  to 
be  put  to  death  without  farther  delay. 

The  patriarch  immediately  ordered  the  dead  body,  which 
had  been  exposed  to  view,  to  be  taken  down,  procured  for 
it  all  the  pomp  and  rites  of  burial,  and  went  even  so  far  as 
himself  to  pronounce  the  funeral  oration,  in  which  he  classed 
a  seditious  monk  among  the  martyrs.  This  conduct  was 
by  no  means  generally  approved  of ;  the  most  moderate 
even  among  the  Christians  perceived  and  blamed  his  indis- 
cretion ;  but  he  was  now  too  far  advanced  to  retire.  He 
had  made  several  overtures  towards  a  reconciliation  with 
the  praefect,  which  not  succeeding,  he  bore  all  those  an 
implacable  hatred  whom  he  imagined  to  have  any  hand  in 
traversing  his  designs  ;  but  Hypasia  was  particularly  destined 
to  ruin.     She  could  not  find  pardon,  as  she  was  known  to 
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have  a  most  refined  friendship  for  the  prsefect ;  wherefore 
the  populace  were  incited  against  her.  Peter,  a  reader  of 
the  principal  church,  one  of  those  vile  slaves  by  which  men 
in  power  are  too  frequently  attended — wretches  ever  ready 
to  commit  any  crime  which  they  hope  may  render  them 
agreeable  to  their  employer,  —  this  fellow,  I  say,  attended  b)- 
a  crowd  of  villains,  waited  for  Hj'pasia,  as  she  was  returning 
from  a  visit,  at  her  own  door,  seized  her  as  she  was  going 
in,  and  dragged  her  to  one  of  the  churches  called  Cesarea, 
where,  stripping  her  in  a  most  inhuman  manner,  they  exer- 
cised the  most  inhuman  cruelties  upon  her,  cut  her  into 
pieces,  and  burnt  her  remains  to  ashes.  Such  was  the  end 
of  Hypasia,  the  glory  of  her  own  sex,  and  the  astonishment 
of  ours. 


ON  JUSTICE  AND  GENEROSITY. 

Lysippus  is  a  man  whose  greatness  of  soul  the  whole 
world  admires.  His  generosity  is  such  that  it  prevents  a 
demand,  and  saves  the  receiver  the  trouble  and  the  confusion 
of  a  request.  His  liberality  also  does  not  oblige  more  by  its 
greatness  than  by  his  inimitable  grace  in  giving.  Some- 
times he  even  distributes  his  bounties  to  strangers,  and  has 
been  known  to  do  good  offices  to  those  who  professed 
themselves  his  enemies.  All  the  world  are  unanimous  in 
the  praise  of  his  generosity  :  there  is  only  one  sort  of  people 
who  complain  of  his  conduct, —  Lysippus  does  not  pay  his 
debts. 

It  is  no  difiicult  matter  to  account  for  a  conduct  so 
seemingly  incompatible  with  itself.  There  is  greatness  in 
being  generous,  and  there  is  only  simple  justice  in  satisfying 
his  creditors.  Generosity  is  the  part  of  a  soul  raised  above 
the  vulgar.  There  is  in  it  something  of  what  we  admire  in 
heroes,  and  praise  with  a  degree  of  rapture.  Justice,  on 
the  contrary,  is  a  mere  mechanic  virtue,  fit  only  for  trades- 
men, and  what  is  practised  by  every  broker  in  Change 
Alley. 

In  paying  his  debts  a  man  barely  does  his  duty,  and  it  is 
an  action  attended  with  no  sort  of  glory.  Should  Lysippus 
satisfy  his  creditors,  who  would  be  at  the  pains  of  telling  it 
to  the  world  ?     Generosity  is  a  virtue  of  a  very  different 
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complexion.  It  is  raised  above  duty,  and,  from  its  elevation, 
attracts  the  attention  and  the  praises  of  us  little  mortals 
below. 

In  this  manner  do  men  generally  reason  upon  justice  and 
crenerosity.  The  first  is  despised,  though  a  virtue  essential 
to  the  good  of  society ;  and  the  other  attracts  our  esteem, 
which  too  frequently  proceeds  from  an  impetuosity  of 
temper,  rather  directed  by  vanity  than  reason.  Lysippus 
is  told  that  his  banker  asks  a  debt  of  forty  pounds,  and  that 
a  distressed  acquaintance  petitions  for  the  same  sum.  He 
gives  it  without  hesitating  to  the  latter  ;  for  he  demands  as 
a  favour  what  the  former  requires  as  a  debt. 

Mankind  in  general  are  not  sufficiently  acquainted  with 
the  import  of  the  word  Justice:  it  is  commonly  believed  to 
consist  only  in  a  performance  of  those  duties  to  which  the 
laws  of  societj'  can  oblige  us.  This,  I  allow,  is  sometimes 
the  import  of  the  word,  and  in  this  sense  justice  is  distin- 
guished from  equity ;  but  there  is  a  justice  still  more 
extensive,  and  which  can  be  shewn  to  embrace  all  the 
virtues  united. 

Justice  may  be  defined  to  be  that  virtue  which  impels  us 
to  give  to  every  person  what  is  his  due.  In  this  extended 
sense  of  the  word,  it  comprehends  the  practice  of  every 
virtue  which  reason  prescribes,  or  societj'  should  expect. 
Our  duty  to  our  Maker,  to  each  other,  and  to  ourselves,  are 
fully  answered,  if  we  give  them  what  we  owe  them.  Thus 
justice,  properly  speaking,  is  the  only  virtue,  and  all  the 
rest  have  their  origin  in  it. 

The  qualities  of  candour,  fortitude,  charity,  and  generositj% 
for  instance,  are  not,  in  their  own  nature,  virtues ;  and  if 
ever  they  deserve  the  title,  it  is  owing  only  to  justice,  which 
impels  and  directs  them.  Without  such  a  moderator,  candour 
might  become  indiscretion,  fortitude  obstinacy,  charity 
imprudence,  and  generosity  mistaken  profusion. 

A  disinterested  action,  if  it  be  not  conducted  by  justice, 
is  at  best  indifferent  in  its  nature,  and  not  unfrequently  even 
turns  to  vice.  The  expenses  of  society,  of  presents,  of 
entertainments,  and  the  other  helps  to  cheerfulness,  are 
actions  merely  indifferent,  when  not  repugnant  to  a  better 
method  of  disposing  of  our  superfluities  ;  but  they  become 
vicious  when  they  obstruct  or  exhaust  our  abilities  from  a 
more  virtuous  disposition  of  our  circumstances. 

True  generosity  is  a  duty  as  indispensably  necessan,"  as 
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those  imposed  upon  us  by  law.  It  is  a  rule  imposed  upon 
us  by  reason,  which  should  be  the  sovereign  law  of  a  rational 
being.  But  this  generosity  does  not  consist  in  obeying 
every  impulse  of  humanity,  in  following  blind  passion  for 
our  guide,  and  impairing  our  circumstances  by  present 
benefactions,  so  as  to  render  us  incapable  of  future  ones. 

Misers  are  generally  characterized  as  men  without  honour 
or  without  humanity,  who  live  only  to  accumulate,  and  to 
this  passion  sacrifice  every  other  happiness.  They  have 
been  described  as  madmen,  who,  in  the  midst  of  abundance, 
banish  every  pleasure,  and  make  from  imaginary  wants  real 
necessities.  But  few,  very  few,  correspond  to  this  exag- 
gerated picture  ;  and  perhaps  there  is  not  one  in  whom  all 
these  circumstances  are  found  united.  Instead  of  this,  we 
find  the  sober  and  the  industrious  branded  by  the  vain  and 
the  idle  with  this  odious  appellation  ;  men  who,  by  frugality 
and  labour,  raise  themselves  above  their  equals,  and  contri- 
bute their  share  of  industry  to  the  common  stock. 

Whatever  the  vain  or  the  ignorant  may  say,  well  were  it 
for  society  had  we  more  of  this  character  among  us.  In 
general,  these  close  men  are  found  at  last  the  true  bene- 
factors of  society.  With  an  avaricious  man  we  seldom  lose 
in  our  dealings  ;  but  too  frequently  in  our  commerce  with 
prodigality. 

A  French  priest,  whose  name  was  Godinot,  went  for  a 
long  time  by  the  name  of  the  Griper.  He  refused  to  relieve 
the  most  apparent  wretchedness,  and,  by  a  skilful  manage- 
ment of  his  vineyard,  had  the  good  fortune  to  acquire 
immense  sums  of  money.  The  inhabitants  of  Rheims,  who 
were  his  fellow-citizens,  detested  him  ;  and  the  populace, 
who  seldom  love  a  miser,  wherever  he  went  received  him 
with  contempt.  He  still,  however,  continued  his  former 
simplicity  of  life,  his  amazing  and  unremitted  frugalitj'. 
This  good  man  had  long  perceived  the  wants  of  the  poor 
in  the  city,  particularly  in  having  no  water  but  what  they 
were  obliged  to  buy  at  an  advanced  price  ;  wherefore,  that 
whole  fortune  which  he  had  been  amassing,  he  laid  out  in 
an  aqueduct,  by  which  he  did  the  poor  more  useful  and 
lasting  service,  than  if  he  had  distributed  his  whole  income 
in  charity  every  day  at  his  door. 

Among  men  long  conversant  with  books,  we  too  fre- 
quently find  those  misplaced  virtues  of  whicii  I  have  been 
now  complaining.     We  find  the  studious  animated  with  a 
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Strong  passion  for  the  great  virtues,  as  they  are  raistakingly 
called,  and  utterly  forgetful  of  the  ordinary  ones.  The 
declamations  of  philosophy  are  generally  rather  exhausted 
on  these  supererogatory  duties,  than  on  such  as  are  indis- 
pensably necessary.  A  man,  therefore,  who  has  taken  his 
ideas  of  mankind  from  study  alone,  generally  comes  into 
the  world  with  a  heart  melting  at  every  fictitious  distress. 
Thus  he  is  induced,  by  misplaced  liberality,  to  put  himself 
into  the  indigent  circumstances  of  the  person  he  relieves. 

I  shall  conclude  this  paper  with  the  advice  of  one  of  the 
ancients,  to  a  young  man  whom  he  saw  giving  away  all  his 
substance  to  pretended  distress.  "  It  is  possible  that  the 
person  you  relieve  may  be  an  honest  man  ;  and  I  know 
that  you  who  relieve  him  are  such.  You  see,  then,  by  your 
generosity,  you  only  rob  a  man  who  is  certainly  deserving, 
to  bestow  it  on  one  who  may  possibly  be  a  rogue  ;  and, 
while  you  are  unjust  in  rewarding  uncertain  merit,  you  are 
doubly  guilty  by  stripping  yourself." 


SOME  PARTICULARS  RELATING  TO  FATHER  FREIJO. 

Primus  mortales  tollere  contra 
Est  oculos  ausus,  primusque  assurgere  contra.  — Luciu 

The  Spanish  nation  has,  for  many  centuries  past,  been 
remarkable  for  the  gTossest  ignorance  in  polite  literature, 
especially  in  point  of  natural  philosophy  —  a  science  so 
useful  to  mankind,  that  her  neighbours  have  ever  esteemed 
it  a  matter  of  the  greatest  importance  to  endeavour,  by 
repeated  experiments,  to  strike  a  light  out  of  the  chaos  in 
which  truth  seemed  to  be  confounded.  Their  curiosit}'  in 
this  respect  was  so  indifferent,  that  though  they  had  dis- 
covered new  worlds,  they  were  at  a  loss  to  explain  the 
phenomena  of  their  own,  and  their  pride  so  unaccountable, 
that  they  disdained  to  borrow  from  others  that  instruction 
which  their  natural  indolence  permitted  them  not  to  acquire. 

It  gives  me,  however,  a  secret  satisfaction  to  behold  an 
extraordinary  genius  now  existing  in  that  nation,  whose 
studious  endeavours  seem  calculated  to  undeceive  the 
superstitious,  and  instruct  the  ignorant,  —  I  mean  the  cele- 
brated  Padre    Freijo.      la   unravelling   the   mysteries   of 
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nature,  and  explaining  physical  experiments,  he  takes  an 
opportunity  of  displaying  the  concurrence  of  second  causes, 
in  those  very  wonders  which  the  vulgar  ascribe  to  super- 
natural influence. 

An  example  of  this  kind  happened  a  few  years  ago  in  a 
small  town  of  the  kingdom  of  Valencia.  Passing  through 
at  the  hour  of  mass,  he  alighted  from  his  mule,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  the  parish  church,  which  he  found  extremely 
crowded,  and  there  appeared  on  the  faces  of  the  faithful 
a  more  than  usual  alacrity.  The  sun,  it  seems,  which  had 
been  for  some  minutes  under  a  cloud,  had  begun  to  shine 
on  a  large  crucifix,  that  stood  on  the  middle  of  the  altar, 
studded  with  several  precious  stones.  The  reflexion  from 
these,  and  from  the  diamond  eyes  of  some  silver  saints,  so 
dazzled  the  multitude,  that  they  unanimously  cried  out,  "  A 
miracle!  a  miracle!"  whilst  the  priest  at  the  altar,  with 
seeming  consternation,  continued  his  heavenly  conversation. 
Padre  Freijo  soon  dissipated  the  charm,  by  tjnng  his 
handkerchief  round  the  head  of  one  of  the  statues,  for  which 
he  was  arraigned  by  the  Inquisition  ;  whose  flames,  how- 
ever, he  has  had  the  good  fortune  hitherto  to  escape. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 

Were  I  to  measure  the  merit  of  my  present  undertaking 
ny  its  success,  or  the  rapidity  of  its  sale,  I  might  be  led  to 
form  conclusions  by  no  means  favourable  to  the  pride  of  an 
author.*  Should  I  estimate  my  fame  by  its  extent,  every 
newspaper  and  magazine  would  leave  me  far  behind.  Their 
fame  is  diffused  in  a  very  wide  circle,  that  of  some  as  far  as 
Islington,  and  some  yet  farther  still ;  while  mine,  I  sincerely 
believe,  has  hardly  travelled  beyond  the  sound  of  Bow-Bell ; 
and  while  the  works  of  others  fly  like  unpinioned  swans,  I 
find  my  own  move  as  heavily  as  a  new  plucked  goose. 
^  Still,  however,  I  have  as  much  pride  as  they  who  have 
ten  times  as  many  readers.  It  is  impossible  to  repeat  all 
the  agreeable  delusions  in  which  a  disappointed  author  is 
apt  to  find  comfort.  I  conclude,  that  what  ray  reputation 
wants  in  extent,  is  made  up  by  its  solidity.  Minus  juvat 
gloria  lata  qiunn  magna,  I  have  great  satisfaction  in  con- 
sidering the  delicacy  and  discernment  of  those  readers  I 
have,  and  in  ascribing  my  want  of  popularity  to  the  igno- 
rance or  inattention  of  those  I  have  not.  All  the  world 
may  forsake  an  author,  but  vanity  will  never  forsake  him. 

Yet,  notwithstanding  so  sincere  a  confession,  I  was  once 
induced  to  shew  my  indignation  against  the  public,  by 
discontinuing  my  endeavours  to  please;  and  was  bravely 
resolved,  like  Raleigh,  to  vex  them  by  burning  my  manu- 
script in  a  passion.  Upon  recollection,  however,  I  consi- 
dered what  set  or  body  of  people  would  be  displeased  at 
ray  rashness.     The  sun,  after  so  sad  an  accident,  might 

^  •  Goldsmith  once  complained  very  pathetioally  to  a  friend,  that 
whenever  he  wrote  any  thing,  the  public  made  a  point  of  knowing 
nothing  about  it.  — 13. 
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sWne  next  morning  as  bright  as  usual ;  men  might  laugh 
and  sing  the  next  day,  and  transact  business  as  before,  and 
not  a  single  creature  feel  any  regret  but  myself. 

I  reflected  upon  the  story  of  a  minister,  who,  in  the  reign 
of  Charles  II,  upon  a  certain  occasion,  resigned  all  his 
posts,  and  retired  into  the  country  in  a  fit  of  resentment. 
But  as  he  had  not  given  the  world  entirely  up  with  his 
ambition,  he  sent  a  messenger  to  town,  to  see  how  the 
courtiers  would  bear  his  resignation.  Upon  the  messenger's 
return  he  was  asked,  whether  there  appeared  any  commo- 
tion at  court  ?  To  which  he  replied,  there  were  very 
great  ones.  "  Ay,"  says  the  minister,  "  I  knew  my  friends 
would  make  a  bustle  ;  all  petitioning  the  king  for  my  resto- 
ration, I  presume?"  — "  No,  sir,"  replied  the  messenger, 
"  they  are  only  petitioning  his  majesty  to  be  put  in  your 
place."  In  the  same  manner,  should  I  retire  in  indigna- 
tion, instead  of  having  Apollo  in  mourning,  or  the  Muses 
in  a  fit  of  the  spleen  ;  instead  of  having  the  learned  world 
apostrophizing  at  my  untimely  decease, — perhaps  all  Grub 
Street  might  laugh  at  my  fall,  and  self-approving  dignity 
might  never  be  able  to  shield  me  from  ridicule.  In  short, 
I  am  resolved  to  write  on,  if  it  were  only  to  spite  them.  If 
the  present  generation  \\ill  not  hear  my  voice,  hearken,  O 
Posterity,  to  you  I  call,  and  from  you  I  expect  redress.' 
What  rapture  will  it  not  give  to  have  the  Scaligers,  Daciers, 
and  Warburtons  of  future  times,  commenting  with  admira- 
tion upon  every  line  I  now  write,  working  away  those 
ignorant  creatures  who  offer  to  arraign  my  merit,  with  all 
the  virulence  of  learned  approach.  Ay,  my  friends,  let 
them  feel  it :  call  names,  never  spare  them  ;  they  deserve 
it  all,  and  ten  times  more.  I  have  been  told  of  a  critic,* 
who  was  crucified  at  the  command  of  another  to  the  repu- 
tation of  Homer.  That,  no  doubt,  was  more  than  poetical 
justice,  and  I  shall  be  perfectly  content  if  those  who  criticise 
me  are  only  clapped  in  the  pillory,  kept  fifteen  days  upon 
bread  and  water,  and  obliged  to  run  the  gauntlet  through 
Paternoster  Row.  The  truth  is,  I  can  expect  happiness 
from  Posterity  either  way.  If  I  write  ill,  happy  in  being 
forgotten  ;  if  well,  happy  in  being  remembered  with  respect. 

Yet,  considering  things  in  a  prudential  light,  perhaps  I 

•  Zoilus,  the  scourge  of  Homer,  is  said  to  have  been  crucified  by 
order  of  Ptolemy  Philadelphus,  who  wan  a  great  encourager  of  learning. 
In  this  monarch's  reign,  and  by  his  authority,  the  Greek  version  of 
the  Old  Testament,  caJJed  the  Septuagint,  was  executed.  —  B. 


102  THE  BEE. 

was  mistaken  in  designing  my  paper  as  an  agreeable  relaxa- 
tion to  the  studious,  or  a  help  to  conversation  among  the 
gay  ;  instead  of  addressing  it  to  such,  I  should  have  written 
down  to  the  taste  and  apprehension  of  the  many,  and  sought 
for  reputation  on  the  broad  road.  Literary  fame,  I  now 
find,  like  religious,  generally  begins  among  the  vulgar.  As 
for  the  poUte,  they  are  so  very  polite  as  never  to  applaud 
upon  any  account.  One  of  these,  with  a  face  screwed  up 
into  affectation,  tells  you,  that  fools  may  admire,  but  men  of 
sense  only  approve.  Thus,  lest  he  should  rise  in  rapture  at 
any  thing  new,  he  keeps  down  every  passion  but  pride  and 
self-importance ;  approves  with  phlegm ;  and  the  poor 
author  is  damned  in  the  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff.  Another 
has  written  a  book  himself,  and  being  condemned  for  a 
dunce,  he  turns  a  sort  of  king's  evidence  in  criticism,  and 
now  becomes  the  terror  of  every  ofi'ender.  A  third,  pos- 
sessed of  full-grown  reputation,  shades  off  every  beam  of 
favour  from  those  who  endeavour  to  grow  beneath  him, 
and  keeps  down  that  merit,  which,  but  for  his  influence, 
might  rise  into  equal  eminence.  While  others,  still  worse, 
peruse  old  books  for  their  amusement,  and  new  books  only 
to  condemn ;  so  that  the  public  seem  heartily  sick  of  all  but 
the  business  of  the  day,  and  read  every  thing  now  with  as 
little  attention  as  they  examine  the  faces  of  the  passing 
crowd. 

From  these  considerations,  I  was  once  determined  to 
throw  off  all  connections  with  taste,  and  fairly  address  my 
countrymen  in  the  same  engaging  style  and  manner  with 
other  periodical  pamphlets,  much  more  in  vogue  than 
probably  mine  shall  ever  be.  To  effect  this,  I  had  thoughts 
of  changing  the  title  into  that  of  the  Royal  Bee,  the  Axti- 
GALTCAN  Bee,  or  the  Bee's  Magazine.  I  had  laid  in  a 
proper  stock  of  popular  topics,  such  as  encomiums  on  the 
King  of  Prussia,  invectives  against  the  Queen  of  Hungary 
and  the  French,  the  necessity  of  a  militia,  our  undoubted 
sovereignty  of  the  seas,  reflections  upon  the  present  state  of 
affairs,  a  dissertation  upon  liberty,  some  seasonable  thoughts 
upon  the  intended  bridge  of  Blackfriars,  and  an  address  to 
Britons  ;  the  history  of  an  old  woman,  whose  teeth  grew 
three  inches  long,  an  ode  upon  our  victories,  a  rebus,  an 
acrostic  upon  Miss  Peggy  P.  and  a  journal  of  the  weather. 
All  this,  together  with  four  extraordinary  pages  of  letter- 
press, a  beautiful  map  of  England,  and  two  prints  curiously 
coloured  from  nature,  I  fancied  might   touch  their  very 
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souls.  I  was  actually  beginning  an  address  to  the  people, 
when  my  pride  at  last  overcame  my  prudence,  and  deter- 
mined me  to  endeavour  to  please  by  the  goodness  of  my 
entertainment,  rather  than  by  the  magnificence  of  my  sign. 

The  Spectator,  and  many  succeeding  essayists,  frequently 
inform  us  of  the  numerous  compliments  paid  them  in  the 
course  of  their  lucubrations  —  of  the  frequent  encouragements 
thej-  meet  to  inspire  them  with  ardour,  and  increase  their 
eagerness  to  please.  I  have  received  my  letters  as  well  as 
they  ;  but,  alas  !  not  congratulatorj^  ones  —  not  assuring  me 
of  success  and  favour,  —  but  pregnant  with  bodings  that 
might  shake  even  fortitude  itself. 

One  gentleman  assures  me,  he  intends  to  throw  away  no 
more  threepences  in  purchasing  the  Bee  ;  and,  what  is  still 
more  dismal,  he  will  not  recommend  me  as  a  poor  author 
wanting  encouragement  to  his  neighbourhood,  which,  it 
seems,  is  very  numerous.  Were  my  soul  set  upon  three- 
pences, what  anxiety  might  not  a  denunciation  produce ! 
But  such  does  not  happen  to  be  the  present  motive  of 
publication  :  I  write  partly  to  shew  my  good  nature,  and 
partly  to  shew  my  vanity ;  nor  will  I  lay  down  the  pen  till 
I  am  satisfied  one  way  or  another. 

Others  have  disliked  the  title  and  the  motto  of  my  paper  ; 
point  out  a  mistake  in  the  one,  and  assure  me  the  other 
has  been  consigned  to  dulness  by  anticipation.  All  this 
may  be  true  ;  but  what  is  that  to  me  ?  Titles  and  mottos 
to  books  are  like  escutcheons  and  dignities  in  the  hands  of 
a  king  :  the  wise  sometimes  condescend  to  accept  of  them  ; 
but  none  but  a  fool  will  imagine  them  of  any  real  impor- 
tance. We  ought  to  depend  upon  intrinsic  merit,  and  not 
the  slender  helps  of  title.  Nam  qticB  nonfechnus  ipsi,  vi.r  ea 
moslra  voco. 

For  my  part,  I  am  ever  ready  to  mistrust  a  promising  title, 
and  have,  at  some  expense,  been  instructed  not  to  hearken 
to  the  voice  of  an  advertisement,  let  it  plead  never  so  loudly, 
or  never  so  long.  A  countryman  coming  one  day  to 
Smithfield,  in  order  to  take  a  slice  of  Bartholomew  Fair, 
found  a  perfect  show  before  every  booth.  The  drummer, 
the  fire-eater,  the  wire-walker,  and  the  salt-box,  were  all 
employed  to  invite  him  in.  "  Just  a-going  ;  the  court  of 
the  King  of  Prussia  in  all  his  glory  :  pray,  gentlemen,  walk 
in  and  see."  From  people  who  generously  gave  so  much 
away,  the   clown   expected   a  monstrous  bargain  for  his 
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money  when  he  got  in.  He  steps  up,  pays  his  sixpence, 
the  curtain  is  drawn  ;  when,  too  late,  he  finds  that  he  had 
the  best  part  of  the  show  for  nothing  at  the  door. 


A  FLEMISH  TRADITION. 

Every  country  has  its  traditions,  which,  either  too  minute, 
or  not  suiEciently  authentic  to  receive  historical  sanction, 
are  handed  down  among  the  vulgar,  and  serve  at  once  to 
instruct  and  amuse  them.  Of  this  number,  the  adventures 
of  Robin  Hood,  the  hunting  of  Chevy  Chase,  and  the 
bravery  of  Johnny  Armstrong,  among  the  English  ;  of  Kaul 
Dereg,  among  the  Irish  ;  and  Crichtcn,  among  the  Scots, 
are  instances.  Of  all  the  traditions,  however,  I  remember 
to  have  heard,  I  do  not  recollect  any  more  remarkable  than 
one  still  current  in  Flanders  ;  a  story  generally  the  first  the 
peasants  tell  their  children,  when  they  bid  them  behave 
like  Bidderman  the  wise.  It  is  by  no  means,  however,  a 
model  to  be  set  before  a  polite  people  for  imitation  ;  since 
if,  on  the  one  hand,  we  perceive  in  it  the  steady  influence 
of  patriotism,  we,  on  the  other,  find  as  strong  a  desire  of 
revenge.  But,  to  wave  introduction,  let  us  to  the  story. 
I  When  the  Saracens  overran  Europe  with  their  armies, 
and  penetrated  as  far  even  as  Antwerp,  Bidderman  was 
lord  of  a  city,  which  time  has  since  swept  into  destruction. 
As  the  inhabitants  of  this  country  were  divided  under 
separate  leaders,  the  Saracens  found  an  easy  conquest,  and 
the  city  of  Bidderman,  among  the  rest,  became  a  prey  to 
the  victors. 

Thus  dispossessed  of  his  paternal  city,  our  unfortunate 
governor,  was  obliged  to  seek  refuge  from  the  neighbouring 
princes,  who  were  as  yet  unsubdued,  and  he  for  some  time 
lived  in  a  state  of  wretched  dependence  among  them. 

Soon,  however,  his  love  to  his  native  country  brought 
him  back  to  his  own  city,  resolved  to  rescue  it  from  the 
enemy,  or  fall  in  the  attempt  :  thus,  in  disguise,  he  went 
among  the  inhabitants,  and  endeavoured,  but  in  vain,  to 
excite  them  to  a  revolt.  Former  misfortunes  lay  so  heavily 
on  their  minds,  that  they  rather  chose  to  sufler  the  most 
cruel  bondage,  than  attempt  to  vindicate  their  former 
freedom. 
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As  he  was  thus  one  day  employed,  whether  by  information 
or  from  suspicion  is  not  known,  he  was  apprehended  by  a 
Saracen  soldier  as  a  spy,  and  brought  before  the  very 
tribunal  at  which  he  once  presided.  The  account  he  gave 
of  himself  was  by  no  means  satisfactory.  He  could  produce 
no  friends  to  vindicate  his  character  ;  wherefore,  as  the 
Saracens  knew  not  their  prisoner,  and  as  they  had  no  direct 
proofs  against  him,  they  were  content  with  condemning 
him  to  be  publicly  whipped  as  a  vagabond. 

The  execution  of  this  sentence  was  accordingly  performed 
with  the  utmost  rigour.  Bidderman  was  bound  to  the  post, 
the  executioner  seeming  disposed  to  add  to  the  cruelty  of 
the  sentence,  as  he  received  no  bribe  for  lenity.  Whenever 
Bidderman  groaned  under  the  scourge,  the  other,  redoubling 
his  blows,  cried  out,  "  Does  the  villain  murmur?"  If 
Bidderman  entreated  but  a  moment's  respite  from  torture, 
the  other  only  repeated  his  former  exclamation,  "  Does  the 
villain  murmur?" 

From  this  period,  revenge,  as  well  as  patriotism,  took 
entire  possession  of  his  soul.  His  fury  stooped  so  low  as 
to  follow  the  executioner  with  unremitting  resentment. 
But,  conceiving  that  the  best  method  to  attain  these  ends 
was  to  acquire  some  eminence  in  the  city,  he  laid  himself 
out  to  oblige  its  new  masters,  studied  every  art,  and  practised 
every  meanness,  that  serve  to  promote  the  needy  or  render 
the  poor  pleasing  ;  and,  by  these  means,  in  a  few  years,  he 
came  to  be  of  some  note  in  the  city,  which  justly  belonged 
entirely  to  him. 

The  executioner  was,  therefore,  the  first  object  of  his 
resentment,  and  he  even  practised  the  lowest  fraud  to 
gratify  the  revenge  he  owed  him.  A  piece  of  plate,  which 
Bidderman  had  previously  stolen  from  the  Saracen  governor, 
he  privately  conveyed  into  the  executioner's  house,  and 
then  gave  information  of  the  theft.  They  who  are  any  way 
acquainted  with  the  rigour  of  the  Arabian  laws,  know  that 
theft  is  punished  with  immediate  death.  The  proof  was 
direct  in  this  case  ;  the  executioner  had  nothing  to  offer 
in  his  own  defence,  and  he  was  therefore  condemned  to  be 
beheaded  upon  a  scaffold  in  the  public  market-place.  As 
there  was  no  executioner  in  the  city  but  the  very  man  who 
was  now  to  suffer,  Bidderman  himself  undertook  this,  to  him, 
most  agreeable  office.  The  criminal  was  conducted  from  the 
judgment  seat,  bound  with  cords  :  the  scaffold  was  erected, 
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and  he  placed  in  such  a  manner  as  he  might  lie  most  con 
yenient  for  the  blow. 

But  his  death  alone  was  not  sufficient  to  satisfy  the 
resentment  of  this  extraordinary  man,  unless  it  was  aggra- 
vated with  every  circumstance  of  cruelty.  Wherefore, 
coming  up  the  scaffold,  and  disposing  every  thing  in 
readiness  for  the  intended  blow,  with  the  sword  in  his  hand 
he  approached  the  criminal,  and,  whispering  in  a  low  voice, 
assured  him  that  he  himself  was  the  person  that  had  once 
been  used  with  so  much  cn>elty ;  that,  to  his  knowledge, 
he  died  very  innocently,  for  the  plate  had  been  stolen  by 
himself,  and  privately  conveyed  into  the  house  of  the  other. 

"  Oh,  my  countrymen  ! "  cried  the  criminal,  "  do  you 
hear  what  this  man  says  ?  " — "  Does  the  villain  murmur  ?  " 
replied  Bidderman,  and  immediately,  at  one  blow,  severed 
his  head  from  his  body. 

Still,  however,  he  was  not  content,  till  he  had  ample 
vengeance  of  the  governors  of  the  city,  who  condemned 
him.  To  effect  this,  he  hired  a  small  house  adjoining  to 
the  town  wall,  under  which  he  every  day  dug,  and  carried 
out  the  earth  in  a  basket.  In  this  unremitting  labour  he 
continued  several  years,  every  day  digging  a  little,  and 
carrying  the  earth  unsuspected  away.  By  this  means,  ne 
at  last  made  a  secret  communication  from  the  country  into 
ihe  city,  and  only  wanted  the  appearance  of  an  enemy  in 
order  to  betray  it.  This  opportunity  at  length  offered  :  the 
French  army  came  into  the  neighbourhood,  but  had  no 
thoughts  of  sitting  down  before  a  town  which  they  con^ 
sidered  as  impregnable.  Bidderman,  however,  soon  altered 
their  resolutions,  and,  upon  communicating  his  plan  to  the 
general,  he  embraced  it  with  ardour.  Through  the  private 
passaige  above  mentioned,  he  introduced  a  large  body  of  the 
most  resolute  soldiers,  who  soon  opened  the  gates  for  the 
rest,  and  the  whole  army  rushing  in,  put  every  Saracen  that 
was  found  to  the  sword. 


THE  SAGACITY  OF  SOME  INSECTS. 

TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  BEE. 

Sir,  —  Animals,  in  general,  are  sagacious,  in  proportion 
as  they  cultivate  society.     The  elephant  and  the  beaver 
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shew  the  greatest  sig'ns  of  this  when  united  ;  but  when  man 
intrudes  into  their  communities,  they  lose  all  their  spirit  of 
industry,  and  testify  but  a  very  small  share  of  that  sagacity, 
for  which,  when  in  a  social  state,  they  are  so  remarkable. 

Among  insects,  the  labours  of  the  bee  and  the  ant  have 
employed  the  attention  and  admiration  of  the  naturalist  ; 
but  their  whole  sagacity  is  lost  upon  separation,  and  a  single 
bee  or  ant  seems  destitute  of  every  degree  of  industry,  is 
the  most  stupid  insect  imaginable,  languishes  for  a  time  in 
solitude,  and  soon  dies. 

Of  all  the  solitary  insects  I  have  ever  remarked,  the  spider 
is  the  most  sagacious  ;  and  its  actions,  to  me  who  have 
attentivelj'  considered  them,  seem  almost  to  exceed  belief. 
This  insect  is  formed  by  nature  for  a  state  of  war,  not  only 
upon  other  insects,  but  upon  each  other.  For  this  state, 
nature  seems  perfectly  well  to  have  formed  it.  Its  head 
and  breast  are  covered  with  a  strong  natural  coat  of  mail, 
which  is  impenetrable  to  the  attempts  of  every  other  insect, 
and  its  belly  is  enveloped  in  a  soft  pliant  skin,  which  eludes 
the  sting  even  of  a  wasp.  Its  legs  are  terminated  by  strong 
claws,  not  unlike  those  of  a  lobster  ;  and  their  vast  length, 
like  spears,  serves  to  keep  every  assailant  at  a  distance. 

Not  worse  furnished  for  observation  than  for  an  attack  or 
a  defence,  it  has  several  eyes,  large,  transparent,  and  covered 
with  a  horny  substance,  which,  however,  does  not  impede 
its  vision.  Besides  this,  it  is  furnished  with  a  forceps  above 
the  mouth,  which  serves  to  kill  or  secure  the  prey  already 
caught  in  its  claws  or  its  net. 

Such  are  the  implements  of  war  with  which  the  body  is 
immediately  furnished  ;  but  its  net  to  entangle  the  enemy 
seems  what  it  chiefly  trusts  to,  and  what  it  takes  most  pains 
to  render  as  complete  as  possible.  Nature  has  furnished 
the  body  of  this  little  creature  with  a  glutinous  liquid,  which, 
proceeding  from  the  anus,  it  spins  into  thread,  coarser  or 
finer  as  it  chooses  to  contract  or  dilate  its  sphincter.  In 
order  to  fix  its  thread,  when  it  begins  to  weave  it  emits  a 
small  drop  of  its  liquid  against  the  wall,  which,  hardening 
by  degrees,  serves  to  hold  the  thread  very  firmly  ;  then 
receding  from  the  first  point,  as  it  recedes  the  thread 
lengthens  ;  and,  when  the  spider  has  come  to  the  place 
where  the  other  end  of  the  thread  should  be  fixed,  gathering 
up  with  its  claws  the  thread  which  would  otherwise  be  too 
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slack,  it  is  stretched  tightly,  and  fixed  in  the  same  manner 
to  the  wall  as  before. 

In  this  manner,  it  spins  and  fixes  several  threads  parallel 
to  each  other,  which,  so  to  speak,  serve  as  the  warp  to  the 
intended  web.  To  form  the  woof,  it  spins  in  the  same 
manner  its  thread,  transversely  fixing  one  end  to  the  first 
thread  that  was  spun,  and  which  is  always  the  strongest  of 
the  whole  web,  and  the  other  to  the  wall.  All  these  threads, 
being  newly  spun,  are  glutinous,  and  therefore  stick  to  each 
other  wherever  they  happen  to  touch  ;  and,  in  those  parts 
of  the  web  most  exposed  to  be  torn,  our  natural  artist 
strengthens  them,  by  doubling  the  threads  sometimes 
six-fold. 

Thus  far  naturalists  have  gone  in  the  description  of  this 
animal  ;  what  follows,  is  the  result  of  my  own  observation 
upon  that  species  of  the  insect  called  a  house  spider.  I 
perceived,  about  four  years  ago,  a  large  spider  in  one  corner 
of  my  room,  making  its  web  ;  and,  though  the  maid  fre- 
quently levelled  her  fatal  broom  against  the  labours  of  the 
little  animal,  I  had  the  good  fortune  then  to  prevent  its 
destruction  ;  and,  I  may  say,  it  more  than  paid  me  by  the 
entertainment  it  afforded. 

In  three  days  the  web  was,  with  incredible  diligence, 
completed  ;  nor  could  I  avoid  thinking,  that  the  insect 
seemed  to  exult  in  its  new  abode.  It  frequently  traversed 
it  round,  examined  the  strength  of  every  part  of  it,  retired 
into  its  hole,  and  came  out  very  frequently.  The  first 
enemy,  however,  it  had  to  encounter,  was  another  and  a 
much  larger  spider,  which,  having  no  web  of  its  own,  and 
having  probably  exhausted  all  its  stock  in  former  labours 
of  this  kind,  came  to  invade  the  property  of  its  neighbour. 
Soon,  then,  a  terrible  encounter  ensued,  in  which  the  invader 
seemed  to  have  the  victory,  and  the  laborious  spider  was 
obliged  to  take  refuge  in  its  hole.  Upon  this  I  perceived 
the  victor  using  every  art  to  draw  the  enemy  from  his 
strong-hold.  He  seemed  to  go  off,  but  quickly  returned  ; 
and  when  he  found  all  arts  in  vain,  began  to  demolish  the 
new  web  without  mercy.  This  brought  on  another  battle, 
and,  contrary  to  my  expectations,  the  laborious  spider 
became  conqueror,  and  fairly  killed  his  antagonist. 

Now,  then,  in  peaceable  possession  of  what  was  justly  its 
own,  it  waited  three  days  with  the  utmost  patience,  repairing 
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the  breaches  of  its  web,  and  taking  no  sustenance  that  1 
could  perceive.  At  last,  however,  a  large  blue  fly  fell  into 
the  snare,  and  struggled  hard  to  get  loose.  The  spider 
gave  it  leave  to  entangle  itself  as  much  as  possible,  but  it 
seemed  to  be  too  strong  for  the  cobweb.  I  must  own  I 
was  greatly  surprised  when  I  saw  the  spider  immediately 
sally  out,  and  in  less  than  a  minute  weave  a  new  net  round 
its  captive,  by  which  the  motion  of  its  wings  was  stopped  ; 
and  when  it  was  fairly  hampered  in  this  manner,  it  was 
seized,  and  dragged  into  the  hole. 

In  this  manner  it  lived,  in  a  precarious  state ;  and  nature 
seemed  to  have  fitted  it  for  such  a  life,  for  upon  a  single  fly 
it  subsisted  for  more  than  a  week.  I  once  put  a  wasp  into 
the  net  j  but  when  the  spider  came  out  in  order  to  seize 
it  as  usual,  upon  perceiving  what  kind  of  an  enemy  it  had 
to  deal  with,  it  instantly  broke  all  the  bands  that  held  it 
fast,  and  contributed  all  that  lay  in  its  power  to  disengage 
so  formidable  an  antagonist.  When  the  wasp  was  at 
liberty,  I  expected  the  spider  would  have  set  about  repairing 
the  breaches  that  were  made  in  its  net,  but  those  it  seems 
were  irreparable  ;  wherefore  the  cobweb  was  now  entirely 
forsaken,  and  a  new  one  begun,  which  was  completed  in 
the  usual  time. 

I  had  now  a  mind  to  try  how  many  cobwebs  a  single 
spider  could  furnish ;  wherefore  I  destroyed  this,  and  the 
insect  set  about  another.  When  I  destroyed  the  other 
also,  its  whole  stock  seemed  entirely  exhausted,  and  it 
could  spin  no  more.  The  arts  it  made  use  of  to  support 
itself,  now  deprived  of  its  great  means  of  subsistence,  were 
indeed  surprising.  I  have  seen  it  roll  up  its  legs  like  a 
ball,  and  lie  motionless  for  hours  together,  but  cautiously 
watching  all  the  time  ;  when  a  fly  happened  to  approach 
sufficiently  near,  it  would  dart  out  all  at  once,  and  often 
seize  its  prey. 

Of  this  life,  however,  it  soon  began  to  grow  weary,  and 
resolved  to  invade  the  possession  of  some  other  spider, 
since  it  could  not  make  a  web  of  its  own.  It  formed  an 
attack  upon  a  neighbouring  fortification  with  great  vigour, 
and  at  first  was  as  vigorously  repulsed.  Not  daunted, 
however,  with  one  defeat,  in  this  manner  it  continued  to 
lay  siege  to  another's  web  for  three  days,  and  at  length, 
having  killed  the  defendant,  actually  took  possession. 
^Vhen  smaller  flies  happen  to  fall  into  the  snare,  the  spider 
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does  not  sally  out  at  once,  but  very  patientU'  waits  till  it  is 
sure  of  them  ;  for,  upon  his  immediately  approaching-,  the 
terror  of  his  appearance  might  give  the  captive  strength 
sufficient  to  get  loose  :  the  manner  then  is  to  wait  patiently, 
till,  by  ineffectual  and  impotent  struggles,  the  captive  has 
wasted  all  its  strength,  and  then  he  becomes  a  certain  and 
easy  conquest. 

The  insect  I  am  now  describing  lived  three  years  ;  every 
year  it  changed  its  skin,  and  got  a  new  set  of  legs.  I  have 
sometimes  plucked  off  a  leg,  which  grew  again  in  two  or 
three  days.  At  first  it  dreaded  my  approach  to  its  web, 
but  at  last  it  became  so  familiar  as  to  take  a  fly  out  of  my 
hand  ;  and,  upon  my  touching  any  part  of  the  web,  would 
immediately  leave  its  hole,  prepared  either  for  a  defence  or 
an  attack. 

To  complete  this  description,  it  may  be  observed,  that 
the  male  spiders  are  much  less  than  the  female,  and  that 
the  latter  are  oviparous.  When  they  come  to  lay,  they 
spread  a  part  of  their  web  under  the  eggs,  and  then  roll 
them  up  carefully,  as  we  roil  up  things  in  a  cloth,  and  thus 
hatch  them  in  their  hole.  If  disturbed  in  their  holes,  they 
never  attempt  to  escape  mthout  carrying  this  young  brood 
in  their  forceps  away  with  them,  and  thus  frequently  are 
sacrificed  to  their  parental  affection. 

As  soon  as  ever  the  young  ones  leave  their  artificial 
covering,  they  begin  to  spin,  and  almost  sensibly  seem  to 
grow  bigger.  If  they  have  the  good  fortune,  when  even 
but  a  day  old,  to  catch  a  fly,  they  fall  to  with  good  appetites  ; 
but  they  live  sometimes  three  or  four  days  without  any  sort 
of  sustenance,  and  yet  still  continue  to  grow  larger,  so  as 
every  day  to  double  their  former  size.  As  they  grow  old, 
however,  they  do  not  still  continue  to  increase,  but  their 
legs  only  continue  to  grow  longer  ;  and  when  a  spider 
becomes  entirely  stiff  with  age,  and  unable  to  seize  its  prey, 
it  dies  at  length  of  hunger. 


THE  CHARACTERISTICS  OF  GREATNESS. 

In  every  duty,  in  every  science  in  which  we  would  wish 
to  arrive  at  perfection,  we  should  propose  for  the  object  of 
our  pursuit  some  certain  station  even  beyond  our  abilities  — 
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some  imaginary  excellence,  which  may  amuse  and  serve  to 
animate  our  inquiry.  In  deviating  from  others,  in  following 
an  unbeaten  road,  though  we  perhaps  may  never  arrive  at 
the  wished-for  object,  yet  it  is  possible  we  may  meet  several 
discoveries  by  the  way  ;  and  the  certainty  of  small  advan- 
tages, even  while  we  travel  with  security,  is  not  so  amusing 
as  the  hopes  of  great  rewards,  which  inspire  the  adventurer. 
"  Evenit  nonnunquara,"  says  Quintilian,  "  ut  aliquid  grande 
inveniat  qui  semper  queerit  quod  nimium  est." 

This  enterprising  spirit  is,  however,  by  no  means  the 
character  of  the  present  age  ;  every  person  who  should  now 
leave  received  opinions,  who  should  attempt  to  be  more 
than  a  commentator  upon  philosophy,  or  an  imitator  in 
polite  learning,  might  be  regarded  as  a  chimerical  projector. 
Hundreds  would  be  ready  not  onlj'  to  point  out  his  errors, 
but  to  load  him  with  reproach.  Our  probable  opinions 
are  now  regarded  as  certainties  ;  the  difficulties  hitherto 
undiscovered  as  utterly  inscrutable  ;  and  the  writers  of  the 
last  age  inimitable,  and  therefore  the  properest  models  of 
imitation. 

One  might  be  almost  induced  to  deplore  the  philosophic 
spirit  of  the  age,  which,  in  proportion  as  it  enlightens  the 
mind,  increases  its  timidity,  and  represses  the  vigour  of 
every  undertaking.  Men  are  now  content  with  being 
prudently  in  the  right  ;  which,  though  not  the  way  to  make 
new  acquisitions,  it  must  be  owned  is  the  best  method  of 
securing  what  we  have.  Yet  this  is  certain,  that  the  writer 
who  never  deviates,  who  never  hazards  a  new  thought,  or 
a  new  expression,  though  his  friends  may  compliment  him 
upon  his  sagacity,  though  criticism  lifts  her  feeble  voice  in 
his  praise,  will  seldom  arrive  at  any  degree  of  perfection. 
The  way  to  acquire  lasting  esteem,  is  not  by  the  fewness 
of  a  writer's  faults,  but  the  greatness  of  his  beauties  ;  and 
our  noblest  works  are  generally  most  replete  with  both. 

An  author  who  would  be  sublime,  often  runs  his  thought 
into  burlesque  :  yet  I  can  readily  pardon  his  mistaking  ten 
times  for  once  succeeding.  True  genius  walks  along  a  line  ; 
and  ])erhaps  our  greatest  pleasure  is  in  seeing  it  so  often 
near  falling,  without  being  ever  actually  down. 

Every  science  has  its  hitherto  undiscovered  mysteries, 
after  which  men  should  travel,  undiscouraged  by  the  failure 
of  former  adventurers.  Every  new  attempt  serves  perhaps 
to  facilitate  its  future  invention.     We  may  not  find  the 
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philosopher's  stone,  but  we  shall  probably  hit  upon  new 
inventions  in  pursuing  it.  We  shall  perhaps  never  be  able 
to  discover  the  longitude,  yet  perhaps  we  may  arrive  at  new 
truths  in  the  investigation. 

Were  any  of  those  sagacious  minds  among  us,  —  and 
surely  no  nation,  or  no  period,  could  ever  compare  with  us 
in  this  particular  —  were  any  of  those  minds,  I  say,  who 
now  sit  down  contented  with  exploring  the  intricacies  of 
another's  system,  bravely  to  shake  off  admiration,  and, 
undazzled  with  the  splendour  of  another's  reputation,  to 
chalk  out  a  path  to  fame  for  themselves,  and  boldly  cultivate 
untried  experiment,  what  might  not  be  the  result  of  their 
inquiries,  should  the  same  study  that  has  made  them  wise 
make  them  enterprising  also  ?  What  could  not  such 
qualities  united  produce  ?  But  such  is  not  the  character 
of  the  English  :  while  our  neighbours  of  the  Continent 
lanch  out  into  the  ocean  of  science,  without  proper  store 
for  the  voyage,  we  fear  shipwreck  in  every  breeze,  and 
consume  in  port  those  powers  which  might  probably  have 
weathered  every  storm. 

Projectors  in  a  state  are  generally  rewarded  above  their 
deserts  ;  projectors  in  the  republic  of  letters,  never.  If 
wrong,  every  inferior  dunce  thinks  himself  entitled  to  laugh 
at  their  disappointment ;  if  right,  men  of  superior  talents 
think  their  honour  engaged  to  oppose,  since  every  new 
discovery  is  a  tacit  diminution  of  their  own  pre-eminence. 

To  aim  at  excellence,  our  reputation,  our  friends,  and  our 
all  must  be  ventured  ;  by  aiming  only  at  mediocrity,  we 
run  no  risk,  and  we  do  little  service.  Prudence  and  great- 
ness are  ever  persuading  us  to  contrary  pursuits.  The  one 
instructs  us  to  be  content  with  our  station,  and  to  find 
happiness  in  bounding  every  wish  :  the  other  impels  us  to 
superiority,  and  calls  nothing  happiness  but  rapture.  The 
one  directs  us  to  follow  mankind,  and  to  act  and  think  with 
the  rest  of  the  world  :  the  other  drives  us  from  the  crowd, 
and  exposes  us  as  a  mark  to  all  the  shafts  of  envy  or 
ignorance  : 

Nee  minus  peiiculum  ex  magna  fama  quam  ex  mala.  —  Tacit. 

The  rewards  of  mediocrity  are  immediately  paid,  those 
attending  excellence  generally  paid  in  reversion.  In  a 
>vord,  the  little  mind  who  loves  itself  will  write  and  think 
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with  the  vulgar,  but  the  great  mind  will  be  bravely  eccentric, 
and  scorn  the  beaten  road,  from  universal  benevolence. 


A  CITY  NIGHT  PIECE. 
Ble  dolet  vere,  qui  sine  teste  dolet. 

The  clock  just  struck  two,  the  expiring  taper  rises  and 
sinks  in  the  socket,  the  watchman  forgets  the  hour  in 
slumber,  the  laborious  and  the  happy  are  at  rest,  and 
nothing  wakes  but  meditation,  guilt,  revelrj^  and  despair. 
The  drunkard  once  more  fills  the  destroying  bowl,  the 
robber  walks  his  midnight  round,  and  the  suicide  lilts  his 
guilty  arm  against  his  own  sacred  person. 

Let  me  no  longer  waste  the  night  over  the  page  of 
antiquity,  or  the  sallies  of  contemporarj'  genius,  but  pursue 
the  solitary  walk,  m  here  vanity,  ever  changing,  but  a  few 
hours  past  walked  before  me — where  she  kept  up  the 
pageant,  and  now,  like  a  froward  child,  seems  hushed  with 
her  own  importunities. 

What  a  gloom  hangs  all  around !  The  dying  lamp 
feebly  emits  a  yellow  gleam  ;  no  sound  is  heard  but  of  the 
chiming  clock,  or  the  distant  watch-dog.  All  the  bustle  of 
human  pride  is  forgotten :  an  hour  like  this  may  well 
display  the  emptiness  of  human  vanity. 

There  will  come  a  time,  when  this  temporary  solitude 
may  be  made  continual,  and  the  city  itself,  like  its  inhabi- 
tants, fade  away,  and  leave  a  desert  in  its  room. 

What  cities,  as  great  as  this,  have  once  triumphed  in 
existence,  had  their  victories  as  great,  joy  as  just  and  as 
unbounded  ;  and,  with  short-sighted  presumption,  promised 
themselves  immortality !  Posterity  can  hardly  trace  the 
situation  of  some  :  the  sorrowful  traveller  wanders  over 
the  awful  ruins  of  others ;  and,  as  he  beholds,  he  learns 
wisdom,  and  feels  the  transience  of  every  sublunary 
possession. 

"  Here,"  he  cries,  "  stood  their  citadel,  now  grown  over 
with  weeds  ;  there  their  senate-house,  but  now  the  haunt  of 
every  noxious  reptile  ;  temples  and  theatres  stood  here,  now 
only  an  undistinguished  heap  of  ruin.     They  are  fallen,  for 
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luxury  and  avarice  first  made  them  feeble.  The  rewards 
of  the  state  were  conferred  on  amusing,  and  not  on  useful 
members  of  society.  Their  riches  and  opulence  invited  the 
invaders,  who,  though  at  first  repulsed,  returned  again, 
conquered  by  perseverance,  and  at  last  swept  the  defendants 
into  undistinguished  destruction." 

How  few  appear  in  those  streets  which  but  some  few 
hours  ago  were  crowded !  and  those  who  appear,  now  no 
longer  wear  their  daily  mask,  nor  attempt  to  hide  their 
lewdness  or  their  misery. 

But  who  are  those  who  make  the  streets  their  couch,  and 
find  a  short  repose  from  wretchedness  at  the  doors  of  the 
opulent  ?  These  are  strangers,  wanderers,  and  orphans, 
whose  circumstances  are  too  humble  to  expect  redress, 
and  whose  distresses  are  too  great  even  for  pity.  Their 
wretchedness  excites  rather  horror  than  pity.  Some  are 
without  the  covering  even  of  rags,  and  others  emaciated 
with  disease  ;  the  world  has  disclaimed  them  ;  society  turns 
its  back  upon  their  distress,  and  has  given  them  up  to 
nakedness  and  hunger.  These  poor  shivering  females  have 
once  seen  happier  days,  and  been  flattered  into  beauty. 
They  have  been  prostituted  to  the  gay  luxurious  villain, 
and  are  now  turned  out  to  meet  the  severity  of  winter. 
Perhaps,  now  lying  at  the  doors  of  their  betrayers,  they 
sue  to  wretches  whose  hearts  are  insensible,  or  debauchees 
who  may  curse,  but  will  not  relieve  them. 

Why,  why  was  I  born  a  man,  and  yet  see  the  sufferings 
of  wretches  I  cannot  relieve !  Poor  houseless  creatures  ! 
the  world  will  give  you  reproaches,  but  will  not  give  you 
relief.  The  slightest  misfortunes  of  the  great,  the  most 
imaginary  uneasiness  of  the  rich,  are  aggravated  with  all  the 
power  of  eloquence,  and  held  up  to  engage  our  attention 
and  sympathetic  sorrow.  The  poor  weep  unheeded,  perse- 
cuted by  every  subordinate  species  of  tyranny  ;  and  every 
law  which  gives  others  security,  becomes  an  enemy  to 
them. 

Why  was  this  heart  of  mine  formed  with  so  much  sensi- 
bility ?  or  why  was  not  my  fortune  adapted  to  its  impulse  ? 
Tenderness,  without  a  capacity  of  relieving,  only  makes 
the  man  who  feels  it  more  wretched  than  the  object  which 
sues  for  assistance. 

But  let  me  turn  from  a  scene  of  such  distress  to  the 
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sanctified  hypocrite,  who  has  been  talking  of  virtue  till  the 
time  of  bed,*  and  now  steals  out,  to  give  a  loose  to  his  vices 
under  the  protection  of  midnight  —  vices  more  atrocious 
because  he  attempts  to  conceal  them.  See  how  he  pants 
down  the  dark  alley,  and,  with  hastening  steps,  fears  an 
acquaintance  in  every  face.  He  has  passed  the  whole  day 
in  company  he  hates,  and  now  goes  to  prolong  the  night 
among  company  that  as  heartily  hate  him.  May  his  vices 
be  detected !  may  the  morning  rise  upon  his  shame !  Yet 
I  wish  to  no  purpose  :  villainy,  when  detected,  never  gives 
up,  but  boldly  adds  impudence  to  imposture.f 

•  Then  talk'd  of  virtue  till  the  time  of  bed.  —  Parnell B. 

■\  This  last  piece  forms  Letter  CXVII.  of  the  Citizen  of  the  World; 
nut  as  the  latter  part  of  it  is  there  omitted,  we  have  restored  it  entire 
to  its  original  place.  —  B. 
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UPON  POLITICAL  FRUGALITY. 

Frugality  has  ever  been  esteemed  a  virtue  as  well 
among  Pjigans  as  Christians  :  there  have  been  even  heroes 
who  have  practised  it.  However,  we  must  acknowledge, 
that  it  is  too  modest  a  virtue,  or,  if  you  will,  too  obscure  a 
one,  to  be  essential  to  heroism  ;  few  heroes  have  been  able 
to  attain  to  such  a  height.  Frugality  agrees  much  better  with 
politics  ;  it  seems  to  be  the  base  and  support,  and,  in  a 
word,  seems  to  be  the  inseparable  companion  of  a  just 
administration. 

However  this  be,  there  is  not,  perhaps,  in  the  world  a 
people  less  fond  of  this  virtue  than  the  English  ;  and  of 
consequence,  there  is  not  a  nation  more  restless,  more 
exposed  to  the  uneasiness  of  life,  or  less  capable  of  providing 
for  particular  happiness.  We  are  taught  to  despise  this 
virtue  from  our  childhood  ;  our  education  is  improperly 
directed,  and  a  man  who  has  gone  through  the  politest 
institutions,  is  generally  the  person  who  is  least  acquainted 
with  the  wholesome  precepts  of  frugality.  We  every  day 
hear  the  elegance  of  taste,  the  magnificence  of  some,  and  the 
generosity  of  others,  made  the  subject  of  our  admiration  and 
applause.  All  this  we  see  represented,  not  as  the  end  and 
recompense  of  labour  and  desert,  but  as  the  actual  result  of 
genius,  as  the  mark  of  a  noble  and  exalted  mind. 

In  the  midst  of  these  praises  bestowed  on  luxury,  for 
which  elegance  and  taste  are  but  another  name,  perhaps  it 
may  be  thought  improper  to  plead  the  cause  of  frugality.  It 
may  be  thought  low,  or  vainly  declamatory,  to  exhort  our 
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routh  from  the  follies  of  dress,  and  of  every  other  super- 
Huity;  to  accustom  themselves,  even  with  mechanic  meanness, 
to  the  simple  necessaries  of  life.  Such  sort  of  instructions 
may  appear  antiquated ;  yet,  however,  they  seem  the 
ioundations  of  all  our  virtues,  and  the  most  efficacious 
method  of  making  mankind  useful  members  of  society. 
Unhappily,  however,  such  discourses  are  not  fashionable 
among  us,  and  the  fashion  seems  every  day  growing  still 
more  obsolete,  since  the  press,  and  every  other  method  of 
exhortation,  seems  disposed  to  talk  of  the  luxuries  of  life  as 
harmless  enjoyments.  I  remember,  when  a  boy,  to  have 
remarked,  that  those  who  in  school  wore  the  finest  clothes, 
were  pointed  at  as  being  conceited  and  proud.  At  present, 
our  little  masters  are  taught  to  consider  dress  betimes,  and 
they  are  regarded,  even  at  school,  with  contempt,  who  do 
not  appear  as  genteel  as  the  rest.  Education  should  teach 
us  to  become  useful,  sober,  disinterested,  and  laborious 
members  of  society  ;  but  does  it  not  at  present  point  out  a 
diflerent  path  ?  It  teaches  us  to  multiply  our  wants,  by 
which  means  we  become  more  eager  to  possess,  in  order  to 
dissipate  ;  a  greater  charge  to  ourselves,  and  more  useless 
or  obnoxious  to  society. 

If  a  youth  happens  to  be  possessed  of  more  genius  than 
fortune,  he  is  early  informed,  that  he  ought  to  think  of  his 
advancement  in  the  world  —  that  he  should  labour  to  make 
himself  pleasing  to  his  superiors  —  that  he  should  shun  low 
company  (by  which  is  meant  the  company  of  his  equals)  — 
that  he  should  rather  live  a  little  above  than  below  his 
fortune — that  he  should  think  of  becoming  great :  but  he 
finds  none  to  admonish  him  to  become  frugal  —  to  persevere 
in  one  single  design  —  to  avoid  every  pleasure  and  all 
flattery,  which,  however  seeming  to  conciliate  the  favour  of 
his  superiors,  never  conciliate  their  esteem.  There  are  none 
to  teach  him,  that  the  best  way  of  becoming  happy  in  him- 
self, and  useful  to  others,  is  to  continue  in  the  state  in  which 
fortune  at  first  placed  him,  without  making  too  hasty  striaes 
to  advancement  ;  that  greatness  may  be  attained,  but  should 
not  be  expected ;  and  that  they  who  most  impatiently 
expect  advancement,  are  seldom  possessed  of  their  wishes. 
He  has  few,  I  say,  to  teach  him  this  lesson,  or  to  moderate 
his  youthful  passions  ;  yet  this  experience  may  say,  that  a 
young  man,  who,  but  for  six  years  of  the  early  part  of  his 
life,  could  seem  divested  of  all  his  passions,  would  certainly 
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make,  or  considerably  increase,  his  fortune,  and  might 
indulge  several  of  his  favourite  inclinations  in  manhood 
with  the  utmost  securit}'. 

The  efficaciousness  of  these  means  is  sufficiently  known 
and  acknowledged  ;  but  as  we  are  apt  to  connect  a  low  idea 
with  all  our  notions  of  frugality,  the  person  who  would 
persuade  us  to  it  might  be  accused  of  preaching  up  avarice. 

Of  all  vices,  however,  against  which  morality  dissuades, 
there  is  not  one  more  undetermined  than  this  of  avarice. 
Misers  are  described  by  some  as  men  divested  of  honour, 
sentiment,  or  humanity  :  but  this  is  only  an  ideal  picture,  or 
the  resemblance  at  least  is  found  but  in  a  few.  In  truth, 
they  who  are  generally  called  misers,  are  some  of  the  very 
best  members  of  society.  The  sober,  the  laborious,  the 
attentive,  the  frugal,  are  thus  styled  by  the  ga\-,  giddy, 
thoughtless,  and  extravagant.  The  first  set  of  men  do 
society  all  the  good,  and  the  latter  all  the  evil  that  is  felt. 
Even  the  excesses  of  the  first  no  way  injure  the  common- 
•wealth  ;  those  of  the  latter  are  the  most  injurious  that  can 
be  conceived. 

The  ancient  Romans,  more  rational  than  we  in  this  parti- 
cular, were  very  far  from  thus  misplacing  their  admiration 
or  praise  :  instead  of  regarding  the  practice  of  parsimony  as 
iow  or  vicious,  they  made  it  synonymous  even  with  probity. 
They  esteemed  those  virtues  so  inseparable,  that  the  known 
expression  of  Vii-  frugi  signified,  at  one  and  the  same  time, 
a  sober  and  managing  man,  an  honest  man,  and  a  man  of 
substance. 

The  Scriptures,  in  a  thousand  places,  praise  economy  ; 
and  it  is  every  where  distinguished  from  avarice.  But,  in 
spite  of  all  its  sacred  dictates,  a  taste  for  vain  pleasures  and 
foolish  expense  is  the  ruling  passion  of  the  present  times. 
Passion,  did  I  call  it  ?  rather  the  madness  which  at  once 
possesses  the  great  and  the  little,  the  rich  and  the  poor  : 
even  some  are  so  intent  upon  acquiring  the  superfluities  of 
life,  that  they  sacrifice  its  necessaries  in  this  foolish  pursuit. 

To  attempt  the  entire  abolition  of  luxury,  as  it  would  be 
impossible,  so  it  is  not  my  intent.  The  generality  of  man- 
kind are  too  weak,  too  much  slaves  to  custom  and  opinion, 
to  resist  the  torrent  of  bad  example.  But  if  it  be  impossible 
to  convert  the  multitude,  those  who  have  received  a  more 
extended  education,  who  are  elightened  and  judicious,  may 
find  some  hints  on  this  subject  useful.     They  may  see  some 
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abuses,  the  suppression  of  which  would  by  no  means  en- 
danger public  liberty  ;  they  may  be  directed  to  the  abolition 
of  some  unnecessary  expenses,  which  have  no  tendency  to 
promote  happiness  or  virtue,  and  which  might  be  directed 
to  better  purposes.  Our  fireworks,  our  public  feasts  and 
entertainments,  our  entries  of  ambassadors,  &c.  —  what 
mummery  all  this !  what  childish  pageants !  what  millions 
are  sacrificed  in  paying  tribute  to  custom  !  what  an  unne- 
cessary charge  at  times  when  we  are  pressed  with  real  want, 
which  cannot  be  satisfied  \nthout  burdening  the  poor!* 

Were  such  suppressed  entirely,  not  a  single  creature  in 
the  state  would  have  the  least  cause  to  mourn  their  suppres- 
sion, and  many  might  be  eased  of  a  load  they  now  feel  lying 
heavily  upon  them.  If  this  were  put  in  practice,  it  would 
agree  with  the  advice  of  a  sensible  writer  of  Sweden,  who, 
in  the  Gazette  de  France,  175.3,  thus  expressed  himself  on 
that  subject :  "  It  were  sincerely  to  be  wished,"  says  he, 
"  that  the  custom  were  established  amongst  us,  that  in  all 
events  which  cause  a  public  joy,  we  made  our  exultations 
conspicuous  only  by  acts  useful  to  society.  We  should  then 
quickly  see  many  useful  monuments  of  our  reason,  wliicli 
would  much  better  perpetuate  the  memory  of  things  worthy 
of  being  transmitted  to  posterity,  and  would  be  much  more 
glorious  to  humanity,  than  all  those  tumultuous  preparations 
of  feasts,  entertainments,  and  other  rejoicings  used  upon 
such  occasions." 

The  same  proposal  was  long  before  confirmed  by  a  Chinese 
emperor,  who  lived  in  the  last  century,  who,  upon  an 
occasion  of  extraordinary  joy,  forbade  his  subjects  to  make 
the  usual  illuminations,  either  with  a  design  of  sparing  their 
substance,  or  of  turning  them  to  some  more  durable  indica- 
tions of  joy,  more  glorious  for  him,  and  more  advantageous 
to  his  people. 

After  such  instances  of  political  frugality,  can  we  then 

•  la  this  paper,  the  author  has  not  sufficiently  attended  to  the  distinc- 
tion between  luxury  as  it  affects  individuals  and  as  it  affects  a  commu- 
nity. It  uniforndy  hurts  the  individual  who  indulges  it,  by  impoverishing 
liim,  but  to  the  community  at  large  it  is  not  necessarily  hurtful,  since 
it  only  promotes  the  circulation  of  wealth  ;  and  as  it  promotes  industry, 
it  may  even  be  said  to  be  sometimes  benelicial.  What  is  true  of 
communities  also  applies  to  governments,  which,  in  well  regulated 
states,  are  the  representatives  of  their  respective  communities,  and  the 
dixtributors  of  its  resources.  —  B. 
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continue  to  blame  the  Dutch  ambassador  at  a  certain  court, 
who  receiving  at  his  departure  the  portrait  of  the  king, 
enriched  \vith  diamonds,  asked  what  this  fine  thing  might 
be  worth  ?  Being  told  that  it  might  amount  to  about  two 
thousand  pounds,  — "  And  why,"  cries  he,  "  cannot  his 
majesty  keep  the  picture  and  give  the  money  ?"  The  sim- 
plicity may  be  ridiculed  at  first ;  but  when  we  come  to 
examine  it  more  closely,  men  of  sense  will  at  once  confess 
that  he  had  reason  in  what  he  said,  and  that  a  purse  of 
two  thousand  guineas  is  much  more  serviceable  than  a 
picture. 

Should  we  follow  the  same  method  of  state  frugality  in 
other  respects,  what  numberless  savings  might  not  be  the 
result !  How  many  possibilities  of  saving  in  the  administra- 
tion of  justice,  which  now  burdens  the  subject,  and  enriches 
some  members  of  society,  who  are  useful  only  from  its  cor- 
ruption ! 

It  were  to  be  wished,  that  they  who  govern  kingdoms 
would  imitate  artisans.  When  at  London  a  new  stutl"  has 
been  invented,  it  is  immediately  counterfeited  in  France. 
How  happy  were  it  for  society,  if  a  first  minister  would  be 
equally  solicitous  to  transplant  the  useful  laws  of  other 
countries  into  his  own.  We  are  arrived  at  a  perfect  imita- 
tion of  porcelain  ;  let  us  endeavour  to  imitate  the  good  to 
society  that  our  neighbours  are  found  to  practise,  and  let 
our  neighbours  also  imitate  those  parts  of  duty  in  which  we 
excel. 

There  are  some  men,  who,  in  their  garden,  attempt  to 
raise  those  fruits  which  nature  has  adapted  only  to  the  sultry 
climates  beneath  the  Line.  We  have  at  our  very  doors  a 
thousand  laws  and  customs  infinitely  useful  :  these  are  the 
fruits  we  should  endeavour  to  transplant  —  these  the  exotics 
that  would  speedily  become  naturalized  to  the  soil.  They 
might  grow  in  every  climate,  and  benefit  every  possessor. 

The  best  and  the  most  useful  laws  I  have  ever  seen,  are 
generally  practised  in  Holland.  When  two  men  are  deter- 
mined to  go  to  law  with  each  other,  they  are  first  obliged  to 
go  before  the  reconciling  judges,  called  the  peace-makers. 
If  the  parties  come  attended  with  an  advocate,  or  a  solicitor, 
they  are  obliged  to  retire,  as  we  take  fuel  from  the  fire  we 
are  desirous  of  extinguishing. 

The  peace-makers  then  begin  advising  the  parties,  by 
assuring  them,  that  it  is  the  height  of  folly  to  waste  their 
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Substance,  and  make  themselves  mutually  miserable,  by  having 
recourse  to  the  tribunals  of  justice  ;  follow  but  our  direction, 
and  we  will  accommodate  matters  without  any  expense  to 
either.  If  the  rage  of  debate  is  too  strong  upon  either 
party,  they  are  remitted  back,  for  another  day,  in  order  that 
time  may  soften  their  tempers,  and  produce  a  reconciliation. 
They  are  thus  sent  for  twice  or  thrice  :  if  their  folly  happens 
to  be  incurable,  they  are  permitted  to  go  to  law,  and,  as  we 
give  up  to  amputation  such  members  as  cannot  be  cured  by 
art,  justice  is  permitted  to  take  its  course. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  make  here  long  declamations,  or 
calculate  what  society  would  save,  were  this  law  adopted. 
I  am  sensible,  that  the  man  who  advises  any  reformation, 
only  serves  to  make  himself  ridiculous.  What !  mankind  will 
be  apt  to  say,  adopt  the  customs  of  countries  that  have  not 
so  much  real  liberty  as  our  own  ?  our  present  customs,  what 
are  they  to  any  man  ?  we  are  very  happy  under  them  :  this 
must  be  a  very  pleasant  fellow,  who  attempts  to  make  us 
happier  than  we  already  are !  Does  he  not  know  that 
abuses  are  the  patrimony  of  a  great  part  of  the  nation  ?  Why 
deprive  us  of  a  malady  by  which  such  numbers  find  their 
account  ?  This,  I  must  own,  is  an  argument  to  which  I 
Iiave  nothing  to  reply. 

What  numberless  savings  might  there  not  be  made  in  both 
arts  and  commerce,  particularly  in  the  liberty  of  exercising 
trade,  without  the  necessary  prerequisites  of  freedom  !  Such 
useless  obstructions  have  crept  into  every  state,  from  a 
spirit  of  monopoly,  a  narrow  selfish  spirit  of  gain,  without 
the  least  attention  to  general  society.  Such  a  clog  upon 
industry  frequently  drives  the  poor  from  labour,  and  reduces 
them  by  degrees  to  a  state  of  hopeless  indigence.  We  have 
already  a  more  than  sufficient  repugnance  to  labour;  we 
should  by  no  means  increase  the  obstacles,  or  make  excuses 
in  a  state  for  idleness.  Such  faults  have  ever  crept  into  a 
state,  under  wrong  or  needy  administrations. 

Exclusive  of  the  master  ,  there  are  numberless  faulty 
expenses  among  the  workmen, — clubs,  garnishes,  freedoms, 
and  such  like  impositions,  which  are  not  too  minute  even 
for  law  to  take  notice  of,  and  which  should  be  abolished 
without  mercy,  since  they  are  ever  the  inlets  to  excess  and 
idleness,  and  are  the  parent  of  all  those  outrages  which 
naturally  fall  upon  the  more  useful  part  of  society.  In  the 
towns  and  countries  I  have  seen,  I  never  saw  a  city  ot 
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village  yet,  whose  miseries  were  not  in  proportion  to  the 
number  of  its  public-houses.  In  Rotterdam,  you  may  go 
through  eight  or  ten  streets  without  finding  a  public-house. 
In  Antwerp,  almost  every  second  house  seems  an  alehouse. 
In  the  one  city,  all  wears  the  appearance  of  happiness  and 
warm  affluence  ;  in  the  other,  the  young  fellows  walk  about 
the  streets  in  shabby  finery,  their  fathers  sit  at  the  door 
darning  or  knitting  stockings,  while  their  ports  are  filled  with 
dunghills. 

Alehouses  are  ever  an  occasion  of  debauchery  and  excess, 
and,  either  in  a  religious  or  political  light,  it  would  be  our 
highest  interest  to  have  the  greatest  part  of  them  suppressed. 
They  should  be  put  under  laws  of  not  continuing  open 
beyond  a  certain  hour,  and  harbouring  only  proper  persons. 
These  rules,  it  may  be  said,  will  diminish  the  necessary 
taxes ;  but  this  is  false  reasoning,  since  what  was  consumed 
in  debauchery  abroad,  would,  if  such  a  regulation  took 
place,  be  more  justly,  and  perhaps  more  equitably  for  the 
workman's  family,  spent  at  home  ;  and  this  clieaper  to  them, 
and  without  loss  of  time.  On  the  other  hand,  our  alehouses 
being  ever  open,  interrupt  business  ;  the  workman  is  never 
certain  who  frequents  them,  nor  can  the  master  be  sure  of 
having  what  was  begun,  finished  at  a  convenient  time. 

A  habit  of  frugality  among  the  lower  orders  of  mankind, 
is  much  more  beneficial  to  society  than  the  unreflecting 
might  imagine.  The  pawnbroker,  the  attorney,  and  other 
pests  of  society,  might,  by  proper  management,  be  turned 
into  serviceable  members  ;  and,  were  these  trades  abolished, 
it  is  possible  the  same  avarice  that  conducts  the  one,  or  the 
same  chicanery  that  characterizes  the  other,  might,  by  proper 
regulations,  be  converted  into  frugality  and  commendable 
prudence. 

But  some  who  have  made  the  eulogium  of  luxury,  have 
represented  it  as  the  natural  consequence  of  every  country 
that  is  become  rich.  Did  we  not  employ  our  extraordinary 
wealth  in  superfluities,  say  they,  what  other  means  would 
there  be  to  employ  it  in  ?  To  which  it  may  be  answered,  if 
frugality  were  established  in  the  state,  if  our  expenses  were 
laid  out  rather  in  the  necessaries  than  the  superfluities  of 
life,  there  might  be  fewer  wants,  and  even  fewer  pleasures, 
but  infinitely  more  happiness.  The  rich  and  the  great  would 
be  better  able  to  satisfy  their  creditors  ;  they  would  be  better 
able  to  marry  their  children,  and,  instead  of  one  marriage 
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at  present,  there  might  be  two,  if  such  regulations   took 
place. 

The  imaginary  calls  of  vanity,  which,  in  reality,  contribute 
nothing  to  our  real  felicity,  would  not  then  be  attended  to, 
while  the  real  calls  of  nature  might  be  always  and  universally 
supplied.  The  difference  of  employment  in  the  subject,  is 
what,  in  reality,  produces  the  good  of  society.  If  the  subject 
be  engaged  in  providing  only  the  luxuries,  the  necessaries 
must  be  deficient  in  proportion.  If,  neglecting  the  produce 
of  our  own  country,  our  minds  are  set  upon  the  productions 
of  another,  we  increase  our  wants,  but  not  our  means  ;  and 
every  new  imported  delicacy  for  our  tables,  or  ornament  in 
our  equipage,  is  a  tax  upon  the  poor. 

The  true  interest  of  every  government  is  to  cultivate  the 
necessaries,  by  which  is  always  meant,  everj'  happiness  our 
own  country  can  produce  ;  and  suppress  all  the  luxuries,  by 
which  is  meant,  on  the  other  hand,  every  happiness  imported 
from  abroad.  Commerce  has,  therefore,  its  bounds  ;  and 
every  new  import,  instead  of  receiving  encouragement, 
should  be  first  examined  whether  it  be  conducive  to  the 
interest  of  society. 

Among  the  many  publications  with  which  the  press  is 
every  day  burdened,  I  have  often  wondered  why  we  never 
had,  as  in  other  countries,  an  Economical  Journal,  which 
might  at  once  direct  to  all  the  useful  discoveries  in  other 
countries,  and  spread  those  of  our  own.  As  other  journals 
serve  to  amuse  the  learned,  or,  what  is  more  often  the  case, 
to  make  them  quarrel  —  while  they  only  serve  to  give  us  the 
history  of  the  mischievous  world,  for  so  I  call  our  warriors, 
or  the  idle  world,  for  so  may  the  learned  be  called, — they 
never  trouble  their  heads  about  the  most  useful  part  of 
mankind,  our  jjcasants  and  our  artisans :  were  such  a 
work  carried  into  execution,  with  proper  management  and 
just  direction,  it  might  serve  as  a  repository  for  every  useful 
improvement,  and  increase  that  knowledge  which  learning 
often  serves  to  confound. 

Sweden  seems  the  only  country  where  the  science  of 
economy  seems  to  have  fixed  its  empire.  In  other  countries, 
it  is  cultivated  only  by  a  few  admirers,  or  by  societies  which 
have  not  received  suthcient  sanction  to  become  completely 
useful  ;  but  here  there  is  founded  a  royal  academy,  destined 
to  this  purpose  only,  composed  of  the  most  learned  and 
powerful  members  oi"  the  state — an  academy  which  declines 
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every  thing  which  only  terminates  in  amusement,  ernditiori, 
or  curiosit}' ;  and  admits  only  of  observations  tending  to 
illustrate  husbandry,  agriculture,  and  every  real  physical 
improvement.  In  this  country,  nothing  is  left  to  private 
rapacity  ;  but  everj^  improvement  is  immediately  diffused, 
and  its  inventor  iramediatelv  recompensed  by  the  state. 
Happy,  were  it  so  in  other  countries !  By  this  means,  every 
impostor  would  be  prevented  from  ruining  or  deceiving  the 
public  with  pretended  discoveries  or  nostrums  ;  and  every 
real  inventor  would  not,  bj'  this  means,  suffer  the  incon- 
veniences of  suspicion. 

In  short,  the  economy  equally  unknown  to  the  prodigal 
and  avaricious,  seems  to  be  a  just  mean  between  botli 
extremes  ;  and  to  a  transgression  of  this  at  present  decried 
virtue  it  is  that  we  are  to  attribute  a  great  part  of  the  evils 
which  infest  society.  A  taste  for  superfluity,  amusement, 
and  pleasure,  bring  effeminacy,  idleness,  and  expense  in 
their  train.  But  a  thirst  of  riches  is  always  proportioned 
to  our  debauchery,  and  the  greatest  prodigal  is  too  frequently 
found  to  be  the  greatest  miser  :  so  that  the  vices  which  seem 
the  most  opposite,  are  frequently  found  to  produce  each 
other ;  and,  to  avoid  both,  it  is  only  necessary  to  be  frugal. 

Virtus  est  medium  vitiorum  ut  utrinque  reductunii  —  HoR. 


A  REVERIE. 

Scarcely  a  day  passes  in  which  we  do  not  hear  compli- 
ments paid  to  Dryden,  Pope,  and  other  writers  of  the  last 
age,  while  not  a  mouth  comes  forward  that  is  not  loaded 
with  invectives  against  the  writers  of  this.  Strange,  that 
our  critics  should  be  fond  of  giving  their  favours  to  those 
who  are  insensible  of  the  obligation,  and  their  dislike  to 
those  who,  of  all  mankind,  are  most  apt  to  retaliate  the 
injury. 

Even  though  our  present  writers  had  not  equal  merit 
with  their  predecessors,  it  would  bo  politic  to  use  them  with 
ceremony.  Every  compliment  paid  them  would  be  more 
agreeable,  in  proportion  as  they  least  deserved  it.  Tell  a 
lady  with  a  handsome  face  that  she  is  pretty,  she  onl}'  thinks 
U  her  due  ;  it  is  what  she  has  heard  a  thousand  times  before 
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from  others,  and  disregards  the  compliment :  but  assure  a 
lady,  the  cut  of  whose  visage  is  something  more  plain,  that 
she  looks  killing  to-da_v,  she  instaintly  bridles  up,  and  feels 
the  force  of  the  well  timed  flattery  the  whole  day  after. 
Compliments  which  we  think  are  deserved,  we  accept  only 
as  debts,  with  inditference  ;  but  those  which  conscience 
informs  us  we  do  not  merit,  we  receive  with  the  same 
gratitude  that  we  do  favours  given  away. 

Our  gentlemen,  however,  who  preside  at  the  distribution 
of  literary  fame,  seem  resolved  to  part  VNith  praise  neither 
from  motives  of  justice  or  generosity :  one  would  think, 
when  they  take  pen  in  hand,  that  it  was  only  to  blot  repu- 
tations, and  to  put  their  seals  to  the  packet  which  consigns 
every  new  bom  effort  to  oblivion. 

Yet,  notwithstanding  the  republic  of  letters  hangs  at 
present  so  feebly  together — though  those  friendships 
which  once  promoted  literary  fame  seem  now  to  be  discon- 
tinued— though  every  writer  who  now  draws  the  quill 
seems  to  aim  at  profit,  as  well  as  applause,  —  many  among 
them  are  probably  laying  in  stores  for  immortality,  and  are 
provided  with  a  sufficient  stock  of  reputation  to  last  the 
whole  journey. 

As  1  was  indulging  these  reflections,  in  order  to  eke  out 
the  present  page,  I  could  not  avoid  pursuing  the  metaphor 
of  going  a  journey  in  my  imagination,  and  formed  the 
following  Reverie,  too  wild  for  allegory,  and  too  regular  for 
a  dream  : — 

1  fancied  myself  placed  in  the  yard  of  a  large  inn,  in 
which  there  were  an  infinite  number  of  wagons  and  stage- 
coaches, attended  by  fellows  who  either  invited  the  com- 
pany to  take  their  places,  or  were  busied  in  packing  their 
baggage.  Each  vehicle  had  its  inscription,  shewing  the 
place  of  its  destination.  On  one  I  could  read,  The  Plea- 
sure Stage  Coach  ;  on  another.  The  Wagon  of  Industrj- ; 
on  a  third.  The  Vanity  Whim  ;  and  on  a  fourth,  The 
Landau  of  Riches.  I  had  some  inclination  to  step  into 
each  of  these,  one  after  another  ;  but,  I  know  not  by  what 
means,  I  passed  them  by,  and  at  last  fixed  my  eye  upon  a 
small  carriage,  Berlin  fashion,  which  seemed  the  most 
convenient  vehicle  at  a  distance  in  the  world  ;  and  upon 
my  nearer  approach  found  it  to  be  The  Fame  Machine. 

I  instantly  made  up  to  the  coachman,  whom  I  found  to 
be  an  affable  and  seemingly  good-natured  fellow.  He 
informed  me,  that  he  had  but  a  few  days  ago  returned  from 


12G  THE  BEE. 

the  Temple  of  Fame,  to  which  he  had  been  carrying 
Addison,  Swift,  Pope,  Steele,  Congreve,  and  CoUey  Gibber  : 
that  they  made  but  indifferent  company  by  the  way ;  and 
that  he  once  or  twice  was  going  to  empty  his  berlin  of  the 
whole  cargo  :  "  however,"  says  he,  "  I  got  them  all  safe  home, 
with  no  other  damage  than  a  black  eye,  which  Colley  gave 
Mr  Pope,  and  am  now  returned  for  another  coachfull."  — 
"  If  that  be  all,  friend,"  said  I,  "  and  if  you  are  in  want  of 
company,  I'll  make  one  with  all  my  heart.  Open  the  door  ; 
I  hope  the  machine  rides  easy." — "  Oh,  for  that,  sir, 
extremely  easy."  But  still  keeping  the  door  shut,  and 
measuring  me  with  his  eye,  "  Pray,  sir,  have  you  no 
luggage  ?  You  seem  to  be  a  good-natured  sort  of  a  gentle- 
man ;  but  I  don't  find  you  have  got  any  luggage,  and  I 
never  permit  any  to  travel  with  me  but  such  as  have  some- 
thing valuable  to  pay  for  coach-hire."  Examining  my 
pockets,  I  own  I  was  not  a  little  disconcerted  at  this  unex- 
pected rebuff;  but  considering  that  I  carried  a  number  of 
the  Bee  under  my  arm,  I  was  resolved  to  open  it  in  his 
eyes,  and  dazzle  him  with  the  splendour  of  the  page.  He 
read  the  title  and  contents,  however,  without  any  emotion, 
and  assured  me  he  had  never  heard  of  it  before.  "  In  short, 
friend,"  said  he,  now  losing  all  his  former  respect,  "you  must 
not  come  in  :  I  expect  better  passengers  ;  but  as  you  seem 
a  harmless  creature,  perhaps,  if  there  be  room  left,  I  may 
let  you  ride  a  while  for  charity." 

I  now  took  my  stand  by  the  coachman  at  the  door;  and 
since  I  could  not  command  a  seat,  was  resolved  to  be  as 
useful  as  possible,  and  earn  by  my  assiduity  what  I  could 
not  by  my  merit. 

The  next  that  presented  for  a  place  was  a  most  whimsical 
figure  indeed.  *  He  was  hung  round  with  papers  of  his  own 
composing,  not  unlike  those  who  sing  ballads  in  the  streets, 
and  came  dancing  up  to  the  door  with  all  the  confidence 
of  instant  admittance.  The  volubility  of  his  motion  and 
address  prevented  my  being  able  to  read  more  of  his  cargo 
than  the  word  Inspector,  which  was  written  in  great  letters 
at  the  top  of  some  of  the  papers.  He  opened  the  coach 
door  himself  without  any  ceremony,  and  was  just  slipping 

•  Sir  Jolin  Hill,  whom  ChurcLill  in  the  Rosciad  describes  as — 

Tile  Proteua  Hill  — 

Actor,  inflpcclor,  doctor,  botanist 

Davies,  in  his  Life  of  Garrick,  says,  that  Dr  Hill  was  a  "  quack  ia 
medicine,  and  not  to  be  di'peuded  on  in  science."  —  B. 
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in,  when  the  coachman,  with  as  little  ceremony,  pulled  him 
back.  Our  figure  seemed  perfectly  angry  at  this  repulse, 
and  demanded  gentleman's  satisfaction.  "  Lord,  sir ! " 
replied  the  coachman,  "  instead  of  proper  luggage,  by  your 
bulk  you  seem  loaded  for  a  West  India  voyage.  You  are 
big  enough,  with  all  your  papers,  to  crack  twenty  stage- 
coaches. Excuse  me,  indeed,  sir,  for  you  must  not  enter." 
Our  figure  now  began  to  expostulate  :  he  assured  the 
coachman,  that  though  his  baggage  seemed  so  bulky,  it  was 
perfectly  light,  and  that  he  would  be  contented  with  the 
smallest  corner  of  room.  But  Jehu  was  inflexible,  and  the 
carrier  of  the  Inspectors  was  sent  to  dance  back  again,  with 
all  his  papers  fluttering  in  the  wind.  We  expected  to  have 
no  more  trouble  from  this  quarter,  when,  in  a  few  minutes, 
the  same  figure  changed  his  appearance,  like  harlequin  upon 
the  stage,  and  with  the  same  confidence  again  made  his 
approaches,  dressed  in  lace,  and  carrying  nothing  but  a 
nosegay.  Upon  coming  nearer,  he  thrust  the  nosegay  to 
the  coachman's  nose,  grasped  the  brass,  and  seemed  now 
resolved  to  enter  by  violence.  I  found  the  struggle  soon 
begin  to  grow  hot,  and  the  coachman,  who  was  a  little  old, 
unable  to  continue  the  contest ;  so,  in  order  to  ingratiate 
myself,  I  stept  in  to  his  assistance,  and  our  united  efforts 
sent  our  literary  Proteus,  though  worsted,  unconquered 
still,  clear  off,  dancing  a  rigadoon,  and  smelling  to  his  own 
nosegay. 

The  person*  who  after  him  appeared  as  candidate  for  a 
place  in  the  stage,  came  up  with  an  air  not  quite  so  confi- 
dent, but  somewhat,  however,  theatrical  ;  and,  instead  of 
entering,  made  the  coachman  a  very  low  bow,  which  the 
other  returned,  and  desired  to  see  his  baggage ;  upon  which 
he  instantly  produced  some  farces,  a  tragedy,  and  other 
miscellany  jiroductions.  The  coachman,  casting  his  eye 
upon  the  cargo,  assured  him,  at  present  he  could  not 
possibly  have  a  place,  but  hoped  in  time  he  might  aspire  to 
one,  as  he  seemed  to  have  read  in  the  book  of  nature, 
without  a  careful  perusal  of  which  none  ever  found  entrance 
at  the  Temple  of  Fame.  "  What !"  replied  the  disappointed 
poet,  "  shall  my  tragedy,  in  which  I  have  vindicated  the  cause 

of  liberty  and  virtue "  — "  Follow  nature,"  returned 

the  other,  "  and  never  expect  to  find  lasting  fame  by  topics 

*  Probably  Mr  Murpliy.  —  B. 
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which  only  please  from  their  popularity.  Had  you  been 
first  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  or  praised  in  virtue  more  than 
an  empty  name,  it  is  possible  you  might  have  gained 
admittance  ;  but  at  present  I  beg,  sir,  you  will  stand  aside 
for  another  gentleman  whom  I  see  approaching." 

This  was  a  very  grave  personage,*  whom  at  some  distance 
I  took  for  one  of  the  most  reserved,  and  even  disagreeable 
figures  I  had  seen  ;  but  as  he  approached,  his  appearance 
improved,  and  when  I  could  distinguish  him  thoroughly, 
I  perceived  that,  in  spite  of  the  severity  of  his  brow,  he  had 
one  of  the  most  good-natured  countenances  that  could  be 
imagined.  Upon  coming  to  open  the  stage  door,  he  lifted 
a  parcel  of  folios  into  the  seat  before  him,  but  our  inquisi- 
torial coachman  at  once  shoved  them  out  again.  "  What .' 
not  take  in  my  Dictionary?"  exclaimed  the  other  in  a  rage. 
"  Be  patient,  sir,"  replied  the  coachman,  "  I  have  drove  a 
coach,  man  and  boy,  these  two  thousand  years  ;  but  I  do 
not  remember  to  have  carried  above  one  dictionary  during 
the  whole  time.  That  little  book  which  I  perceive  peeping 
from  one  of  your  pockets,  may  I  presume  to  ask  what  it 
contains  ?" — "  A  mere  trifle,"  replied  the  author;  "  it  is 
called  the  Rambler."  — "  The  Rambler!"  says  the  coach- 
man, "  I  beg,  sir,  you  '11  take  your  place  ;  I  have  heard 
our  ladies  in  the  court  of  Apollo  frequently  mention  it  with 
rapture  ;  and  Clio,  who  happens  to  be  a  little  grave,  has 
been  heard  to  prefer  it  to  the  Spectator  j  though  others 
have  observed,  that  the  reflections,  by  being  refined,  some- 
times become  minute." 

This  grave  gentleman  was  scarcely  seated,  when  another,f 
whose  appearance  was  something  more  modern,  seemed 
willing  to  enter,  yet  afraid  to  ask.  He  carried  in  his  hand 
a  bundle  of  essays,  of  which  the  coachman  was  curious 
enough  to  inquire  the  contents.  "  These,"  replied  the 
gentleman,  "  are  rhapsodies  against  the  religion  of  my 
country."  — "  And  how  can  you  expect  to  come  into  my 
coach,  after  thus  choosing  the  wrong  side  of  the  question  ?" 
— "  Ay,  but  I  am  right,"  replied  the  other  ;  "  and  if  you 
give  me  leave,  I  shall,  in  a  few  minutes,  state  the  argument." 
— "  Right  or  wrong,"  said  the  coachman,  "  he  who  disturbs 
religion  is  a  blockhead,  and  he  shall  never  travel  in  a  coach 
of  mine."  — "  If,  then,"  said  the  gentleman,  mustering  up 

•  Dr  Samuel  Jolmson.  —  B.  ^  f  David  Hume.  —  B. 
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all  his  courage,  "  if  I  am  not  to  have  admittance  as  an 
essayist,  I  hope  I  shall  not  be  repulsed  as  a  historian  ;  the 
last  volume  of  my  history  met  with  applause."  — "  Yes," 
replied  the  coachman,  "  but  I  have  heard  only  the  first 
approved  at  the  Temple  of  Fame  ;  and  as  I  see  you  have 
it  about  you,  enter,  without  farther  ceremony."*  My 
attention  was  now  diverted  to  a  crowd  who  were  pushing 
forward  a  person  f  that  seemed  riiore  inclined  to  the  Stage- 
coach of  Kiches  ;  but  by  their  means  he  was  driven  forward 
to  the  same  machine,  which  he,  however,  seemed  heartily 
to  despise.  Impelled,  however,  by  their  solicitations,  he 
steps  up,  flourishing  a  voluminous  history,  and  demanding 
admittance.  "  Sir,  I  have  formerly  heard  your  name 
mentioned,"  says  the  coachman,  "  but  never  as  a  historian. 
Is  there  no  other  work  upon  which  you  may  claim  a  place?" 
— "  None,"  replied  the  other,  "  except  a  romance  ;  but 
this  is  a  work  of  too  trifling  a  nature  to  claim  future  atten- 
tion."— "  You  mistake,"  says  the  inquisitor,  "  a  well-written 
romance  is  no  such  easy  task  as  is  generally  imagined.  I 
remember  formerly  to  have  carried  Cervantes  and  Segrais  ; 
and  if  you  think  fit,  you  may  enter." 

Upon  our  three  literary  travellers  coming  into  the  same 
coach,  I  listened  attentively  to  hear  what  might  be  the 
conversation  that  passed  upon  this  extraordinary  occasion  ; 
when,  instead  of  agreeable  or  entertaining  dialogue,  I  found 
them  grumbling  at  each  other,  and  each  seemed  discontented 
with  his  companions.  Strange  !  thought  I  to  myself,  that 
they  who  are  thus  born  to  enlighten  the  world,  should  still 
preserve  the  narrow  prejudices  of  childhood,  and,  by  disa- 
greeing, make  even  the  highest  merit  ridiculous.  Were  the 
learned  and  the  wise  to  unite  against  the  dunces  of  society, 
instead  of  sometimes  sliding  into  opposite  parties  with  them, 
thej'  might  throw  a  lustre  upon  each  other's  reputation,  and 
teach  every  rank  of  subordinate  merit,  if  not  to  admire,  at 
least  not  to  avow  dislike. 

In  the  midst  of  those  reflections,  I  perceived  the  coachman, 
unmindful  of  me,  had  now  mounted  the  box.  Several  were 
approaching  to  be  taken  in,  whose  pretensions,  I  was  sensible, 
were  very  just  ;  1  therefore  desired  him  to  stop,  and  take 

*  The  first  part  of  Hume'ii  History  of  England  which  waa 
published,  was  his  History  of  the  Stuarts,  of  which  the  first  volume 
appcare'l  in  17-i-l,  and  the  second  in  17.56  j  his  History  of  the  House 
of  Tudor  did  not  appear  till  1759.  — B. 

t  riobalily  Dr  SmoUet. 

vol..  ir.  I 


130  THE  BEE. 

in  more  passengers  :  but  he  replied,  as  he  had  now  mounted 
the  box,  it  would  be  improper  to  come  down  ;  but  that  he 
should  take  them  all,  one  after  the  other,  when  he  should 
return.  So  he  drove  away  ;  and  for  myself,  as  I  could  not 
get  in,  I  mounted  behind,  in  order  to  hear  the  conversation 
on  the  way. 

{To  be  continued.^ 


A  WORD  OR  TWO  ON  THE  LATE  FARCE  CALLED  "  HIGH  LIFE 
BELOW  STAIRS."* 

Just  as  I  had  expected,  before  I  saw  this  farce,  I  found 
it  formed  on  too  narrow  a  plan  to  afford  a  pleasing  variety. 
The  sameness  of  the  humour  in  every  scene  could  not 
at  last  fail  of  being  disagreeable.  The  poor,  affecting  the 
manners  of  the  rich,  might  be  carried  on  through  one 
character,  or  two  at  the  most,  with  great  propriety  ;  but  to 
have  almost  every  personage  on  the  scene  almost  of  the 
same  character,  and  reflecting  the  follies  of  each  other,  was 
unartful  in  the  poet  to  the  last  degree. 

The  scene  was  almost  a  continuation  of  the  same  absurdity, 
and  my  Lord  Duke  and  Sir  Harry,  (two  footmen  who 
assume  these  characters,)  have  nothing  else  to  do  but  to 
talk  like  their  masters,  and  are  only  introduced  to  speak, 
and  to  shew  themselves.  Thus,  as  there  is  a  sameness  of 
character,  there  is  a  barrenness  of  incident,  which,  by  a  very 
small  share  of  address,  the  poet  might  have  easily  avoided. 

From  a  conformity  to  critic  rules,  which  perhaps  on  the 
whole  have  done  more  harm  than  good,  our  author  has 
sacrificed  all  the  vivacity  of  the  dialogue  to  nature ;  and 
though  he  makes  his  characters  talk  like  servants,  they  are 
seldom  absurd  enough,  or  lively  enough,  to  make  us  merry. 
Though  he  is  always  natural,  he  happens  seldom  to  be 
humorous. 

The  satire  was  well  intended,  if  we  regard  it  as  being 
masters  ourselves  ;  but  probably  a  philosopher  would  rejoice 
in  that  liberty  which  Englishmen  give  their  domestics  ;  and 
for  my  own  part,  I  cannot  avoid  being  pleased  at  the  happiness 
of  those  poor  creatures,  who  in  some  measure  contribute  to 
mine.     The  Athenians,  the  politest  and  best-natured  people 

*  This  fdrce  was  written  by  Garrick.  —  B. 
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upon  earth,  were  the  kindest  to  their  slaves  ;  and  if  a  person 
may  judge,  who  has  seen  the  world,  our  English  servants 
are  the  best  treated,  because  the  generality  of  our  English 
gentlemen  are  the  politest  under  the  sun. 

But  not  to  lifl  my  feeble  voice  among  the  pack  of  critics, 
who  probably  have  no  other  occupation  but  that  of  cutting 
up  every  thing  new,  1  must  own,  there  are  one  or  two 
scenes  that  are  fine  satire,  and  sufficiently  humorous  ;  parti- 
cularly the  first  interview  between  the  two  footmen,  which 
at  once  ridicules  the  manners  of  the  great,  and  the  absurdity 
of  their  imitators. 

Whatever  defects  there  might  be  in  the  composition, 
there  were  none  in  the  action  ;  in  this  the  performers 
shewed  more  humour  than  1  had  fancied  them  capable  of. 
Mr  Palmer  and  Mr  King  were  entirely  what  they  desired 
to  represent ;  and  Mrs  Clive  —  (but  what  need  I  talk  of 
her,  since,  without  the  least  exaggeration,  she  has  more 
true  humour  than  any  other  actor  or  actress  upon  the 
English  or  any  other  stage  I  have  seen)  —  she,  1  say,  did 
the  part  all  the  justice  it  was  capable  of.  And,  upon  the 
whole,  a  farce,  which  has  only  this  to  recommend  it,  that 
the  author  took  his  plan  from  the  volume  of  nature,  by  the 
sprightly  manner  in  which  it  was  performed,  was,  for  one 
night,  a  tolerable  entertainment.  This  much  may  be  said 
in  its  vindication,  that  people  of  fashion  seemed  more 
pleased  in  the  representation  than  the  subordinate  ranks  of 
people. 
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EvERV  age  seems  to  have  its  favourite  pursuits,  which 
serve  to  amuse  the  idle,  and  to  relieve  the  attention  of  the 
industrious.  Happy  the  man  who  is  born  excellent  in  the 
pursuit  in  vogue,  and  whose  genius  seems  adapted  to  the 
times  in  which  he  lives.  How  many  do  we  see,  who  might 
have  excelled  in  arts  or  sciences,  and  who  seem  furnished 
with  talents  equal  to  the  greatest  discoveries,  had  the  road 
not  been  already  beaten  by  their  predecessors,  and  nothing 
left  for  them  except  trifles  to  discover,  while  others  of  very 
moderate  abilities  become  famous,  because  happening  to  be 
first  in  the  reigning  pursuit ! 
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Thus,  at  the  renewal  of  letters  in  Europe,  the  taste  was 
not  to  compose  new  books,  but  to  comment  on  the  old  ones. 
It  was  not  to  be  expected  that  new  books  should  be  written, 
when  there  were  so  many  of  the  ancients  either  not  known 
or  not  understood.  It  was  not  reasonable  to  attempt  new 
conquests,  while  they  had  such  an  extensive  region  lying 
waste  for  want  of  cultivation.  At  that  period,  criticism  and 
erudition  were  the  reigning  studies  of  the  times  ;  and  he 
who  had  only  an  inventive  genius,  might  have  languished 
in  hopeless  obscurity.  When  the  writers  of  antiquity  were 
sufficiently  explained  and  known,  the  learned  set  about 
imitating  them  :  hence  proceeded  the  number  of  Latin 
orators,  poets,  and  historians,  in  the  reigns  of  Clement  the 
Seventh  and  Alexander  the  Sixth.  This  passion  for  antiquity 
lasted  for  many  years,  to  the  utter  exclusion  of  every  other 
pursuit,  till  some  began  to  find,  that  those  works  which  were 
imitated  from  nature,  were  more  like  the  writings  of  antiquity, 
than  even  those  written  in  express  imitation.  It  was  then 
modern  language  began  to  be  cultivated  with  assiduity,  and 
our  poets  and  orators  poured  forth  their  wonders  upon  the 
world. 

As  writers  become  more  numerous, it  is  natural  for  readers 
to  become  more  indolent ;  whence  must  necessarily  arise 
a  desire  of  attaining  knowledge  with  the  greatest  possible 
ease.  No  science  or  art  offers  its  instruction  and  amusement 
in  so  obvious  a  manner  as  statuary  and  painting.  Hence  we 
see,  that  a  desire  of  cultivating  those  arts  generally  attends 
the  decline  of  science.  Thus  the  finest  statues  and  the  most 
beautiful  paintings  of  antiquity,  preceded  but  a  little  the 
absolute  decay  of  every  other  science.  The  statues  of 
Antoninus,  Commodus,  and  their  contemporaries,  are  the 
finest  productions  of  the  chisel,  and  appeared  but  just  before 
learning  was  destroyed  by  comment,  criticism,  and  barbarous 
invasions. 

What  happened  in  Rome  may  probably  be  the  case  with 
us  at  home.  Our  nobilit}'  are  now  more  solicitous  in  patron- 
izing painters  and  sculptors  than  those  of  any  other  polite 
profession  ;  and  from  the  lord,  who  has  his  gallery,  down  to 
the  apprentice,  who  has  his  twopenny  copperplate,  all  are 
admirers  of  this  art.  The  great,  by  their  caresses,  seem 
insensible  to  all  other  merit  but  that  of  the  pencil  ;  and  the 
vulgar  buy  every  book  rather  from  the  excellence  of  the 
sculptor  tlian  the  writer. 
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How  happy  were  it  now,  if  men  of  real  excellence  in  that 
profession  were  to  arise  !  *  Were  the  painters  of  Italy  now 
to  appear,  who  once  wandered  like  beggars  from  one  city  to 
another,  and  produce  their  almost  breathing  figures,  what 
rewards  might  they  not  expect !  But  many  of  them  lived 
without  rewards,  and  therefore  rewards  alone  will  never 
produce  their  equals.  We  have  often  found  the  great 
exert  themselves,  not  only  without  promotion,  but  in  spite  of 
opposition.  We  have  often  found  them  flourishing,  like 
medical  plants,  in  a  region  of  savageness  and  barbarity,  their 
excellence  unknown,  and  their  virtues  unheeded. 

They  who  have  seen  the  paintings  of  Caravagio,  are 
sensible  of  the  surprising  impression  they  make  ;  bold, 
swelling,  terrible  to  the  last  degree,  —  all  seems  animated, 
and  speaks  him  among  the  foremost  of  his  profession  ;  yet 
this  man's  fortune  and  his  fame  seemed  ever  in  opposition 
to  each  other. 

Unknowing  how  to  flatter  the  great,  he  was  driven  from 
city  to  city  in  the  utmost  indigence,  and  might  truly  be  said 
to  paint  for  his  bread. 

Having  one  day  insulted  a  person  of  distinction,  who 
refused  to  pay  him  all  the  respect  which  he  thought  his  due, 
he  was  obliged  to  leave  Rome  and  travel  on  foot,  his  usual 
method  of  going  his  journeys,  down  into  the  country,  without 
either  money  or  friends  to  subsist  him. 

After  he  had  travelled  in  this  manner  as  long  as  his 
strength  would  permit,  faint  vdth  famine  and  fatigue,  he  at 
last  called  at  an  obscure  inn  by  the  way-side.  The  host  knew, 
by  the  appearance  of  his  guest,  his  indifferent  circumstances, 
and  refused  to  furnish  him  a  dinner  without  previous  pay- 
ment. 

As  Caravagio  was  entirely  destitute  of  money,  he  took 
down  the  innkeeper's  sign,  and  painted  it  anew  for  his 
dinner,  f 

Thus  refreshed,  he  proceeded  on  his  journey,  and  left  the 
innkeeper  not  quite  satisfied  with  this  method  of  payment. 

•  Had  Goldsmith  vrritten  a  few  years  later,  he  would  probably  have 
allowed  this  excellence  to  his  friend  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  the  great 
ornaoient  of  the  English  school.  — B. 

f  In  an  obscure  village  in  Fifeshire  is  an  alehouse  sign  painted  by 
the  Scottish  Teniers,  Wilkie.  We  are  not  aware  that  the  artist  had 
the  same  motive  to  exertion  with  the  unfortunate  Caravagio.  —  B. 
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Some  company  of  distinction,  however,  coming  soon  after, 
and  struck  with  the  beauty  of  the  new  sign,  bought  it  at  an 
advanced  price,  and  astonished  the  innkeeper  with  their 
generosity :  he  was  resolved,  therefore,  to  get  as  many 
signs  as  possible  drawn  by  the  same  artist,  as  he  found  he 
could  selUhem  to  good  advantage  ;  and  accordingly  set  out 
after  Caravagio,  in  order  to  bring  him  back.  It  was  night- 
fall before  he  came  up  to  the  place,  where  the  unfortunate 
Caravagio  lay  dead  by  the  roadside,  overcome  by  fatigue, 
resentment,  and  despair. 
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ON  EDUCATION. 
TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  XHK  BEE. 

Sir, —  As  few  subjects  are  more  interesting  to  society, 
BO  few  have  been  more  frequently  written  upon,  than  the 
education  of  youth.  Yet  is  it  not  a  little  surprising,  that  it 
should  have  been  treated  almost  by  all  in  a  declamatory 
manner  ?  They  have  insisted  largely  on  the  advantages 
that  result  from  it,  both  to  the  individual  and  to  society, 
and  have  expatiated  in  the  praise  of  what  no  one  has  ever 
been  so  hardy  as  to  call  in  question. 

Instead  of  giving  us  fine  but  empty  harangues  upon  this 
subject,  instead  of  indulging  each  his  particular  and  whim- 
sical system,  it  had  been  much  better  if  the  writers  on  this 
subject  had  treated  it  in  a  more  scientific  manner,  repressed 
all  the  sallies  of  imagination,  and  given  us  the  result  of  their 
observations  with  didactic  simplicity.  Upon  this  subject 
the  smallest  errors  are  of  the  most  dangerous  consequence ; 
and  the  author  should  venture  the  imputation  of  stupidity 
upon  a  topic,  where  his  slightest  deviations  may  tend  to 
injure  the  rising  generation. 

I  shall,  therefore,  throw  out  a  few  thoughts  upon  this 
subject,  which  have  not  been  attended  to  by  others,  and 
shall  dismiss  all  attempts  to  please,  while  I  study  only 
instruction. 

The  manner  in  which  our  youth  of  London  are  at  present 
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educated  is,  some  in  free  schools  in  the  city,  but  the  far 
greater  number  in  boarding  schools  about  town.  The  parent 
justly  consults  the  health  of  his  child,  and  finds  that  an  edu- 
cation in  the  country  tends  to  promote  this  much  more  than 
a  continuance  in  the  town.  Thus  far  they  are  right :  if  there 
were  a  possibility  of  having  even  our  free  schools  kept  a 
little  out  of  town,  it  would  certainly  conduce  to  the  health 
and  vigour  of  perhaps  the  mind  as  well  as  of  the  body.  It  may 
be  thought  whimsical,  but  it  is  truth,  —  I  have  found  by 
experience,  that  they  who  have  spent  all  their  lives  in  cities, 
contract  not  only  an  effeminacy  of  habit,  but  even  of 
thinking. 

But  when  I  have  said,  that  the  boarding  schools  are  pre- 
ferable to  free  schools,  as  being  in  the  country,  this  is  certainly 
the  only  advantage  I  can  allow  them  ;  otherwise  it  is  impos- 
sible to  conceive  the  ignorance  of  those  who  take  upon 
them  the  important  trust  of  education.  Is  any  man  unfit 
for  any  of  the  professions  ?  he  finds  his  last  resource  in 
setting  up  school.  Do  any  become  bankrupts  in  trade  ? 
they  still  set  up  a  boarding  school,  and  drive  a  trade  this 
way,  when  all  others  fail  :  nay,  I  have  been  told  of  butchers 
and  barbers,  who  iave  turned  schoolmasters  ;  and,  more 
surprising  still,  made  fortunes  in  their  new  professions. 

Could  we  think  ourselves  in  a  country  of  civilized  people  — 
could  it  be  conceived  that  we  have  any  regard  for  posterity, 
when  such  are  permitted  to  take  the  charge  of  the  morals, 
genius,  and  health  of  those  dear  little  pledges,  who  may  one 
day  be  the  guardians  of  the  liberties  of  Europe,  and  who 
may  serve  as  the  honour  and  bulwark  of  their  aged  parents  ? 
The  care  of  our  children,  is  it  below  the  state  ?  is  it  fit  to 
indulge  the  caprice  of  the  ignorant  with  the  disposal  of  their 
children  in  this  particular  ?  For  the  state  to  take  the  charge 
of  all  its  children,  as  in  Persia  or  Sparta,  might  at  present 
be  inconvenient ;  but  surely  with  great  ease  it  might  cast  an 
eye  to  their  instructors.  Of  all  members  of  society,  I  do 
not  know  a  more  useful,  or  a  more  honourable  one,  than  a 
schoolmaster  ;  at  the  same  time  that  I  do  not  see  any  more 
generally  despised,  or  whose  talents  are  so  ill  rewarded. 

Were  the  salaries  of  schoolmasters  to  be  augmented  from 
a  diminution  of  useless  sinecures,  how  might  it  turn  to  the 
advantage  of  this  people  —  a  people  whom,  without  flattery, 
I  may  in  other  respects  term  the  wisest  and  greatest  upon 
earth !     But,  while  I  would  reward  the  deserving,  I  would 
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dismiss  those  utterly  unqualified  for  their  employment :  in 
short,  I  would  make  the  business  of  a  schoolmaster  every 
way  more  respectable,  by  increasing  their  salaries,  and 
admitting  only  men  of  proper  abilities. 

There  are  already  schoolmasters  appointed,  and  they  have 
some  small  salaries  ;  but  where  at  present  there  is  but  one 
schoolmaster  appointed,  there  should  at  least  be  two  ;  and 
wherever  the  salary  is  at  present  twenty  pounds,  it  should 
be  a  hundred.  Do  we  give  immoderate  benefices  to  those 
who  instruct  ourselves,  and  shall  we  deny  even  subsistence 
to  those  who  instruct  our  children  ?  Every  member  of 
society  should  be  paid  in  proportion  as  he  is  necessary  :  and 
I  will  be  bold  enough  to  say,  that  schoolmasters  in  a  state 
are  more  necessary  than  clergymen,  as  children  stand  in 
more  need  of  instruction  than  their  parents. 

But,  instead  of  this,  as  I  have  already  observed,  we  send 
them  to  board  in  the  country  to  the  most  ignorant  set  of 
men  that  can  be  imagined.  But  lest  the  ignorance  of  the 
master  be  not  sufficient,  the  child  is  generally  consigned  to 
the  usher.  This  is  generally  some  poor  needy  animal,  little 
superior  to  a  footman  either  in  learning  or  spirit,  invited  to 
his  place  by  an  advertisement,  and  kept  there  merely  from 
his  being  of  a  complying  disposition,  and  making  the 
children  fond  of  him.  "  You  give  your  child  to  be  educated 
to  a  slave,"  says  a  philosopher  to  a  rich  man ;  "  instead  of 
one  slave,  you  will  then  have  two." 

It  were  well,  however,  if  parents,  upon  fixing  their 
children  in  one  of  these  houses,  would  examine  the  abilities 
of  the  usher  as  well  as  of  the  master ;  for,  whatever  they 
are  told  to  the  contrary,  the  usher  is  generally  the  person 
most  employed  in  their  education.  If,  then,  a  gentleman, 
upon  putting  out  his  son  to  one  of  these  houses,  sees  the 
usher  disregarded  by  the  master,  he  may  depend  upon  it, 
that  he  is  equally  disregarded  by  the  boys  ;  the  truth  is,  in 
spite  of  all  their  endeavours  to  please,  they  are  generally 
the  laughingstock  of  the  school.  Every  trick  is  played 
upon  the  usher  ;  the  oddity  of  his  manners,  his  dress,  or  his 
language,  is  a  fund  of  eternal  ridicule  ;  the  master  himself 
now  and  then  cannot  avoid  joining  in  the  laugh,  and  the 
poor  wretch,  eternally  resenting  this  ill  usage,  seems  to  live 
in  a  state  of  war  with  all  the  family.  This  is  a  very  pro- 
per person,  is  it  not,  to  give  children  a  relish  for  learning  ? 
They  must  esteem  learning  very  much,  when  they  see  its 
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professors  used  with  such  ceremony !  If  the  usher  be 
despised,  the  father  may  be  assured  his  child  will  never  be 
properly  instructed.* 

But  let  me  suppose,  that  there  are  some  schools  without 
these  inconveniences, — where  the  master  and  ushers  are 
men  of  learning  reputation,  and  assiduity.  If  there  are  to 
be  found  such,  they  cannot  be  prized  in  a  state  sufficiently. 
A  boy  will  learn  more  true  wisdom  in  a  public  school  in 
a  year,  than  by  a  private  education  in  five.  It  is  not  from 
masters,  but  from  their  equals,  youth  learn  a  knowledge  of 
the  world  :  the  little  tricks  they  play  each  other,  the  punish- 
ment that  frequently  attends  the  commission,  is  a  just 
picture  of  the  great  world,  and  all  the  ways  of  men  are 
practised  in  a  public  school  in  miniature.  It  is  true,  a  child 
is  early  made  acquainted  with  some  vices  in  a  school,  but  it 
is  better  to  know  these  when  a  boy,  than  be  first  taught 
them  when  a  man,  for  their  novelty  then  may  have  irresis- 
tible charms. 

In  a  public  education  boys  early  learn  temperance  ;  and 
if  the  parents  and  friends  would  give  them  less  money  upon 
their  usual  visits,  it  would  be  much  to  their  advantage,  since 
it  may  justly  be  said,  that  a  great  part  of  their  disorders 
arise  from  surfeit,  —  plus  occidltgula  quam  gladius.  And  now 
I  am  come  to  the  article  of  health,  it  may  not  be  amiss  to 
observe,  that  Mr  Locke  and  some  others  have  advised,  that 
children  should  be  inured  to  cold,  to  fatigue,  and  hardship, 
from  their  youth  ;  but  Mr  Locke  was  but  an  indifferent 
physician.  Habit,  I  grant,  has  great  influence  over  our 
constitutions,  but  we  have  not  precise  ideas  upon  this 
subject. 

We  know  that,  among  savages,  and  even  among  our 
peasants,  there  are  found  children  born  with  such  consti- 
tutions, that  they  cross  rivers  by  swimming,  endure  cold, 
thirst,  hunger,  and  want  of  sleep,  to  a  surprising  degree ; 
that  when  they  happen  to  fall  sick,  they  are  cured,  without 
the  help  of  medicine,  by  nature  alone.  Such  examples  are 
adduced,  to  persuade  us  to  imitate  their  manner  of  education, 
and  accustom  ourselves  betimes  to  support  the  same  fatigues. 
But  had  these  gentlemen  considered,  first,  that  those  savages 
and  peasants  are  generally  not  so  long  lived  as  they  who 

•  The  author's  remarks  upon  this  subject  are  the  more  worthy  of 
Attention,  that  he  himself  knew  by  experience  the  duties  and  annoy- 
ances of  such  a  situation.  —  B. 
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have  led  a  more  indolent  life  ;  secondly,  that  the  more 
laborious  the  life  is,  the  less  populous  is  the  country  :  had 
they  considered,  that  what  physicians  call  the  stamina  viUe, 
by  fatigue  and  labour  become  rigid,  and  thus  anticipate  old 
age ;  that  the  number  who  survive  those  rude  trials,  bears 
no  proportion  to  those  who  die  in  the  experiment  :  Had 
these  things  been  properly  considered,  they  would  not  have 
thus  extolled  an  education  begun  in  fatigue  and  hardships. 
Peter  the  Great,  willing  to  inure  the  children  of  his  seamen 
to  a  life  of  hardship,  ordered  that  they  should  drink  only  sea 
water,  but  they  unfortunately  all  died  under  the  experiment. 

But  while  I  would  exclude  all  unnecessary  labours,  yet 
still  I  would  recommend  temperance  in  the  highest  degree. 
No  luxurious  dishes  with  high  seasoning,  nothing  given 
children  to  force  an  appetite,  as  little  sugared  or  salted 
provisions  as  possible,  though  never  so  pleasing  ;  but  milk, 
morning  and  night,  should  be  their  constant  food.  This 
diet  would  make  them  more  healthy  than  any  of  those  slops 
that  are  usually  cooked  by  the  mistress  of  a  boarding  school  ; 
besides,  it  corrects  any  consumptive  habits,  not  unfrequently 
found  amongst  the  children  of  city  parents. 

As  boys  should  be  educated  with  temperance,  so  the  first 
prreatest  lesson  that  should  be  taught  them  is,  to  admire 
frugality.  It  is  by  the  exercise  of  this  virtue  alone,  thej 
can  ever  expect  to  be  useful  members  of  society.  It  is  true, 
lectures  continually  repeated  upon  this  subject,  may  make 
some  boys,  when  they  grow  up,  run  into  an  extreme,  and 
become  misers  ;  but  it  were  well  had  we  more  misers  than 
we  have  among  us.  I  know  few  characters  more  useful  in 
society  ;  for  a  man's  having  a  larger  or  smaller  share  of 
money  lying  useless  by  him  no  way  injures  the  common- 
wealth ;  since,  should  every  miser  now  exhaust  his  stores, 
this  might  make  gold  more  plenty,  but  it  would  not  increase 
the  commodities  or  pleasures  of  life  ;  they  would  still 
remain  as  they  are  at  present  :  it  matters  not,  therefore, 
whether  men  are  misers  or  not,  if  they  be  only  frugal, 
laborious,  and  fill  the  station  they  have  chosen.  If  they 
deny  themselves  the  necessaries  of  life,  society  is  no  way 
injured  by  their  folly. 

Instead,  therefore,  of  romances,  which  praise  young  men  of 
spirit,  who  go  through  a  variety  of  adventures,  and,  at  Ijist, 
conclude  a  life  of  dissipation,  folly,  and  extravagance,  in 
riches  and  matrimony,  there  should  be  some  men  of  wit 
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employed  to  compose  books  that  might  equally  interest  the 
passions  of  our  youth  ;  where  such  a  one  might  be  praised 
for  having  resisted  allurements  when  young,  and  how  he,  at 
last,  became  lord  mayor — how  he  was  married  to  a  lady  of 
great  sense,  fortune,  and  beauty :  to  be  as  explicit  as  possible, 
the  old  story  of  Whittington,  were  his  cat  left  out,  might  be 
more  serviceable  to  the  tender  mind  than  either  Tom  Jones, 
Joseph  Andrews,  or  a  hundred  others,  where  frugality  is  the 
only  good  quality  the  hero  is  not  possessed  of.  Were  our 
schoolmasters,  if  any  of  them  had  sense  enough  to  draw  up 
such  a  work,  thus  employed,  it  would  be  much  more  service- 
able to  their  pupils,  than  all  the  grammars  and  dictionaries 
they  may  publish  these  ten  years. 

Children  should  early  be  instructed  in  the  arts,  from 
which  they  would  afterwards  draw  the  greatest  advantages. 
When  the  wonders  of  nature  are  never  exposed  to  our  view, 
we  have  no  great  desire  to  become  acquainted  with  those 
parts  of  learning  which  pretend  to  account  for  the  pheno- 
mena. One  of  the  ancients  complains,  that  as  soon  as  young 
men  have  left  school,  and  are  obliged  to  converse  in  the 
world,  they  fancy  themselves  transported  into  a  new  region  : 
"  Ut  cum  in  forum  veneriut  existiment  se  in  aliam  terrarum 
orbem  delates."  We  should  early,  therefore,  instruct  them 
in  the  experiments,  if  I  may  so  express  it,  of  knowledge, 
and  leave  to  maturer  age  the  accounting  for  the  causes. 
But  instead  of  that,  when  boys  begin  natural  philosophy  in 
colleges,  they  have  not  the  least  curiosity  for  those  parts  of 
the  science  which  are  proposed  for  their  instruction  ;  they 
have  never  before  seen  the  phenomena,  and  consequently 
have  no  curiosity  to  learn  the  reasons.  Might  natural 
philosophy,  therefore,  be  made  their  pastime  in  school,  by 
this  means  it  would  in  college  become  their  amusement. 

In  several  of  the  machines  now  in  use,  there  would  be 
ample  field  both  for  instruction  and  amusement  :  the 
different  sorts  of  the  phosphorus,  the  artificial  pyrites, 
magnetism,  electricity,  the  experiments  upon  the  rarefaction 
and  weight  of  the  air,  and  those  upon  elastic  bodies,  might 
employ  their  idle  hours,  and  none  should  be  called  from 
play  to  see  such  experiments  but  such  as  thought  proper. 
At  first,  then,  it  would  be  sutficient  if  Uie  instruments,  and 
the  effects  of  their  combination,  were  only  shewn  ;  the 
causes  should  be  deferred  to  a  maturer  age,  or  to  those 
times  when  natural  curiosity  prompts  us  to  discover  the 
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■wonders  of  nature.  Man  is  placed  in  this  world  as  a 
spectator  ;  when  he  is  tired  with  wondering  at  all  the 
novelties  about  him,  and  not  till  then,  does  he  desire  to  be 
made  acquainted  with  the  causes  that  create  those  wonders. 

What  I  have  observed  with  regard  to  natural  philosophy, 
I  would  extend  to  every  other  science  whatsoever.  We 
should  teach  them  as  many  of  the  facts  as  were  possible, 
and  defer  the  causes  until  they  seemed  of  themselves 
desirous  of  knowing  them.  A  mind  thus  leaving  school 
stored  with  all  the  simple  experiences  of  science,  would  be 
the  fittest  in  the  world  for  the  college  course ;  and  though 
such  a  youth  might  not  appear  so  bright,  or  so  talkative,  as 
those  who  had  learned  the  real  principles  and  causes  of 
some  of  the  sciences,  yet  he  would  make  a  wiser  man,  and 
would  retain  a  more  lasting  passion  for  letters,  than  he  who 
was  early  burdened  with  the  disagreeable  institution  of 
effect  and  cause. 

In  histor)',  such  stories  alone  should  be  laid  before  them 
as  might  catch  the  imagination  :  instead  of  this,  they  are 
too  frequently  obliged  to  toil  through  the  four  empires,  as 
they  are  called,  where  their  memories  are  burdened  by  a 
number  of  disgusting  names,  that  destroy  all  their  future 
relish  for  our  best  historians,  who  may  be  termed  the  truest 
teachers  of  wisdom. 

Every  species  of  flattery  should  be  carefully  avoided  :  a 
boy,  who  happens  to  say  a  sprightly  thing,  is  generally 
applauded  so  much,  that  he  happens  to  continue  a  coxcomb 
sometimes  all  his  life  after.  He  is  reputed  a  wit  at  fourteen, 
and  becomes  a  blockhead  at  twenty.  Nurses,  footmen,  and 
such,  should  therefore  be  driven  away  as  much  as  possible. 
I  was  even  going  to  add,  that  the  mother  herself  should 
stifle  her  pleasure  or  her  vanity,  when  little  master  happens 
to  say  a  good  or  smart  thing.  Those  modest  lubberly 
boys  who  seem  to  want  spirit,  generally  go  through  their 
business  with  more  case  to  themselves,  and  more  satisfaction 
to  their  instructors. 

.  There  has  of  late  a  gentleman  appeared,  who  thinks  the 
study  of  rhetoric  essential  to  a  perfect  education.*  That 
bold  male  eloquence,  which  often  without  pleasing  convinces, 

*  Probably  Mr  Thomas  Sheridan,  who  about  this  time  read 
lectures  ou  rhetoric  and  elocutiun.  — 13. 
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is  generally  destroyed  by  such  institutions.  Convincing 
eloquence,  however,  is  infinitely  more  serviceable  to  its 
possessor  than  the  most  florid  harangue,  or  the  most  pathetic 
tones  that  can  be  imagined  ;  and  the  man  who  is  thoroughly 
convinced  himself,  who  understands  his  subject,  and  the 
language  he  speaks  in,  will  be  more  apt  to  silence  opposi- 
tion, than  he  who  studies  the  force  of  his  periods,  and  fills 
our  ears  with  sounds,  while  our  minds  are  destitute  of 
conviction. 

It  was  reckoned  the  fault  of  the  orators  at  the  decline  of 
the  Roman  empire,  when  they  had  been  long  instructed  by 
rhetoricians,  that  their  periods  were  so  harmonious,  as  that 
they  could  be  sung  as  well  as  spoken.  What  a  ridiculous 
figure  must  one  of  these  gentlemen  cut,  thus  measuring 
syllables,  and  weighing  words,  when  he  should  plead  the 
cause  of  his  client !  Two  architects  were  once  candidates 
for  the  building  a  certain  temple  at  Athens  :  the  first 
harangued  the  crowd  very  learnedly  upon  the  different 
orders  of  architecture,  and  shewed  them  in  what  manner 
the  temple  sliould  be  built ;  the  other,  who  got  up  to  speak 
after  him,  only  observed,  that  what  his  brother  had  spoken 
he  could  do  ;  and  thus  he  at  once  gained  his  cause. 

To  teach  men  to  be  orators,  is  little  less  than  to  teach 
them  to  be  poets  ;  and  for  my  part,  I  should  have  too  great 
a  regard  for  my  child,  to  wish  him  a  manor  only  in  a  book- 
seller's shop. 

Another  passion  which  the  present  age  is  apt  to  run 
into,  is  to  make  children  learn  all  things, — the  languages, 
the  sciences,  music,  the  exercises,  and  painting.  Thus  the 
child  soon  becomes  a  talker  in  all,  but  a  viaster  in  none. 
He  thus  acquires  a  superficial  fondness  for  every  thing,  and 
only  shews  his  ignorance  when  he  attempts  to  exhibit  his 
skill. 

As  I  deliver  my  thoughts  without  method  or  connection, 
so  the  reader  must  not  be  surprised  to  find  me  once  more 
addressing  schoolmasters  on  the  present  method  of  teaching 
the  learned  languages,  which  is  commonly  by  literal  trans- 
lations. I  would  ask  such,  if  they  were  to  travel  a  journey, 
whether  those  parts  of  the  road  in  which  they  found  the 
greatest  difficulties  would  not  be  most  strongly  remembered? 
Boys  who,  if  I  may  continue  the  allusion,  gallop  through 
one  of  the  ancients  with  the  assistance  of  a  translation,  can 
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have  but  a  very  slight  acquaintance  either  with  the  author 
or  his  language.  It  is  by  the  exercise  of  the  mind  alone 
that  a  language  is  learned  ;  but  a  literal  translation,  on  the 
opposite  page,  leaves  no  exercise  for  the  memory  at  all. 
The  boy  will  not  be  at  the  fatigue  of  remembering,  when 
his  doubts  are  at  once  satisfied  by  a  glance  of  the  eye  ; 
whereas,  were  every  word  to  be  sought  from  a  dictionary, 
the  learner  would  attempt  to  remember,  in  order  to  save 
him  the  trouble  of  looking  out  for  it  for  the  future. 

To  continue  in  the  same  pedantic  strain,  though  no 
schoolmaster,  of  all  the  various  grammars  now  taught  in 
schools  about  town,  I  would  recommend  only  the  old 
common  one  ;  I  have  forgot  whether  Lilly's,  or  an  emenda- 
tion of  him.  The  others  may  be  improvements  ;  but  such 
improvements  seem  to  me  only  mere  grammatical  niceties, 
no  way  influencing  the  learner,  but  perhaps  loading  him 
with  trifling  subtleties,  Mhich  at  a  proper  age  he  must  be  at 
some  pains  to  forget. 

Whatever  pains  a  master  maj'  take  to  make  the  learning 
of  the  languages  agreeable  to  his  pupil,  he  may  depend  upon 
it,  it  will  be  at  first  extremely  unpleasant.  The  rudiments 
of  every  language,  therefore,  must  be  given  as  a  task,  not 
as  an  amusement.  Attempting  to  deceive  children  into 
instruction  of  this  kind,  is  only  deceiving  ourselves  ;  and 
I  know  no  passion  capable  of  conquering  a  child's  natural 
laziness  but  fear.  Solomon  has  said  it  before  me  ;  nor  is 
there  any  more  certain,  though  perhaps  more  disagreeable 
truth,  than  the  proverb  in  verse,  too  well  known  to  repeat 
on  the  present  occasion.  It  is  very  probable  that  parents 
are  told  of  some  masters  who  never  use  the  rod,  and  con- 
sequently are  thought  the  properest  instructors  for  their 
children ;  but  though  tenderness  is  a  requisite  quality  in 
an  instructor,  yet  there  is  too  often  the  truest  tenderness  in 
well-timed  correction. 

Some  have  justly  observed,  that  all  passion  should  be 
banished  on  this  terrible  occasion  ;  but,  I  know  not  how, 
there  is  a  frailty  attending  human  nature,  that  few  masters 
are  able  to  keep  their  temper  whilst  they  correct.  I  knew 
a  good-natured  man,  who  was  sensible  of  his  own  weakness 
iu  this  respect,  and  consequently  had  recourse  to  the 
following  expedient  to  prevent  his  passions  from  being 
engaged,  yet   at   the   same  tiuie  administer  justice  with 
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impartiality  :  WTienever  any  of  his  pupils  committed  a 
fault,  he  summoned  a  jury  of  his  peers,  —  I  mean  of  the  boys 
of  his  own  or  the  next  classes  to  him  ;  his  accusers  stood 
forth  ;  he  had  a  liberty  of  pleading  in  his  own  defence,  and 
one  or  two  more  had  a  liberty  of  pleading  against  him  : 
when  found  guilty  by  the  panel,  he  was  consigned  to  the 
footman  who  attended  in  the  house,  who  had  previous 
orders  to  punish,  but  with  lenity.  By  this  means  the  master 
took  off  the  odium  of  punishment  from  himself;  and  the 
footman,  between  whom  and  the  boys  there  could  not  be 
even  the  slightest  intimacy,  was  placed  in  such  a  light  as  to 
be  shunned  by  every  boy  in  the  school.* 

And  now  I  have  gone  thus  far,  perhaps  you  will  think 
me  some  pedagogue,  willing,  by  a  well-timed  puff,  to 
increase  the  reputation  of  his  own  school  ;  but  such  is  not 
the  case.  The  regard  I  have  for  society,  for  those  tender 
minds  who  are  the  objects  of  the  present  essay,  is  the  only 
motive  I  have  for  offering  those  thoughts,  calculated  not  to 
surprise  by  their  novelty,  or  the  elegance  of  composition, 
but  merely  to  remedy  some  defects  which  have  crept  into 
the  present  system  of  school  education.  If  tliis  letter 
should  be  inserted,  perhaps  I  may  trouble  you  in  my  next 
with  some  thoughts  upon  a  university  education,  not  with 
an  intent  to  exhaust  the  subject,  but  to  amend  some  few 
abuses.     I  am,  &c. 
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An  alehouse  keeper  near  Islington,  who  had  long  lived 
at  the  sign  of  the  French  King,  upon  the  commencement  of 
the  last  war  with  France  pulled  down  his  old  sign,  and  put 
up  the  Queen  of  Hungary.  Under  the  influence  of  her 
red  face  and  golden  sceptre,  he  continued  to  sell  ale  till  she 
was  no  longer  the  favourite  of  his  customers  ;  he  changed 

*  Tliis  dissertation  was  thus  far  introduced  into  tlie  volume  of 
F.ssays,  afterwards  published  by  Dr  Goldsmith,  with  the  following 
observation : 

"  This  treatise  was  published  before  Rousseau's  Emilius  :  if  there 
be  a  similitude  in  any  one  instance,  it  is  hoped  the  author  of  the 
present  essay  will  not  be  tcniiad  a  plagiarist." 
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her,  therefore,  some  time  ago,  for  the  King  of  Prussia,  who 
may  probably  be  changed  in  turn  for  the  next  great  man 
that  shall  be  set  up  for  vulgar  admiration. 

Our  publican  in  this  imitates  the  great  exactly,  who  deal 
out  their  figures,  one  after  the  other,  to  the  gazing  crowd 
beneath  them.  When  we  have  sufficiently  wondered  at 
one,  that  is  taken  in,  and  another  exhibited  in  its  room, 
which  seldom  holds  its  station  long,  for  the  mob  are  ever 
pleased  with  variety. 

I  must  own  I  have  such  an  indifferent  opinion  of  the 
vulgar,  that  1  am  ever  led  to  suspect  that  merit  which  raises 
their  shout ;  at  least  I  am  certain  to  find  those  great,  and 
sometimes  good  men,  who  find  satisfaction  in  such  accla- 
mations, made  worse  by  it  ;  and  history  has  too  frequently 
taught  me,  that  the  head  which  has  grown  this  day  giddy 
with  the  roar  of  the  million,  has  the  very  next  been  fixed 
upon  a  pole. 

As  Alexander  VI.  was  entering  a  little  town  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Rome,  which  had  been  just  evacuated  by 
the  enemy,  he  perceived  the  townsmen  busy  in  the  market- 
place in  pulling  down  from  a  gibbet  a  figure,  which  had 
been  designed  to  represent  himself.  There  were  also  some 
knocking  down  a  neighbouring  statue  of  one  of  the  Orsini 
family,  with  whom  he  was  at  war,  in  order  to  put  Alexander's 
e&gy,  when  taken  down,  in  its  place.  It  is  possible  a  maa 
who  knew  less  of  the  world  would  have  condemned  the 
adulation  of  those  barefaced  flatterers  ;  but  Alexander 
seemed  pleased  at  their  zeal,  and,  turning  to  Borgia  his 
son,  said  with  a  smile,  Vides,  mi  Jilt,  quam  leve  discrimen 
patibulum  inter  et  statuum.  "  You  see,  my  son,  the  small 
difference  between  a  gibbet  and  a  statue."  If  the  great 
could  be  taught  any  lesson,  this  might  serve  to  teach  them 
upon  how  weak  a  foundation  their  glory  stands,  which  is 
built  upon  popular  applause  ;  for  as  such  praise  what  seems 
like  merit,  they  as  quickly  condemn  what  has  only  the 
appearance  of  guilt. 

Popular  glory  is  a  perfect  coquette  :  her  lovers  must  toil, 
feel  every  inquietude,  indulge  every  caprice,  and  perhaps  at 
/ast  be  jilted  into  the  bargain.  True  glory,  on  the  other 
hand,  resembles  a  woman  of  sense  :  her  admirers  must  play 
no  tricks  ;  they  feel  no  great  anxiety,  for  they  are  sure  in  the 
end  of  being  rewarded  in  proportion  to  their  merit.  When 
Swift;  used  to  appear  in  public,  he  generally  had  the  mob 

VOL.    IV.  K 
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shouting  in  his  train.  "  Pox  take  these  fools  ! "  he  would 
say,  "  how  much  joy  might  all  this  bawling  give  my  Lord 
Mayor  ! " 

We  have  seen  those  virtues  which  have,  while  living, 
retired  from  the  public  eye,  generally  transmitted  to  posterity 
as  the  truest  objects  of  admiration  and  praise.  Perhaps 
the  character  of  the  late  Duke  of  Marlborough  may  one  day 
be  set  up,  even  above  that  of  his  more  talked  of  predecessor  ; 
since  an  assemblage  of  all  the  mild  and  amiable  virtues  is 
far  superior  to  those  vulgarly  called  the  great  ones.  I  must 
be  pardoned  for  this  short  tribute  to  the  memory  of  a  man, 
who,  while  living,  would  as  much  detest  to  receive  any  thing 
that  wore  the  appearance  of  flattery,  as  I  should  to  offer  it. 

I  know  not  how  to  turn  so  trite  a  subject  out  of  the  beaten 
road  of  commonplace,  except  by  illustrating  it,  rather  by  the 
assistance  of  my  memory  than  my  judgment,  and  instead  of 
making  reflections,  by  telling  a  story. 

A  Chinese,  who  had  long  studied  the  works  of  Confucius, 
who  knew  the  characters  of  fourteen  thousand  words,  and 
could  read  a  great  part  of  every  book  that  came  in  his  way, 
once  took  it  into  his  head  to  travel  into  Europe,  and  observe 
the  customs  of  a  people  whom  he  thought  not  very  much 
inferior  even  to  his  own  countrymen,  in  the  arts  of  refining 
upon  every  pleasure.  Upon  his  arrival  at  Amsterdam,  his 
passion  for  letters  naturally  led  him  to  a  bookseller's  shop  : 
and,  as  he  could  speak  a  little  Dutch,  he  civilly  asked  the 
bookseller  for  the  works  of  the  immortal  Ilixofou.  The 
bookseller  assured  him  he  had  never  heard  the  book  men- 
tioned before.  "  What !  have  you  never  heard  of  that 
immortal  poet  ?  "  returned  the  other,  much  surprised  ;  "  that 
light  of  the  eyes,  that  favourite  of  kings,  that  rose  of  perfec- 
tion !  I  suppose  you  know  nothing  of  the  immortal  Fipsihihi, 
second  cousin  to  the  moon?"  —  "  Nothing  at  all,  indeed, 
sir,"  returned  the  other.  — "  Alas  I"  cries  our  traveller,  "  to 
what  purpose,  then,  has  one  of  these  fasted  to  death,  and 
the  other  offered  himself  up  as  a  sacrifice  to  the  Tartarean 
enemy,  to  gain  a  renown  which  has  never  travelled  beyond 
the  precincts  of  China  !  " 

There  is  scarcely  a  village  in  Europe,  and  not  one 
university,  that  is  not  thus  furnished  with  its  little  great  men. 
The  head  of  a  petty  corporation,  who  opposes  the  designs 
of  a  prince  who  would  tyranically  force  his  subjects  to  save 
their  best  clothes  for  Sundays — the  puny  pedant  who  finds 
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one  undiscovered  property  in  the  polype,  describes  an 
unheeded  process  in  the  skeleton  of  a  mole,  and  whose 
mind,  like  his  microscope,  perceives  nature  only  in  detail  — 
the  rhymer  who  makes  smooth  verses,  and  paints  to  our 
imagination  when  he  should  only  speak  to  our.  hearts,  —  all 
equally  fancy  themselves  walking  forward  to  immortality, 
and  desire  the  crowd  behind  them  to  look  on.  The  crowd 
takes  them  at  their  word.  Patriot,  philosopher,  and  poet, 
are  shouted  in  their  train.  Where  was  there  ever  so  much 
merit  seen  ?  no  times  so  important  as  our  own  I  ages  yet 
unborn  shall  gaze  with  wonder  and  applause !  To  such 
music  the  important  pigmy  moves  forward,  bustling  and 
swelling,  and  aptly  compared  to  a  puddle  in  a  storm. 

I  have  lived  to  see  generals,  who  once  had  crowds 
hallooing  after  them  wherever  they  went,  who  were  bepraised 
by  newspapers  and  magazines,  those  echoes  of  the  voice  of 
the  vulgar,  and  yet  they  have  long  sunk  into  merited 
obscurity,  with  scarcely  even  an  epitaph  left  to  flatter.  A 
few  years  ago,  the  herring  fishery  employed  all  Grub  Street ; 
it  was  the  topic  in  every  coffeehouse,  and  the  burden  of 
every  ballad.  We  were  to  drag  up  oceans  of  gold  from  the 
bottom  of  the  sea ;  we  were  to  supply  all  Europe  with 
herrings  upon  our  own  terms.  At  present  we  hear  no  more 
of  all  this.  We  have  fished  up  very  little  gold  that  I  can 
learn ;  nor  do  we  furnish  the  world  with  herrings  as  was 
expected.  Let  us  wait  but  a  few  years  longer,  and  we  shall 
find  all  our  expectations  a  herring  fishery. 


SOME  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  ACADEMIES  OF  ITALY. 

There  is  not,  perhaps,  a  country  in  Europe,  in  which 
learning  is  so  fast  upon  the  decline  as  in  Italy ;  yet  not  one 
in  which  there  are  such  a  number  of  academies  instituted 
for  its  support.  There  is  scarcely  a  considerable  town  in 
the  whole  country,  which  has  not  one  or  two  institutions  of 
this  nature,  where  the  learned,  as  they  are  pleased  to  call 
themselves,  meet  to  harangue,  to  compliment  each  other, 
and  praise  the  utility  of  their  institution. 

Jarchius  has  taken  the  trouble  to  give  us  a  list  of  those 
clubs  or  academies,  which  amount  to  five  hundred  and  fifty, 
each  distinguished  by  somewhat  whimsical  in  the  name. 
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The  academies  of  Bologna,  for  instance,  are  divided  into 
the  Abbandonati,  the  Ausiosi,  Ociosio,  Arcadi,  Confusi, 
Dubbiosi,  &c.  There  are  few  of  these  who  have  not 
published  their  transactions,  and  scarcely  a  member  who  is 
not  looked  upon  as  the  most  famous  man  in  the  world,  at 
home. 

Of  all  those  societies,  I  know  of  none  whose  works  are 
worth  being  known  out  of  the  precincts  of  the  city  in  which 
they  were  written,  except  the  Cicalata  Academia  (or,  as  we 
might  express  it,  the  Tickling  Society)  of  Florence.  I  have 
just  now  before  me  a  manuscript  oration,  spoken  by  the  late 
Tomaso  Crudeli  at  that  society,  which  will  at  once  serve  to 
give  a  better  picture  of  the  manner  in  which  men  of  wit 
amuse  themselves  in  that  country,  than  any  thing  I  could 
say  upon  the  occasion.     The  oration  is  this  : 

"  The  younger  the  nymph,  my  dear  companions,  the 
more  happy  the  lover.  From  fourteen  to  seventeen  you 
are  sure  of  finding  love  for  love  ;  from  seventeen  to  twenty- 
one,  there  is  always  a  mixture  of  interest  and  affection. 
But  when  that  period  is  passed,  no  longer  expect  to  receive, 
but  to  buy —  no  longer  expect  a  nymph  who  gives,  but  who 
sells,  her  favours.  At  this  age,  every  glance  is  taught  its 
duty ;  not  a  look,  not  a  sigh  without  design ;  the  lady,  like 
a  skilful  warrior,  aims  at  the  heart  of  another,  while  she 
shields  her  own  from  danger. 

"  On  the  contrary,  at  fifteen  you  may  expect  nothing  but 
simplicity,  innocence,  and  nature.  The  passions  are  then 
sincere  ;  the  soul  seems  seated  in  the  lips  j  the  dear  object 
feels  present  happiness,  without  being  anxious  for  the 
future  ;  her  eyes  brighten  if  her  lover  approaches  ;  her 
smiles  are  borrowed  from  the  Graces,  and  her  very  mistakes 
seem  to  complete  her  desires. 

"  Lucretia  was  just  sixteen.  The  rose  and  lily  took 
possession  of  her  face,  and  her  bosom,  by  its  hue  and  its" 
coldness,  seemed  covered  with  snow.  So  much  beauty  and 
so  much  virtue  seldom  want  admirers.  Orlandino,  a  youth 
of  sense  and  merit,  was  among  the  number.  He  had  long 
languished  for  an  opportunity  of  declaring  his  passion,  when 
Cupid,  as  if  willing  to  indulge  his  happiness,  brought  the 
charming  young  couple  by  mere  accident  to  an  arbour, 
where  every  prying  eye  but  love  was  absent.  Orlandino 
talked  of  the  sincerity  of  his  passion,  and  mixed  flattery 
with  his  addresses  ;  but  it  was  edl  in  vain.    The  nymph  was 
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pre-engaged,  and  had  long  devoted  to  Heaven  those  charms 
for  which  he  sued.  '  My  dear  Orlandino,'  said  she,  '  you 
know  I  have  been  long  dedicated  to  St  Catherine,  and  to 
her  belongs  all  that  lies  below  my  girdle  ;  all  that  is  above, 
you  may  freely  possess,  but  farther  I  cannot,  must  not, 
comply.  The  vow  is  passed  ;  I  wish  it  were  undone,  but 
now  it  is  impossible.'  You  may  conceive,  my  companions, 
the  embarrassment  our  young  lovers  felt  upon  this  occasion. 
They  kneeled  to  St  Catherine,  and  though  both  despaired, 
both  implored  her  assistance.  Their  tutelar  saint  was 
entreated  to  shew  some  expedient,  by  which  both  might 
continue  to  love,  and  yet  both  be  happy.  Their  petition 
was  sincere.  St  Catherine  was  touched  with  compassion  ; 
for  lo,  a  miracle !  Lucretia's  girdle  unloosed,  as  if  without 
hands  ;  and  though  before  bound  round  her  middle,  fell 
spontaneously  down  to  her  feet,  and  gave  Orlandino  the 
possession  of  all  those  beauties  which  lay  above  it." 
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OF  ELOQUENCE. 

Of  all  kinds  of  success,  that  of  an  orator  is  the  most 
pleasing.  Upon  other  occasions,  the  applause  we  deserve 
is  conferred  in  our  absence,  and  we  are  insensible  of  the 
pleasure  we  have  given  ;  but  in  eloquence,  the  victory  and 
the  triumph  are  inseparable.  We  read  our  own  glory  in 
the  face  of  every  spectator ;  the  audience  is  moved ;  the 
antagonist  is  defeated;  and  the  M'hole  circle  bursts  into 
unsolicited  applause. 

The  rewards  which  attend  excellence  in  this  way  are  so 
pleasing,  that  numbers  have  written  professed  treatises  to 
teach  us  the  art;  schools  have  been  established  with  no 
other  intent ;  rhetoric  has  taken  place  among  the  institu- 
tions ;  and  pedants  have  ranged  under  proper  heads,  and 
distinguished  with  long  learned  names,  some  of  the  strokes 
of  nature,  or  of  passion,  which  orators  have  used.  I  say 
only  some ;  for  a  folio  volume  could  not  contain  all  the 
figures  M-hich  have  been  used  by  the  truly  eloquent;  and 
scarcely  a  good  speaker  or  writer,  but  makes  use  of  some 
that  are  peculiar  or  new. 

Eloquence  has  preceded  the  rules  of  rhetoric,  as  languages 
have  been  formed  before  grammar.  Nature  renders  men 
eloquent  in  great  interests,  or  great  passions.  He  that  is 
sensibly  touched,  sees  things  with  a  very  different  eye  from 
the  rest  of  mankind.  All  nature  to  him  becomes  an  object 
of  comparison  and  metaphor,  without  attending  to  it ;  he 
throws  life  into  all,  and  inspires  his  audience  with  a  part  of 
his  own  enthusiasm. 
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It  has  been  remarked,  that  the  lower  parts  of  mankind 
generally  express  themselves  most  figuratively,  and  that 
tropes  are  found  in  the  most  ordinary  forms  of  conversation. 
Thus,  in  every  language  the  heart  burns  :  the  courage  is 
roused;  the  eyes  sparkle  ;  the  spirits  are  cast  down;  passion 
inflames,  pride  swells,  and  pity  sinks  the  soul.  Nature 
everywhere  speaks  in  those  strong  images,  which,  from 
their  frequency,  pass  unnoticed. 

Nature  it  is  which  inspires  those  rapturous  enthusiasms, 
those  irresistible  turns  ;  a  strong  passion,  a  pressing  danger, 
calls  up  all  the  imagination,  and  gives  the  orator  irresistible 
force.  Thus  a  captain  of  the  first  caliphs,  seeing  his  soldiers 
fly,  cried  out,  "  Whither  do  you  run  ?  the  enemy  are  not 
there  !  You  have  been  told  that  the  caliph  is  dead ;  but  God 
is  still  living.  He  regards  the  brave,  and  will  reward  the 
courageous.     Advance!" 

A  man,  therefore,  may  be  called  eloquent,  who  transfers 
the  passion  or  sentiment  with  which  he  is  moved  himself, 
into  the  breast  of  another  ;  and  this  definition  appears  the 
more  just,  as  it  comprehends  the  graces  of  silence  and  of 
action.  An  intimate  persuasion  of  the  tnith  to  be  proved, 
is  the  sentiment  and  passion  to  be  transferred  ;  and  who 
effects  this,  is  truly  possessed  of  the  talent  of  eloquence. 

I  have  called  eloquence  a  talent,  and  not  an  art,  as  so 
many  rhetoricians  have  done,  as  art  is  acquired  by  exercise 
and  study,  and  eloquence  is  the  gift  of  nature.  Rules  will 
never  make  either  a  work  or  a  discourse  eloquent  ;  they 
only  serve  to  prevent  faults,  but  not  to  introduce  beauties ; 
to  prevent  those  passages  which  are  truly  eloquent  and 
dictated  by  nature,  from  being  blended  with  others  which 
might  disgust,  or  at  least  abate  our  passion. 

What  we  clearly  conceive,  says  Boileau,  we  can  clearly 
express.  I  may  add,  that  what  is  felt  with  emotion  is 
expressed  also  with  the  same  movements  ;  the  words  arise 
as  readily  to  paint  our  emotions  as  to  express  our  thoughts 
with  perspicuity.  The  cool  care  an  orator  takes  to  express 
passions  which  he  does  not  feel,  only  prevents  his  rising 
into  that  passion  he  would  seem  to  feel.  In  a  word,  to  feel 
your  subject  thoroughly,  and  to  speak  without  fear,  are  the 
only  rules  of  eloquence,  properly  so  called,  which  I  can 
offer.  Examine  a  writer  of  genius  on  the  most  beautiful 
parts  of  his  work,  and  he  will  always  assure  you,  that  such 
passages  are  generally  those  which  have  given  him  the 
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least  trouble,  for  they  came  as  if  by  inspiration.  To  pretend 
that  cold  and  didactic  precepts  will  make  a  man  eloquent, 
is  only  to  prove  that  he  is  incapable  of  eloquence. 

But,  as  in  being  perspicuous  it  is  necessary  to  have  a  full 
idea  of  the  subject,  so  in  being  eloquent  it  is  not  sufficient, 
if  I  may  so  express  it,  to  feel  by  halves.  The  orator  should 
be  strongly  impressed,  which  is  generally  the  effect  of  a 
fine  and  exquisite  sensibility,  and  not  that  transient  and 
superficial  emotion  which  he  excites  in  the  greatest  part  of 
his  audience.  It  is  even  impossible  to  affect  the  hearers  in 
any  great  degree  without  being  affected  ourselves.  In 
vain  it  will  be  objected,  that  many  writers  have  had  the 
art  to  inspire  their  readers  with  a  passion  for  virtue,  without 
being  virtuous  themselves,  since  it  may  be  answered,  that 
sentiments  of  virtue  filled  their  minds  at  the  time  they 
were  writing.  They  felt  the  inspiration  strongly,  while  they 
praised  justice,  generosity,  or  good  nature ;  but,  unhappUy 
for  them,  these  passions  might  have  been  discontinued, 
when  they  laid  do\^Ti  the  pen.  In  vain  ^^^ll  it  be  objected 
again,  that  we  can  move  without  being  moved,  as  we  can 
convince  without  being  convinced.  It  is  much  easier  to 
deceive  our  reason  than  ourselves  :  a  trifling  defect  in 
reasoning  may  be  overseen,  and  lead  a  man  astray,  for  it 
requires  reason  and  time  to  detect  the  falsehood  ;  but  our 
passions  are  not  easily  imposed  upon,  —  our  eyes,  our  ears, 
and  every  sense,  are  watchful  to  detect  the  imposture. 

No  discourse  can  be  eloquent  that  does  not  ele%'ate  the 
mind.  Pathetic  eloquence,  it  is  true,  has  for  its  only  object 
to  affect ;  but  I  appeal  to  men  of  sensibility,  whether  their 
pathetic  feelings  are  not  accompanied  with  some  degree  of 
elevation.  We  may  then  call  eloquence  and  sublimity  the 
same  thing,  since  it  is  impossible  to  be  one  without  feeling 
the  other.  Hence  it  follows,  that  we  may  be  eloquent  in 
any  language,  since  no  language  refuses  to  paint  those 
sentiments  with  which  we  are  thoroughly  impressed.  What 
is  usually  called  sublimity  of  style,  seems  to  be  only  an 
error.  Eloquence  is  not  in  the  words,  but  in  the  subject ; 
and  in  great  concerns,  the  more  simply  any  thing  is 
expressed,  it  is  generally  the  more  sublime.  True  eloquence 
does  not  consist,  as  the  rhetoricians  assure  us,  in  saying 
great  things  in  a  sublime  style,  but  in  a  simple  style ;  for 
there  is,  properly  speaking,  no  such  thing  as  a  sublime 
style  ;  the  sublimity  lies  only  in  the  things  ;  and  when  they 
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are  not  so,  the  language  may  be  turgid,  affected,  metapho- 
rical,—  but  not  affecting. 

What  can  be  more  simply  expressed  than  the  following 
extract  from  a  celebrated  preacher,*  and  yet  what  was  ever 
more  sublime  ?  Speaking  of  the  small  number  of  the  elect, 
he  breaks  out  thus  among  his  audience  :  —  "  Let  me  suppose 
that  this  was  the  last  hour  of  us  all  —  that  the  heavens  were 
opening  over  our  heads  —  that  time  was  passed,  and 
eternity  begun  —  that  Jesus  Christ  in  all  his  glory,  that 
man  of  sorrows,  in  all  his  glory,  appeared  on  the  tribunal, 
and  that  we  were  assembled  here  to  receive  our  final  decree 
of  life  or  death  eternal !  Let  me  ask,  impressed  with  terror 
like  you,  and  not  separating  my  lot  from  yours,  but  putting 
myself  in  the  same  situation  in  which  we  must  all  one  day 
appear  before  God,  our  judge, — let  me  ask,  if  Jesus  Christ 
should  now  appear  to  make  the  terrible  separation  of  the 
just  from  the  unjust,  do  you  think  the  greatest  number  would 
be  saved  ?  Do  you  think  the  number  of  the  elect  would 
even  be  equal  to  that  of  the  sinners  ?  Do  you  think,  if  all 
our  works  were  examined  with  justice,  would  he  find  ten 
just  persons  in  this  great  assembly  ?  Monsters  of  ingrati- 
tude !  would  he  find  one?"  Such  passages  as  these  are 
sublime  in  every  language.  The  expression  may  be  less 
speaking,  or  more  indistinct,  but  the  greatness  of  the  idea 
still  remains.  In  a  word,  we  may  be  eloquent  in  every 
language  and  in  every  style,  since  elocution  is  only  an 
assistant,  but  not  a  constituter  of  eloquence. 

Of  what  use,  then,  will  it  be  said,  are  all  the  precepts 
given  us  upon  this  head  both  by  the  ancients  and  moderns? 
I  answer,  that  they  cannot  make  us  eloquent,  but  they  will 
certainly  prevent  us  from  becoming  ridiculous.  They  can 
seldom  procure  a  single  beauty,  but  they  may  banish  a 
thousand  faults.  The  true  method  of  an  orator  is  not  to 
attempt  always  to  move,  always  to  affect,  to  be  continually 
sublime,  but  at  proper  intervals  to  give  rest  both  to  his  own 
and  the  passions  of  his  audience.  In  these  periods  of 
relaxation,  or  of  preparation  rather,  rules  may  teach  him  to 

*  Massilon,  Bishop  of  Clermont,  of  whom  M.  de  la  Harpe  sayg, 
"  Dans  les. sermons,  il  est  au-dessus  de  tout  ce  qui  1  'a  precede  et  de 
tout  ce  qui  I'a  suivi,  par  le  nombre,  la  variete,  et  1  'excellence  de  sea 
productions."  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  on  one  occasion,  paid  him  the  high 
compliment  :  "  Mon  pire,  j 'ai  entendu  de  grands  orateius  dans  ma 
chapelle,  j'en  ai  ^t^  fort  content ;  pour  vous,  toutes  les  fois  que  je  vous 
ai  entendu,  j'ai  ^t^  tr^mecontent  de  moi-meme."  —  B. 
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avoid  any  thing  low,  trivial,  or  disgusting.  Thus  criticism, 
properly  speaking,  is  intended  not  to  assist  those  parts 
which  are  sublime,  but  those  which  are  naturally  mean  and 
humble,  which  are  composed  with  coolness  and  caution,  and 
where  the  orator  rather  endeavours  not  to  offend,  than 
attempts  to  please. 

I  have  hitherto  insisted  more  strenuously  on  that  elo- 
quence which  speaks  to  the  passions,  as  it  is  a  species  of 
oratory  almost  unknown  in  England.  At  the  bar  it  is 
quite  discontinued,  and  I  think  with  justice.  In  the  senate 
it  is  used  but  sparingly,  as  the  orator  speaks  to  enlightened 
judges.  But  in  the  pulpit,  in  which  the  orator  should 
chief!}'  address  the  vulgar,  it  seems  strange  that  it  should 
be  entirely  laid  aside. 

The  vulgar  of  England  are,  without  exception,  the  most 
barbarous  and  the  most  unknowing  of  any  in  Europe.  A 
great  part  of  their  ignorance  may  be  chiefly  ascribed  to  their 
teachers,  who,  with  the  most  pretty  gentleman-like  serenity, 
deliver  their  cool  discourses,  and  address  the  reason  of  men 
who  have  never  reasoned  in  all  their  lives.  They  are  told 
of  cause  and  effect,  of  beings  self-existent ,  and  the  universal 
scale  of  beings.  They  are  informed  of  the  excellence  of 
the  Bangorian  controversy,  and  the  absurdity  of  an  inter- 
mediate state.  The  spruce  preacher  reads  his  lucubration 
without  lifting  his  nose  from  the  text,  and  never  ventures  to 
earn  the  shame  of  an  enthusiast. 

By  this  means,  though  his  audience  feel  not  one  M'ord  of 
all  he  says,  he  earns,  however,  among  his  acquaintance,  the 
character  of  a  man  of  sense ;  among  his  acquaintance  only, 
did  I  say  ?  nay,  even  with  his  bishop. 

The  polite  of  every  country  have  several  motives  to 
induce  them  to  a  rectitude  of  action,  —  the  love  of  virtue  for 
its  own  sake,  the  shame  of  offending,  and  the  desire  of 
pleasing.  The  A-ulgar  have  but  one, —  the  enforcements  of 
religion  ;  and  yet  those  who  should  push  this  motive  home 
to  their  hearts,  are  basely  found  to  desert  their  post.  They 
speak  to  the  Squire,  the  philosopher,  and  the  pedant ;  but 
the  poor,  those  who  really  want  instruction,  are  left  unin- 
structed. 

I  have  attended  most  of  our  pulpit  orators,  who,  it  must 
be  owned,  write  extremely  well  upon  the  text  they  assume. 
To  give  them  their  due  also,  they  read  their  sermons  with 
elegance  and  propriety  ;  but  this  goes  but  a  very  short  way 
in  true  eloquence.     The  speaker  must  be  moved.     In  this, 
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in  this  alone,  our  English  divines  are  deficient.  Were  they 
to  speak  to  a  few  calm,  dispassionate  hearers,  they  certainly 
use  the  properest  methods  of  address  ;  but  their  audience 
is  chiefly  composed  of  the  poor,  who  must  be  influenced  by 
motives  of  reward  and  punishment,  and  whose  only  virtues 
lie  in  self-interest  or  fear. 

How,  then,  are  such  to  be  addressed  ?  not  by  studied 
periods  or  cold  disquisitions  ;  not  by  the  labours  of  the 
head,  but  the  honest  spontaneous  dictates  of  the  heart 
Neither  writing  a  sermon  with  regular  periods,  and  all  the 
harmony  of  elegant  expression  —  neither  reading  it  with 
emphasis,  propriety,  and  deliberation  —  neither  pleasing  with 
metaphor,  simile,  or  rhetorical  fustian  —  neither  arguing 
coolly,  and  untying  consequences  united  in  a  priori,  nor 
bundling  up  inductions  a  posferiore  —  neither  pedantic 
jargon,  nor  academical  trifling,  can  persuade  the  poor, — 
writing  a  discourse  coolly  in  the  closet,  then  getting  it  bj' 
memory,  and  delivering  it  on  Sundays,  even  that  vnU.  not 
do.  What  then  is  to  be  done  ?  I  know  of  no  expedient 
to  speak — to  speak  at  once  intelligibly  and  feelingly  — 
except  to  understand  the  language.  To  be  convinced  of 
the  truth  of  the  object — to  be  perfectly  acquainted  with  the 
subject  in  view — to  prepossess  yourself  with  a  low  opinion 
of  your  audience —  and  to  do  the  rest  extempore,  —  by  this 
means,  strong  expressions,  new  thoughts,  rising  passions, 
and  the  true  declamatorj'  style,  will  naturally  ensue. 

Fine  declamation  does  not  consist  in  flowery  periods, 
delicate  allusions,  or  musical  cadences,  but  in  a  plain,  open, 
loose  style,  where  the  periods  are  long  and  obvious  ;  where 
the  same  thought  is  often  exhibited  in  several  points  of 
view  :  all  this,  strong  sense,  a  good  memory,  and  a  small 
share  of  experience,  will  furnish  to  every  orator  ;  and  with- 
out these,  a  clergyman  may  be  called  a  fine  preacher,  a 
judicious  preacher,  and  a  man  of  good  sense  ;  he  may  make 
his  hearers  admire  his  understanding,  but  will  seldom 
enlighten  theirs. 

When  I  think  of  the  Methodist  preachers  among  us,  how 
seldom  they  are  endued  with  common  sense,  and  yet  how 
often  and  how  justly  they  att'ect  their  hearers  ;  I  cannot 
avoid  sajang  within  myself,  had  these  been  bred  gentlemen, 
and  been  endued  with  even  the  meanest  share  of  under- 
standing, what  might  they  not  effect !  Did  our  bishops, 
who  can  add  dignity  to  their  expostulations,  testify  the  same 
fervour,  and  entreat  their  hearers,  as  well  as  argue,  what 
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might  not  be  the  consequence  I  *  The  vulgar,  by  which  I 
mean  the  bulk  of  mankind,  would  then  have  a  double  motive 
to  love  religion,  first,  from  seeing  its  professors  honoured  here, 
and  next,  from  the  consequences  hereafter.  At  present 
the  enthusiasms  of  the  poor  are  opposed  to  law  ;  did  law 
conspire  with  their  enthusiasms,  we  should  not  only  be  the 
happiest  nation  upon  earth,  but  the  wisest  also. 

Enthusiasm  in  religion,  which  prevails  only  among  the 
■vulgar,  should  be  the  chief  object  of  politics.  A  society  of 
enthusiasts,  governed  by  reason,  among  the  great,  is  the 
most  indissoluble,  the  most  virtuous,  and  the  most  efficient 
of  its  own  decrees  that  can  be  imagined.  Every  country, 
possessed  of  any  degree  of  strength,  have  had  their  enthu- 
siasms, which  ever  serve  as  laws  among  the  people.  The 
Greeks  had  their  KaXoKayafia.,  the  Romans  their  Amor 
Patr'uE,  and  we  the  truer  and  firmer  bond  of  the  Protestant 
Religion.  The  principle  is  the  same  in  all  :  how  much, 
then,  is  it  the  duty  of  those  whom  the  law  has  appointed 
teachers  of  this  religion,  to  enforce  its  obligations,  and  to 
raise  those  enthusiasms  among  people,  by  which  alone 
political  society  can  subsist  ? 

From  eloquence,  therefore,  the  morals  of  our  people  are 
to  expect  emendation  ;  but  how  little  can  they  be  improved 
by  men,  who  get  into  the  pulpit  rather  to  shew  their  parts, 
than  convince  us  of  the  truth  of  what  they  deliver  ;  who  are 
painfully  correct  in  their  style,  musical  in  their  tones  ;  where 
every  sentiment,  every  espression,  seems  the  result  of  medi- 
tation and  deep  study ! 

Tillotson  has  been  commended  as  the  model  of  pulpit 
eloquence  :  thus  far  he  should  be  imitated,  where  he 
generally  strives  to  convince  rather  than  to  please  ;  but  to 
adopt  his  long,  dry,  and  sometimes  tedious  discussions, 
which  serve  to  amuse  only  divines,  and  are  utterly  neglected 
by  the  generality  of  mankind — to  praise  the  intricacy  of  his 
periods,  which  are  too  long  to  be  spoken  —  to  continue  his 
cool  phlegmatic  manner  of  enforcing  everj'  truth,  —  is 
certainly  erroneous.  As  I  said  before,  the  good  preacher 
should  adopt  no  model,  wTite  no  sermons,  study  no  periods  ; 
let  him  but  understand  his  subject,  the  language  he  speaks, 
and  be  convinced  of  the  truths  he  dehvers.     It  is  amazing 


*  See  vol.  ii.  Essay  IV.  Os  the  Ekglish  Clergy  and  Poppi.ar 
Preachers,  in  which  the  author  advocates  this  style  of  pulpit  elo- 
quence at  greater  length.  —  B. 
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to  what  heights  eloquence  of  this  kind  may  reach !  This  is 
that  eloquence  the  ancients  represented  as  lightning,  bearing 
down  every  opposer ;  this  the  power  which  has  turned 
whole  assemblies  into  astonishment,  admiration,  and  awe  ■ 
that  is  described  by  the  torrent,  the  flame,  and  every  other 
instance  of  irresistible  impetuosity. 

But  to  attempt  such  noble  heights,  belongs  only  to  the 
truly  great  or  the  truly  good.  To  discard  the  lazy  manner 
of  reading  sermons,  or  speaking  sermons  by  rote  ;  to  set  up 
singly  against  the  opposition  of  men  who  are  attached  to 
their  own  errors,  and  to  endeavour  to  be  great,  instead  of 
being  prudent,  are  qualities  we  seldom  see  united.  A 
minister  of  the  Church  of  England,  who  may  be  possessed 
of  good  sense,  and  some  hopes  of  preferment,  will  seldom 
give  up  such  substantial  advantages  for  the  empty  pleasure 
of  improving  society.  By  his  present  method,  he  is  liked 
b}'  his  friends,  admired  by  his  dependents,  not  displeasing 
to  his  bishop  ;  he  lives  as  well,  eats  and  sleeps  as  well,  as 
if  a  real  orator,  and  an  eager  asserter  of  his  mission  :  he 
will  hardly,  therefore,  venture  all  this,  to  be  called,  perhaps, 
an  enthusiast ;  nor  will  he  depart  from  customs  established 
by  the  brotherhood,  when,  by  such  a  conduct,  he  only 
singles  himself  out  for  their  contempt. 


CUSTOM  AND  LAWS  COMPARED. 

What,  say  some,  can  give  us  a  more  contemptible  idea 
of  a  large  state,  than  to  find  it  mostly  governed  by  custom  -, 
to  have  few  written  laws,  and  no  boundaries  to  mark  the 
jurisdiction  between  the  senate  and  the  people  ?  Among 
the  number  who  speak  in  this  manner  is  the  great  Montes- 
quieu, who  asserts  that  every  nation  is  free  in  proportion  to 
the  number  of  its  written  laws,  and  seems  to  hint  at  a 
despotic  and  arbitrary  conduct  in  the  present  King  of 
Prussia,  who  has  abridged  the  laws  of  his  country  into  a 
very  short  compass.* 

As  Tacitus  and  Montesquieu  happen  to  differ  in  senti- 
ment upon  a  subject  of  so  much  importance,  (for  the  Roman 

*  In  the  Code  Frederique,  Napoleon  Bonaparte  has  nuide  a  similar 
digest  of  the  French  laws  in  his  Code  Napoleun.  —  B. 
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expressly  asserts,  that  the  state  is  generally  vicious  in 
proportion  to  the  number  of  its  laws,)  it  will  not  be  amiss 
to  examine  it  a  little  more  minutely,  and  see  whether  a 
state,  which,  like  England,  is  burdened  with  a  multiplicity 
of  written  laws,  or  which,  like  Switzerland,  Geneva,  and 
some  other  republics,  is  governed  by  custom  and  the  deter- 
mination of  the  judge,  is  best. 

And  to  prove  the  superiority  of  custom  to  written  law, 
we  shall  at  least  find  history  conspiring.  Custom,  or  the 
traditional  observance  of  the  practice  of  their  forefathers, 
was  what  directed  the  Romans  as  well  in  their  public  as 
private  determinations.  Custom  was  appealed  to  in  pro- 
nouncing sentence  against  a  criminal,  where  part  of  the 
formulary  was  more  majorum.  So  Sallust,  speaking  of  the 
expulsion  of  Tarquin,  says,  mutato  more,  and  not  lege 
mutato  :  and  Virgil,  paeisqiie  mponere  morem.  So  that, 
in  those  times  of  the  empire  in  which  the  people  retained 
their  liberty,  they  were  governed  by  custom ;  when  they 
sank  into  oppression  and  tyranny,  they  were  restrained  by 
new  laws,  and  the  laws  of  tradition  abolished. 

As  getting  the  ancients  on  our  side  is  half  a  victory,  it 
will  not  be  amiss  to  fortify  the  argument  with  an  observation 
of  Chrysostom's  :  "  That  the  enslaved  are  the  fittest  to  be 
governed  by  laws,  and  ivee  men  by  custom."  Custom  par- 
takes of  the  nature  of  parental  injunction  ;  it  is  kept  by  the 
people  themselves,  and  observed  with  a  willing  obedience. 
The  observance  of  it  must,  therefore,  be  a  mark  of  freedom  ; 
and  coming  originally  to  a  state  from  the  reverenced 
founders  of  its  liberty,  will  be  an  encouragement  and 
assistance  to  it  in  the  defence  of  that  blessing  :  but  a  con- 
quered people,  a  nation  of  slaves,  must  pretend  to  none  of 
this  freedom,  or  these  happy  distinctions  ;  having,  by 
degeneracy,  lost  all  right  to  their  brave  forefathers'  free 
institutions,  their  masters  will  in  policy  take  the  forfeiture ; 
and  the  fixing  a  conquest  must  be  done  by  giving  laws, 
which  may  every  moment  serve  to  remind  the  people 
enslaved  of  their  conquerors  ;  nothing  being  more  dangerous 
than  to  trust  a  late  subdued  people  with  old  customs,  that 
presently  upbraid  their  degeneracy,  and  provoke  them  to 
revolt. 

The  wisdom  of  the  Roman  republic  in  their  veneration 
for  custom,  and  backwardness  to  introduce  a  new  law,  was 
perhaps  the  cause  of  their  long  continuance,  and  of  the  virtues 
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of  which  they  have  set  the  world  so  many  examples.  But 
to  shew  in  what  that  wisdom  consists,  it  may  be  proper  to 
observe,  that  the  benefit  of  new  written  laws  is  merely  con- 
fined to  the  consequences  of  their  observance ;  but  customary 
laws,  keeping  up  a  veneration  for  the  founders,  engage  men 
in  the  imitation  of  their  virtues  as  well  as  policy.  To  this 
may  be  ascribed  the  religious  regard  the  Romans  paid  to 
their  forefathers'  memory,  and  their  adhering  for  so  many 
ages  to  the  practice  of  the  same  virtues,  which  nothing 
contributed  more  to  efface  than  the  introduction  of  a  volumi- 
nous body  of  new  laws  over  the  neck  of  venerable  custom. 

The  simplicity,  conciseness,  and  antiquity  of  custom,  give 
an  air  of  majesty  and  immutability  that  inspires  awe  and 
veneration  ;  but  new  laws  are  too  apt  to  be  voluminous, 
perplexed,  and  indeterminate,  whence  must  necessarily  arise 
neglect,  contempt,  and  ignorance. 

As  every  human  institution  is  subject  to  gross  imperfec- 
tions, so  laws  must  necessarily  be  liable  to  the  same  incon- 
veniences, and  their  defects  soon  discovered.  Thus,  through 
the  weakness  of  one  part,  all  the  rest  are  liable  to  be  brought 
into  contempt.  But  such  weaknesses  in  a  custom,  for  very 
obvious  reasons,  evade  an  examination  ;  besides,  a  friendly 
prejudice  always  stands  up  in  their  favour. 

But  let  us  suppose  a  new  law  to  be  perfectly  equitable  and 
necessary  ;  yet,  if  the  procurers  of  it  have  betrayed  a  conduct 
that  confesses  by-ends  and  private  motives,  the  disgust  to 
the  circumstances  disposes  us,  unreasonably  indeed,  to  an 
irreverence  of  the  law  itself;  but  we  are  indulgently  blind 
to  the  most  visible  imperfections  of  an  old  custom.  Though 
we  perceive  the  defects  ourselves,  yet  we  remain  persuaded, 
that  our  wise  forefathers  had  good  reason  for  what  they  did  ; 
and  though  such  motives  no  longer  continue,  the  benefit  will 
still  go  along  with  the  observance,  though  we  do  not  know 
how.  It  is  thus  the  Roman  lawyers  speak  :  "  Non  omnium, 
quae  a  majoribus  constituta  sunt,  ratio  reddi  potest,  et  ideo 
rationes  eorum  quae  constituuntur  inquiri  non  oportet,  alioquin 
multa  ex  his  quae  certa  sunt  subvertuntur." 

Those  laws  which  preserve  to  themselves  the  greatest 
love  and  observance,  must  needs  be  best ;  but  custom,  as 
it  executes  itself,  must  be  necessarily  superior  to  written 
laws,  in  this  respect,  which  are  to  be  executed  by  another. 
Thus,  nothing  can  be  more  certain,  than  that  numerous 
written  laws  are  a  sign  of  a  degenerate  community,  and  are 
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frequently  not  the  consequences  of  vicious  morals  in  a  state, 
but  the  causes. 

Hence  we  see  how  much  greater  benefit  it  would  be  to 
the  state,  rather  to  abridge  than  increase  its  laws.  We 
every  day  find  them  increasing  ;  acts  and  reports,  which 
may  be  termed  the  acts  of  judges,  are  every  day  becoming 
more  voluminous,  and  loading  the  subject  with  new 
penalties. 

Laws  ever  increase  in  number  and  severity,  until  they  at 
length  are  strained  so  tight  as  to  break  themselves.  Such 
was  the  case  of  the  latter  empire,  whose  laws  were  at  length 
become  so  strict,  that  the  barbarous  invaders  did  not  biiiig 
servitude,  but  liberty. 


OF  THE  PRIDE  AND  LUXURY  OF  THE  MUDDLING  CLASS 
OF  PEOPLE. 

Of  all  the  follies  and  absurdities  under  which  this  great 
metropolis  labours,  there  is  not  one,  I  believe,  that  at  present 
appears  in  a  more  glaring  and  ridiculous  light,  than  the  pride 
and  luxury  of  the  middling  class  of  people.  Their  eager 
desire  of  being  seen  in  a  sphere  far  above  their  capacities 
and  circumstances,  is  daily  —  nay  hourly  —  instanced,  by  the 
prodigious  numbers  of  mechanics  who  flock  to  the  races, 
gaming  tables,  brothels,  and  all  public  diversions  this  fashion- 
able town  affords. 

You  shall  see  a  grocer  or  a  tallow  chandler,  sneak  from 
behind  the  counter,  clap  on  a  laced  coat  and  a  bag,  fly  to  the 
E  O  table,  throw  away  fifty  pieces  with  some  sharping  man 
of  quality  ;  while  his  industrious  wife  is  selling  a  penny- 
worth of  sugar,  or  a  pound  of  candles,  to  support  her 
fashionable  spouse  in  his  extravagances. 

I  was  led  into  this  reflection  by  an  odd  adventure  which 
happened  to  me  the  other  day  at  Epsom  races,  whither  1 
went,  not  through  any  desire,  I  do  assure  you,  of  la}nng  bets 
or  winning  thousands,  but  at  the  earnest  request  of  a  friend, 
who  had  Ion"-  indulged  the  curiosity  of  seeing  the  sport, 
very  natural  for  an  Englishman.  When  we  had  arrived  at 
t-he  course,  and  had  taken  several  turns  to  observe  the 
different  objects  that  made  up  this  whimsical  group,  a  figure 
suddenly  darted  by  us,  mounted   and   dressed  in  all  the 
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elegance  of  those  polite  gentry  -who  come  to  shew  you  they 
have  a  little  money,  and  rather  than  pay  their  just  debts  at 
home,  generously  come  abroad  to  bestow  it  on  gamblers 
and  pickpockets.  As  I  had  not  an  opportunity  of  viewing 
his  face  till  his  return,  I  gently  walked  after  him,  and  met 
him  as  he  came  back,  when,  to  my  no  small  surprise,  I 
beheld  in  this  gay  Narcissus  the  visage  of  Jack  Varnish,  a 
humble  vender  of  prints.  Disgusted  at  the  sight,  I  pulled 
my  friend  by  the  sleeve,  pressed  him  to  return  home,  telling 
him  all  the  way,  that  I  was  so  enraged  at  the  fellow's 
impudence  that  I  was  resolved  never  to  lay  out  another 
penny  with  him. 

And  now,  pray,  sir,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  give  this  a  place 
in  your  paper,  that  Mr  Varnish  may  understand  he  mistakes 
the  thing  quite,  if  he  imagines  horse-racing  recommendable 
in  a  tradesman  ;  and  that  he  who  is  revelling  every  night  in 
the  arms  of  a  common  strumpet  (though  blessed  with  an 
indulgent  wife)  when  he  ought  to  be  minding  his  business, 
will  never  thrive  in  this  world.  He  will  find  himself  soon 
niistaken,  his  finances  decrease,  his  friends  shun  him,  cus- 
tomers fall  off,  and  himself  thrown  into  a  jail.  I  would 
earnestly  recommend  this  adage  to  every  mechanic  in 
London,  "  Keep  your  shop,  and  your  shop  will  keep  you." 
A  strict  observance  of  these  words  will,  I  am  sure,  in  time 
gain  them  estates.  Industry  is  the  road  to  wealth,  and 
honesty  to  happiness  ;  and  he  who  strenuously  endeavours 
to  pursue  them  both,  may  never  fear  the  critic's  lash,  or  the 
sharp  cries  of  penury  and  want. 


SABINLS  AND  OLINDA. 

In  a  fair,  rich,  and  flourishing  countrj',  whose  cliffs  are 
washed  by  the  German  ocean,  lived  Sabinus,  a  youth  formed 
by  nature  to  make  a  conquest  wherever  he  thought  proper ; 
but  the  constancy  of  his  disposition  fixed  him  only  with 
Olinda.  He  was  indeed  superior  to  her  in  fortune,  but  that 
defect  on  her  side  was  so  amply  supplied  by  her  merit,  that 
none  was  thought  more  worthy  of  his  regards  than  she.  He 
loved  her — he  was  beloved  by  her  ;  and  in  a  short  time,  by 
joining  hands  publicly,  they  avowed  the  union  of  their 
hearts.      But,  alas  I   none,    however   fortunate,  however 

VOL.  IV.  h 
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happy,  are  exempt  from  the  shafts  of  envy,  and  the  malig- 
nant eflects  of  ungoverned  appetite.  How  unsafe,  how 
detestable  are  they  who  have  this  fury  for  their  guide !  How 
certainly  will  it  lead  them  from  themselves,  and  plunge  them 
in  errors  they  would  have  shuddered  at,  even  in  apprehen- 
sion !  Ariana,  a  lady  of  many  amiable  qualities,  very  nearly 
allied  to  Sabinus,  and  highly  esteemed  by  him,  imagined 
herself  slighted,  and  injuriously  treated,  since  his  marriage 
with  Olinda.  By  incautiously  suffering  this  jealousy  to 
corrode  in  her  breast,  she  began  to  give  a  loose  to  passion  ; 
she  forgot  those  many  virtues  for  which  she  had  been  so 
long  and  so  justly  applauded.  Causeless  suspicion  and 
mistaken  resentment  betrayed  her  into  all  the  gloom  of 
discontent ;  she  sighed  without  ceasing  ;  the  happiness  of 
others  gave  her  intolerable  pain  ;  she  thought  of  nothing 
but  revenge.  How  unlike  what  she  was,  —  the  cheerful,  the 
prudent,  the  compassionate  Ariana ! 

She  continually  laboured  to  disturb  a  union  so  firmly,  so 
affectionately  founded,  and  planned  every  scheme  which  she 
thought  most  likely  to  disturb  it. 

Fortune  seemed  willing  to  promote  her  unjust  intentions  : 
the  circumstances  of  Sabinus  had  been  long  embarrassed 
by  a  tedious  law-suit,  and  the  court  determining  the  cause 
unexpectedly  in  favour  of  his  opponent,  it  sank  his  fortune 
to  the  lowest  pitch  of  penury  from  the  highest  affluence. 
From  the  nearness  of  relationship,  Sabinus  expected  from 
Ariana  those  assistances  his  present  situation  required  ;  but 
she  was  insensible  to  all  his  entreaties,  and  the  justice  of 
every  remonstrance,  unless  he  first  separated  from  Olinda, 
whom  she  regarded  with  detestation.  Upon  a  compliance 
vrith  her  desires  in  this  respect,  she  promised  that  her 
fortune,  her  interest,  and  her  all,  should  be  at  his  command. 
Sabinus  was  shocked  at  the  proposal ;  he  loved  his  wife 
with  inexpressible  tenderness,  and  refused  those  offers  with 
indignation,  which  were  to  be  purchased  at  so  high  a  price. 
Ariana  was  no  less  displeased  to  find  her  offers  rejected, 
and  gave  a  loose  to  all  that  warmth  which  she  had  long 
endeavoured  to  suppress.  Reproach  generally  produces 
recrimination ;  the  quarrel  rose  to  such  a  height,  that  Sabinus 
was  marked  for  destruction,  and  the  very  next  day,  upon  the 
strength  of  an  old  family  debt,  he  was  sent  to  jail,  with  none 
but  Olinda  to  comfort  him  in  his  miseries.  In  this  mansion 
of  distress,  they  lived  together  with  resignation,  and  even 
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with  comfort.  She  provided  the  frugal  meal,  and  he  read 
to  her  while  employed  in  the  little  offices  of  domestic 
concern.  Their  fellow  prisoners  admired  their  contentment, 
and  whenever  they  had  a  desire  of  relaxing  into  mirth,  and 
enjoying  those  little  comforts  that  a  prison  affords,  Sabinus 
and  Olinda  were  sure  to  be  of  the  party.  Instead  of 
reproaching  each  other  for  their  mutual  wretchedness,  they 
both  lightened  it,  by  bearing  each  a  share  of  the  load 
imposed  by  Providence.  Whenever  Sabinus  shewed  the 
least  concern  on  his  dear  partner's  account,  she  conjured 
him  by  the  love  he  bore  her,  by  those  tender  ties  which  now 
united  them  for  ever,  not  to  discompose  himself;  that  so 
long  as  his  affection  lasted,  she  defied  all  the  ills  of  fortune, 
and  every  loss  of  fame  or  friendship  ;  that  nothing  could 
make  her  miserable  but  his  seeming  to  want  happiness 
nothing  pleased  but  his  sympathizing  with  her  pleasure 
A  continuance  in  prison  soon  robbed  them  of  the  little  they 
had  left,  and  famine  began  to  make  its  horrid  appearance 
vet  still  was  neither  found  to  murmur  :  thej'  both  looked 
ipon  their  little  boy,  who,  insensible  of  their  or  his  own 
distress,  was  playing  about  the  room,  with  inexpressible  yet 
silent  anguish,  when  a  messenger  came  to  inform  them  that 
Ariana  was  dead,  and  that  her  will,  in  favour  of  a  very 
distant  relation,  who  was  now  in  another  country,  might 
easily  be  procured  and  burnt,  in  which  case  all  her  large 
fortune  would  revert  to  him,  as  being  the  next  heir  at  law. 

A  proposal  of  so  base  a  nature  filled  our  unhappy  couple 
with  horror  ;  they  ordered  the  messenger  immediately  out 
of  the  room,  and,  falling  upon  each  other's  neck,  indulged 
an  agony  of  sorrow,  for  now  even  all  hopes  of  relief  were 
banished.  The  messenger  who  made  the  proposal,  however, 
was  only  a  spy  sent  by  Ariana  to  sound  the  dispositions  of 
a  man  she  at  once  loved  and  persecuted.  This  lady,  though 
warped  by  \vrong  passions,  was  naturally  kind,  judicious, 
and  friendly.  She  found  that  all  her  attempts  to  shake  the 
constancy  or  the  integrity  of  Sabinus  were  ineffectual ;  she 
had  therefore  begun  to  reflect,  and  to  wonder  how  she 
could  so  long  and  so  unprovoked  injure  such  uncommon 
fortitude  and  affection. 

She  had,  from  the  next  room,  herself  heard  the  reception 
given  to  the  messenger,  and  could  not  avoid  feeling  all  the 
force  of  superior  virtue  :  she  therefore  reassumed  her  former 
goodness  of  heart ;  she  came  into  the  room  with  tears  in 
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her  eye?,  and  acknowledged  the  severity  of  her  former 
treatment.  She  bestowed  her  first  care  in  providing  them 
ail  the  necessary  supplies,  and  acknowledged  them  as  the 
most  deserving  heirs  of  her  fortune.  From  this  moment 
Sabinus  enjoyed  an  uninterru]ited  happiness  with  Olinda, 
and  both  were  happy  in  the  friendship  and  assistance  of 
Ariana,  who,  dying  soon  after,  left  them  in  possession  of  a 
large  estate,  and,  in  her  last  moments,  confessed,  that  virtue 
%vas  the  only  path  to  true  glory  ;  and  that,  however  innocence 
may  for  a  time  be  depressed,  a  steady  perseverance  will  in 
time  lead  it  to  a  certain  victory. 


THE  SENTIMENTS  OF  A  FRENCHMAN  OX  THE  TEMPER  OF 
THE  ENGLISH. 

Nothing  is  so  uncommon  among  the  English  as  that 
easy  affability,  that  instant  method  of  acquaintance,  or  that 
cheerfulness  of  disposition,  which  make  in  France  the  charm 
of  every  society.  Yet  in  this  gloomy  reserve  they  seem  to 
pride  themselves,  and  think  themselves  less  happy  if  obliged 
to  be  more  social.  One  may  assert,  without  wronging  them, 
that  they  do  not  study  the  method  of  going  through  life 
with  pleasure  and  tranquillitj'  like  the  French.  Might  not 
this  be  a  proof  that  they  are  not  so  much  philosophers  as 
they  imagine  ?  Philosophy  is  no  more  than  the  art  of 
making  ourselves  happy ;  that  is,  of  seeking  pleasure  in 
regularity,  and  reconciling  what  we  owe  to  society  with  what 
is  due  to  ourselves. 

This  cheerfulness,  which  is  the  characteristic  of  our  nation, 
in  the  eye  of  an  Englishman  passes  almost  for  folly.  But 
is  their  gloominess  a  greater  mark  of  their  wisdom  ?  and, 
folly  against  foil}',  is  not  the  most  cheerful  sort  the  best  ? 
If  our  gaiety  makes  them  sad,  they  ought  not  to  find  it 
strange  if  their  seriousness  makes  us  laugh. 

As  this  disposition  to  levity  is  not  familiar  to  them,  and 
as  they  look  on  ever}"^  thing  as  a  fault  which  they  do  not 
find  at  home,  the  English  who  live  among  us  are  hurt  by  it. 
Several  of  their  authors  reproach  us  with  it  as  a  vice,  or  at 
least  as  a  ridicule. 

Mr  Addison  styles  us  a  comic  nation.  In  my  opinion,  it 
is  not  acting  the  philosopher  on  this  point,  to  regard  as  a 
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fault  that  quality  which  contributes  most  to  the  pleasure  of 
society  and  happiness  of  life.  Plato,  convinced  that  what- 
ever makes  men  happier  makes  them  better,  advises  to 
neglect  nothing  that  may  excite  and  convert  to  an  early 
haljit  this  sense  of  joy  in  children.  Seneca  places  it  in  the 
first  rank  of  good  things.  Certain  it  is,  at  least,  that  gaiety 
may  be  a  concomitant  of  all  sorts  of  virtue,  but  that  there 
are  some  vices  with  which  it  is  incompatible. 

As  to  him  who  laughs  at  every  thing,  and  him  who  laughs 
at  nothing,  neither  of  them  has  sound  judgment.  All  the 
diflPerence  I  find  between  them  is,  that  the  last  is  constantly 
the  most  unhappy.  Those  who  speak  against  cheerfulness, 
prove  nothing  else  but  that  they  were  born  melancholic,  and 
that,  in  their  hearts,  they  rather  envy  than  condemn  that 
levity  they  affect  to  despise. 

The  Spectator,  whose  constant  object  was  the  good  of 
mankind  in  general,  and  of  his  own  nation  in  particular, 
should,  according  to  his  own  principles,  place  cheerfulness 
among  the  most  desirable  qualities ;  and,  probably,  whenever 
he  contradicts  himself  in  this  particular,  it  is  only  to  conform 
to  the  tempers  of  the  people  whom  he  addresses.  He 
asserts,  that  gaiety  is  one  great  obstacle  to  the  prudent 
conduct  of  women.  But  are  those  of  a  melancholy  temper, 
as  the  English  women  generally  are,  less  subject  to  the 
foibles  of  love  ?  I  am  acquainted  with  some  doctors  in  this 
science,  to  whose  judgment  I  would  more  willingly  refer 
than  to  his.  And  perhaps,  in  reality,  persons  naturally  of  a 
gay  temper,  are  too  easily  taken  off  by  different  objects  to 
give  themselves  up  to  all  the  excesses  of  this  passion. 

Mr  Hobbes,  a  celebrated  philosopher  of  his  nation, 
maintains  that  laughing  proceeds  from  our  pride  alone. 
This  is  only  a  paradox,  if  asserted  of  laughing  in  general, 
and  only  argues  that  misanthropical  disposition  for  which 
he  was  remarkable. 

To  bring  the  causes  he  assigns  for  laughing  under  sus- 
picion, it  is  sufficient  to  remark,  that  proud  people  are 
commonly  those  who  laugh  least.  Gravity  is  the  inseparable 
companion  of  pride.  To  say  that  a  man  is  vain,  Ijecause 
the  numour  of  a  writer,  or  the  buffooneries  of  a  harlequin, 
excite  his  laughter,  would  be  advancing  a  great  absurdity. 
We  should  distinguish  between  laughter  inspired  by  joy, 
and  that  which  arises  from  mockery.  The  malicious  sneer 
18  improperly  called  laughter.     It  must  be  owned,  that  pride 
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is  the  parent  of  such  laughter  as  this  :  but  this  is,  in  itseU', 
vicious ;  whereas,  the  other  sort  has  nothing  in  its  principles 
or  effects  that  deserves  condemnation.  We  find  this  amiable 
in  others,  and  is  it  unhappiness  to  feel  a  disposition  towards 
it  in  ourselves  ? 

When  I  see  an  Englishman  laugh,  I  fancy  I  rather  see 
him  hunting  after  joy  than  having  caught  it ;  and  this  is  more 
particularly  remarkable  in  their  women,  whose  tempers  are 
inclined  to  melancholy.  A  laugh  leaves  no  more  traces  on 
their  countenance,  than  a  flash  of  lightning  on  the  face  of 
the  heavens.  The  most  laughing  air  is  instantly  succeeded 
by  the  most  gloomy.  One  would  be  apt  to  think  that  their 
souls  open  with  difficulty  to  joy,  or,  at  least,  that  joy  is  not 
pleased  with  its  habitation  there. 

In  regard  to  fine  railler}',  it  must  be  allowed,  that  it  is  not 
natural  to  the  English,  and,  therefore,  those  who  endeavour 
at  it  make  but  an  ill  figure.  Some  of  their  authors  have 
candidly  confessed,  that  pleasantry  is  quite  foreign  to  their 
character ;  but,  according  to  the  reason  they  give,  they 
lose  nothing  by  this  confession.  Bishop  Sprat*  gives  the 
following  one  :  "  The  English,"  says  he,  "  have  too  much 
bravery  to  be  derided,  and  too  much  virtue  and  honour  to 
mock  others." 

•  Bishop  of  Rochester ;  the  friend  and  biographer  of  Cowley.  —  B. 
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ON  DECEIT  AND  FALSEHOOD. 

The  following  account  is  so  judiciously  conceived,  that  1 
am  convinced  the  reader  will  be  more  pleased  with  it  than 
with  any  thing  of  mine,  so  I  shall  make  no  apology  for  this 
new  publication  : — 

TO  THE  AUTHOR  OF  THE  BEE.* 

Sir,  —  Deceit  and  falsehood  have  ever  been  an  overmatch 
for  truth,  and  followed  and  admired  by  the  majority  of 
mankind.  If  we  inquire  after  the  reason  of  this,  we  shall 
find  it  in  our  own  imaginations,  which  are  amused  and 
entertained  with  the  perpetual  novelty  and  variety  that 
fiction  affords,  but  find  no  manner  of  delight  in  the  uniform 
simplicity  of  homely  truth,  which  still  sues  them  under  the 
same  appearance. 

He,  therefore,  that  would  gain  our  hearts,  must  make  his 
court  to  our  fancj%  which,  being  sovereign  controller  of  the 
passions,  lets  them  loose,  and  inflames  them  more  or  less, 
in  proportion  to  the  force  and  efficacy  of  the  first  cause 
which  is  ever  the  more  powerful  the  more  new  it  is.  Thus, 
in  mathematical  demonstrations  themselves,  though  they 
seem  to   aim  at  pure   truth  and  instruction,  and  to  be 

*  Almost  the  whole  of  this  paper  is  copied  verbatim  from  an  essay 
"  On  Witchcraft,"  in  a  volume  called  The  Humourixt,  published  in 
1741.  What  is  not  borrowed  is  evidently  Goldsmith's  own;  but 
probably  a  slight  feeling  of  compunction,  at  the  idea  of  appropriating 
what  did  not  fairly  belong  to  him,  induced  him  to  give  the  whole  ia 
the  form  of  a  communication  from  a  correspondent.  —  B. 
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addressed  to  our  reason  alone,  yet  I  think  it  is  pretty  plain, 
that  our  understanding  is  only  made  a  drudge  to  gratify 
our  invention  and  curiosity,  and  we  are  pleased,  not  so 
much  because  our  discoveries  are  certain,  as  because  they 
are  new. 

I  do  not  deny  but  the  world  is  still  pleased  with  things 
that  pleased  it  many  ages  ago,  but  it  should  at  the  same 
time  be  considered,  that  man  is  naturally  so  much  a  logician, 
as  to  distinguish  between  matters  that  are  plain  and  easy, 
and  others  that  are  hard  and  inconceivable.  What  we 
understand  we  overlook  and  despise,  and  what  we  know 
nothing  of,  we  hug  and  delight  in.  Thus  there  are  such 
things  as  perpetual  novelties  ;  for  we  are  pleased  no  longer 
than  we  are  amazed,  and  nothing  so  much  contents  us  as 
that  which  confounds  us. 

This  weakness  in  human  nature  gave  occasion  to  a  party 
of  men  to  make  such  gsdnful  markets  as  they  have  done  of 
our  credulity.  All  objects  and  facts  whatever  now  ceased 
to  be  what  they  had  been  for  ever  before,  and  received 
what  make  and  meaning  it  was  found  convenient  to  put 
upon  them  :  what  people  ate,  and  drank,  and  saw,  was 
not  what  they  ate,  and  drank,  and  saw,  but  something 
farther,  which  they  were  fond  of  because  they  were  ignorant 
of  it.  In  short,  nothing  was  itself,  but  something  beyond 
itself;  and  by  these  artifices  and  amusements  the  heads 
of  the  world  were  so  turned  and  intoxicated,  that  at  last 
there  was  scarcely  a  sound  set  of  brains  left  in  it. 

In  this  state  of  giddiness  and  infatuation  it  was  no  very 
hard  task  to  persuade  the  already  deluded,  that  there  was 
an  actual  society'  and  communion  between  human  creatures 
and  spiritual  demons.  And  when  they  had  thus  put  people 
into  the  power  and  clutches  of  the  devil,  none  but  they 
alone  could  have  either  skill  or  strength  to  bring  the 
prisoners  back  again. 

But  so  far  did  they  carry  this  dreadful  drollery,  and  so 
fond  were  they  of  it,  that  to  maintain  it  and  themselves  in 
profitable  repute,  they  literally  sacrificed  for  it,  and  made 
impious  victims  of  numberless  old  women  and  other 
miserable  persons,  who,  either  through  ignorance  could  not 
say  what  they  were  bid  to  say,  or  through  madness  said  what 
they  should  not  have  said.  Fear  and  stupidity  made  them 
incapable  of  defending  themselves,  and  frenzy  and  infatua- 
tion made  them  confess  guilty  impossibilities,  which  pro- 
duced cruel  sentences,  and  then  inhuman  executions. 
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Some  of  these  wretched  mortals,  finding  themselves 
either  hateful  or  terrible  to  all,  and  befriended  by  none, 
and  perhaps  wanting  the  common  necessaries  of  life,  came 
at  last  to  abhor  themselves  as  much  as  they  were  abhorred 
by  others,  and  grew  willing  to  be  burned  or  hanged  out  of  a 
world,  which  was  no  other  to  them  than  a  scene  of  persecu- 
tion and  anguish. 

Others  of  strong  imaginations  and  little  understandings, 
were,  by  positive  and  repeated  charges  against  them  of 
committing  mischievous  and  supernatural  facts  and  villainies. 
deluded  to  judge  of  themselves  by  the  judgment  of  their 
enemies,  whose  weakness  or  malice  prompted  them  to  be 
accusers.  And  many  have  been  condemned  as  witches 
and  dealers  with  the  devil,  for  no  other  reason  but  their 
knowing  more  than  those  who  accused,  tried,  and  passed 
sentence  upon  them. 

In  these  cases,  credulity  is  a  much  greater  error  than 
infidelity,  and  it  is  safer  to  believe  nothing  than  too  much. 
A  man  that  believes  little  or  nothing  of  witchcraft,  will 
destroy  nobody  for  being  under  the  imputation  of  it ;  and 
so  far  he  certainly  acts  with  humanity  to  other."!,  and  safety 
to  himself ;  but  he  that  credits  all.  ^r  too  much,  upon  that 
article,  is  obliged,  if  he  acts  consistently  with  his  persuasion, 
to  kill  all  those  whom  he  takes  to  be  the  killers  of  mankind  ; 
and  such  are  witches.  It  would  be  a  jest  and  a  contradic- 
tion to  say,  that  he  is  for  sparing  them  who  are  harmless 
of  that  tribe,  since  the  received  notion  of  their  supposed 
contract  with  the  devil  implies,  that  they  are  engaged,  by 
covenant  and  inclination,  to  do  all  the  mischief  they  possibly 
can. 

I  have  heard  many  stories  of  witches,  and  read  many 
accusations  against  them  ;  but  I  do  not  remember  any  that 
would  have  induced  me  to  have  consigned  over  to  the 
halter  or  the  flame  any  of  those  deplorable  wretches,  who, 
as  they  share  our  likeness  and  nature,  ought  to  share  our 
compassion,  as  persons  cruelly  accused  of  impossibilities. 

But  we  love  to  delude  ourselves,  and  often  fancy  or  forge 
an  effect,  and  then  set  ourselves  as  gravely  as  ridiculously 
to  find  out  the  cause.  Thus,  for  example,  when  a  dream 
or  the  hyp  has  given  us  false  terrors  or  imaginary  pains, 
we  immediately  conclude  that  the  infernal  tyrant  owes  us  a 
spite,  and  inflicts  his  wrath  and  stripes  upon  us  by  the 
hands  of  some  of  his  sworn  servants  among  us.     For  this 
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end  an  old  woman  is  promoted  to  a  seat  in  Satan's  privy- 
council,  and  appointed  his  executioner  in  chief  within  her 
district.  So  ready  and  civil  are  we  to  allow  the  devil  the 
dominion  over  us,  and  even  to  provide  him  with  butchers 
and  hangmen  of  our  own  make  and  nature. 

I  have  often  wondered  why  we  did  not,  in  choosing  our 
proper  officers  for  Beelzebub,  lay  the  lot  rather  upon  men 
than  women,  the  former  being  more  bold  and  robust,  and 
more  equal  to  that  bloody  service ;  but,  upon  inquiry,  I 
find  it  has  been  so  ordered  for  two  reasons  :  first,  the  men, 
having  the  whole  direction  of  this  affair,  are  wise  enough 
to  slip  their  own  necks  out  of  the  collar ;  and,  secondly,  an 
old  woman  is  grown  by  custom  the  most  avoided  and  most 
unpitied  creature  under  the  sun,  the  very  name  carrying 
contempt  and  satire  in  it.  And  so  far,  indeed,  we  pay  but 
an  uncourtly  sort  of  respect  to  Satan,  in  sacrificing  tohim 
nothing  but  the  dry  sticks  of  human  nature. 

We  have  a  wondering  quality  within  us,  which  finds 
huge  gratification  when  we  see  strange  feats  done,  and 
cannot  at  the  same  time  see  the  doer  or  the  cause.  Such 
actions  are  sure  to  be  attributed  to  some  witch  or  demon  ; 
for  if  we  come  to  find  they  are  slily  performed  by  artists  of 
our  own  species,  and  by  causes  purely  natural,  our  delight 
dies  with  our  amazement.* 

It  is,  therefore,  one  of  the  most  unthankful  offices  in  the 
world,  to  go  about  to  expose  the  mistaken  notions  of  witch- 
craft and  spirits  ;  it  is  robbing  mankind  of  a  valuable 
imagination,  and  of  the  privilege  of  being  deceived.  Those 
who  at  any  time  undertook  the  task,  have  always  met  with 
rough  treatment  and  ill  language  for  their  pains,  and  seldom 
escaped  the  imputation  of  atheism,  because  they  would  not 
allow  the  devil  to  be  too  powerful  for  the  Almighty.  For 
my  part,  I  am  so  much  a  heretic  as  to  believe,  that  God 
Almightj',  and  not  the  devil,  governs  the  world. 

If  we  inquire  what  are  the  common  marks  and  symptoms 
by  which  witches  are  discovered  to  be  such,  we  shall  see 
how  reasonably  and  mercifully  those  poor  creatures  were 
burned  and  hanged  who  unhaj)pily  fell  under  that  name. 

In  the  first  place,  the  old  woman  must  be  prodigiously 

*  Doubtless  the  pleasure  is  as  great 
Of  being  cheated  as  to  cheat ; 
And  lookers-on  feel  more  delight 
That  least  perceive  the  juggler's  sleight.  —  Hcdibras.  — B. 
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Ugly  ;  her  eyes  hollow  and  red,  her  face  shrivelled ;  she 
goes  double,  and  her  voice  trembles.  It  frequently  happens, 
that  this  rueful  figure  frightens  a  child  into  the  palpitation 
of  the  heart :  home  he  runs,  and  tells  his  mamma,  that 
Goody  such  a  one  looked  at  him,  and  he  is  very  ill.  The 
good  woman  cries  out  her  dear  baby  is  bewitched,  and 
sends  for  the  parson  and  the  constable. 

It  is  moreover  necessary  that  she  be  very  poor.  It  is 
true,  her  master,  Satan,  has  mines  and  hidden  treasures  in 
his  gift ;  but  no  matter,  she  is,  for  all  that,  very  poor,  and 
lives  on  alms.  She  goes  to  Sisly  the  cook-maid  for  a  dish 
of  broth,  or  the  heel  of  a  loaf,  and  Sisly  denies  them  to  her. 
The  old  woman  goes  away  muttering,  and  perhaps  in  less 
than  a  month's  time,  Sisly  hears  the  voice  of  a  cat,  and 
strains  her  ancles,  which  are  certain  signs  that  she  is 
bewitched. 

A  farmer  sees  his  cattle  die  of  the  murrain,  and  his  sheep 
of  the  rot,  and  poor  Goody  is  forced  to  be  the  cause  of 
their  death,  because  she  was  seen  talking  to  herself  the 
evening  before  such  a  ewe  departed,  and  had  been  gathering 
sticks  at  the  side  of  the  wood  where  such  a  cow  ran  mad. 

The  old  woman  has  always  for  her  companion  an  old 
gray  cat,  which  is  a  disguised  devil  too,  and  confederate 
with  Goody  in  vt'orks  of  darkness.  They  frequently  go 
journeys  into  Egypt  *  upon  a  broom-staff  in  half  an  hour's 
time,  and  now  and  then  Goody  and  her  cat  change  shapes. 
The  neighbours  often  overhear  them  in  deep  and  solemn 
discourse  together,  plotting  some  dreadful  mischief  you  may 
be  sure. 

There  is  a  famous  way  of  trying  witches,  recommended 
by  King  .Tames  I.  The  old  woman  is  tied  hand  and  foot, 
and  thrown  into  the  river,  and  if  she  swims  she  is  guilty, 
and  taken  out  and  burned  ;  but  if  she  is  innocent,  she  sinks, 
and  is  only  drowned. 

The  witches  are  said  to  meet  their  master  frequently  in 
churches  and  church-yards.     I  wonder  at  the  boldness  of 

*  Upper  Egypt  is  particularly  famous  in  the  tales  of  Eastern 
romance  writers,  as  the  country  of  magicians  :  in  this  respect,  it  yields 
only  to  the  celebrated  Dom-daniel  of  Tunis.  It  was  probably  by  means 
of  the  Crusaders  that  the  prejudices  of  the  Asiatics  against  Africa 
found  a  place  in  European  demonology.  Our  witches  still  visit  Egj-pt, 
and  the  most  effectual  way  of  laying  a  ghost,  is  by  conjuring  him  into 
the  Red  Sea.  — B. 
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Satan  and  his  congregation,  in  revelling  and  ))laying 
mountebank  farces  on  consecrated  ground ;  and  I  have  as 
often  wondered  at  the  oversight  and  ill  policy  of  some 
people  in  allowing  it  possible. 

It  would  have  been  both  dangerous  and  impious  to  have 
treated  this  subject  at  one  certain  time  in  this  ludicrous 
manner.  It  used  to  be  managed  with  all  possible  gravity, 
and  even  terror  :  and  indeed  it  was  made  a  tragedy  in  all 
its  parts,  and  thousands  were  sacrificed,  or  rather  murdered, 
by  such  evidence  and  colours,  as,  God  be  thanked!  we  are 
this  day  ashamed  of.  An  old  woman  may  be  miserable 
now,  and  not  be  hanged  for  it. 


AN  ACCOUNT  OF  THE  AUGUSTAN  AGE  OF  ENGLAND. 

The  history  of  the  rise  of  language  and  learning  is 
calculated  to  gratify  curiosity  rather  than  to  satisfy  the 
understanding.  An  account  of  that  period  only  when 
language  and  learning  arrived  at  its  highest  perfection,  is 
the  most  conducive  to  real  improvement,  since  it  at  once 
raises  emulation,  and  directs  to  the  proper  objects.  The 
age  of  Leo  X.  in  lta.\y,  is  confessed  to  be  the  Augustan 
age  with  them.  The  French  writers  seem  agreed  to  give 
the  same  appellation  to  that  of  Louis  XI V  ;  but  the  English 
are  yet  undetermined  with  respect  to  themselves. 

Some  have  looked  upon  the  writers  in  the  times  of 
Queen  Elizabeth  as  the  true  standard  for  future  imitation ; 
others  have  descended  to  the  reign  of  James  I,  and  others 
still  lower,  to  that  of  Charles  II.  Were  I  to  be  permitted 
to  offer  an  opinion  upon  this  subject,  I  should  readily  give 
my  vote  for  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  or  some  years  before 
that  period.  It  was  then  that  taste  was  united  to  genius ; 
and  as  before  our  writers  charmed  with  their  strength  of 
thinking,  so  then  they  pleased  with  strength  and  grace 
united.  In  that  period  of  British  glory,  though  no  writer 
attracts  our  attention  singly,  yet,  like  stars  lost  in  each 
other's  brightness,  they  have  cast  such  a  lustre  upon  the 
age  in  which  they  lived,  that  their  minutest  transactions 
will  be  attended  to  by  posterity  with  a  greater  eagerness, 
than  the  most  important  occurrences  of  even  empires 
which  have  been  transacted  in  greater  obscurity. 
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•  At  that  period  there  seemed  to  be  a  just  balance  between 
patronage  and  the  press.  Before  it,  men  were  little 
esteemed  whose  only  merit  was  genius ;  and  since,  men 
who  can  prudently  be  content  to  catch  the  public,  are 
certain  of  living  without  dependence.  But  the  writers  of 
the  period  of  which  I  am  speaking,  were  sufficiently  esteemed 
by  the  great,  and  not  rewarded  enough  by  booksellers  to 
set  them  above  dependence.  Fame,  consequently,  then 
was  the  truest  road  to  happiness ;  a  sedulous  attention  to 
the  mechanical  business  of  the  day,  makes  the  present 
never-failing  resource. 

The  age  of  Charles  II,  which  our  countrymen  term  the 
age  of  wit  and  immorality,  produced  some  writers  that  at 
once  served  to  improve  our  language  and  corrupt  our 
hearts.  The  king  himself  had  a  large  share  of  knowledge, 
and  some  wit ;  and  his  courtiers  were  generally  men  who 
had  been  brought  up  in  the  school  of  affliction  and  expe- 
rience. For  this  reason,  when  the  sunshine  of  their  fortune 
returned,  they  gave  too  great  a  loose  to  pleasure,  and 
language  was  by  them  cultivated  only  as  a  mode  of  elegance. 
Hence  it  became  more  enervated,  and  was  dashed  with 
quaintnesses,  which  gave  the  public  writings  of  those  limes 
a  very  illiberal  air. 

L'Estrange,  who  was  by  no  means  so  bad  a  writer  as 
some  have  represented  him,  was  sunk  in  party  faction  ;  and 
having  generally  the  worst  side  of  the  argument,  often  had 
recourse  to  scolding,  pertness,  and,  consequently,  a  vulgarity 
that  discovers  itself  even  in  his  more  liberal  compositions. 
He  was  the  first  writer  who  regularly  enlisted  himself  under 
the  banners  of  a  party  for  pay,  and  fought  for  it,  through 
right  and  wrong,  for  upwards  of  forty  literary  campaigns. 
This  intrepidity  gained  him  the  esteem  of  Cromwell  himself, 
and  the  papers  he  wrote  even  just  before  the  Revolution, 
almost  with  the  rope  about  his  neck,  have  his  usual 
characters  of  impudence  and  perseverance.  That  he  was 
a  standard  writer  cannot  be  disowned,  because  a  great 
many  very  eminent  authors  formed  their  style  by  his.  But 
his  standard  was  f^jr  from  being  a  just  one  ;  though,  when 
party  considerations  are  set  aside,  he  certainly  was  possessed 
of  elegance,  ease,  and  perspicuity. 

Dryden,  though  a  great  and  undisputed  genius,  had  the 
same  cast  as  L'Estrange.  Even  his  plays  discover  him  to 
be  a  party  man,  and  the  same  principle  infects  his  style  in 
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subjects  of  the  lightest  nature  ;  but  the  English  tongue,  as 
it  stands  at  present,  is  greatly  his  debtor.  He  first  gave  it 
regular  harmony,  and  discovered  its  latent  powers.  It  was 
his  pen  that  formed  the  Congreves,  the  Priors,  and  the 
Addisons,  who  succeeded  him  ;  and  had  it  not  been  for 
Dryden,  we  never  should  have  known  a  Pope,  at  least,  in 
the  meridian  lustre  he  now  displays.  But  Dryden's 
excellences,  as  a  writer,  were  not  confined  to  poetry  alone. 
There  is,  in  his  prose  writings,  an  ease  and  elegance  that 
have  never  yet  been  so  well  united  in  works  of  taste  or 
criticism. 

The  English  language  owes  very  little  to  Otway,  though, 
next  to  Shakespeare,  the  greatest  genius  England  ever  pro- 
duced in  tragedy.  His  excellences  lay  in  painting  directly 
from  nature,  in  catching  every  emotion  just  as  it  rises  from 
the  soul,  and  in  all  the  powers  of  the  moving  and  pathetic. 
He  appears  to  have  had  no  learning,  no  critical  knowledge, 
and  to  have  lived  in  great  distress.  When  he  died,  (which 
he  did  in  an  obscure  house  near  the  Minories.)  he  had  about 
him  the  copy  of  a  tragedy,  which,  it  seems,  he  had  sold  for 
a  trifle  to  Bentley  the  bookseller.  I  have  seen  an  advertise- 
ment at  the  end  of  one  of  L'Estrange's  political  papers, 
ofl^ering  a  reward  to  any  one  who  should  bring  it  to  his  shop. 
What  an  invaluable  treasure  was  there  irretrievably  lost  by 
the  ignorance  and  neglect  of  the  age  he  lived  in ! 

Lee  had  a  great  command  of  language,  and  vast  force  of 
expression,  both  which  the  best  of  our  succeeding  dramatic 
poets  thought  proper  to  take  for  their  models.  Rowe,  in 
particular,  seems  to  have  caught  that  manner,  though  in  all 
other  respects  inferior.  The  other  poets  of  that  reign  con- 
tributed but  little  towards  improving  the  English  tongue,  and 
it  is  not  certain  whether  they  did  not  injure,  rather  than 
imjjrove  it.  Immorality  has  its  cant  as  well  as  party,  and 
many  shocking  expressions  now  crept  into  the  language,  and 
became  the  transient  fashion  of  the  day.  The  upper  gal- 
leries, by  the  prevalence  of  party  spirit,  were  courted  with 
great  assiduity,  and  a  horse-laugh  following  ribaldry  was  the 
highest  instance  of  applause,  the  chastity  as  well  as  energy 
of  diction  being  overlooked  or  neglected. 

Virtuous  sentiment  was  recovered,  but  energy  of  style 
never  was.  This,  though  disregarded  in  plays  and  party 
writings,  still  prevailed  amongst  men  of  character  and 
business.      The  despatches  of  Sir  Richard   Fanshaw,  Sir 
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William  Godolphin,  Lord  Arlington,  and  many  other 
ministers  of  state,  are  all  of  them,  with  respect  to  diction, 
manly,  bold,  and  nervous.  Sir  William  Temple,  though  a 
man  of  no  learning,  had  great  knowledge  and  experience. 
He  wrote  always  like  a  man  of  sense  and  a  gentleman  ;  and 
his  style  is  the  model  by  which  the  best  prose  writers  in  the 
reign  of  Queen  Anne  formed  theirs.  The  beauties  of  Mr 
Locke's  style,  though  not  so  much  celebrated,  are  as  striking 
as  that  of  his  understanding.  He  never  says  more  nor  less 
than  he  ought,  and  never  makes  use  of  a  word  that  he  could 
have  changed  for  a  better.  The  same  observation  holds 
good  of  Dr  Samuel  Clarke. 

Mr  Locke  was  a  philosopher  ;  his  antagonist,  Stillingfleet, 
Bishop  of  Worcester,  was  a  man  of  learning  ;  and  therefore 
the  contest  between  them  was  unequal.  The  clearness  of 
Mr  Locke's  head  renders  his  language  perspicuous,  the 
learning  of  Stillingfleet's  clouds  his.  This  is  an  instance  of 
the  superiority  of  good  sense  over  learning,  towards  the 
improvement  of  every  language. 

There  is  nothing  peculiar  to  the  language  of  Archbishop 
Tillotson,  but  his  manner  of  writing  is  inimitable  ;  for  one 
who  reads  him,  wonders  why  he  himself  did  not  think  and 
speak  it  in  that  very  manner.  The  turn  of  his  periods  is 
agreeable,  though  artless,  and  every  thing  he  says  seems  to 
flow  spontaneously  from  inward  conviction.  Barrow,  though 
greatly  his  superior  in  learning,  falls  short  of  him  in  other 
respects.  * 

The  time  seems  to  be  at  hand  when  justice  will  be  done 
to  Mr  Cowley's  prose,  as  well  as  poetical  writings  ;  and 
though  his  friend  Dr  Sprat,  Bishop  of  Rochester,  in  his 
diction  falls  far  short  of  the  abilities  for  which  he  has  been 
celebrated,  yet  there  is  sometimes  a  happy  flow  in  his  periods, 
something  that  looks  like  eloquence.  The  style  of  his  suc- 
cessor, Atterbury,  has  been  much  commended  by  his  friends, 
which  always  happens  when  a  man  distinguishes  himself  in 
jjarty ;  but  there  is  in  it  nothing  extraordinary.  Even  the 
speech  which  he  made  for  himself  at  the  bar  of  the  House 
of  Lords,  before  he  was  sent  into  exile,  is  void  of  eloquence, 
though  it  has  been  cried  up  by  his  friends  to  such  a  degree, 
that  his  enemies  have  suffered  it  to  pass  uncensured. 

*  The  author  must  mean  in  respect  of  manner,  for  in  acuteness  and 
power  of  thinking,  Barrow  certainly  does  not  "  foil  short "  of  Tillotson, 
vT  of  any  other  writer  of  his  age.  — fi. 
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The  philosophic  manner  of  Lord  Shaftesbury's  writing 
is  nearer  to  that  of  Cicero  than  any  Enghsh  author  has  yet 
arrived  at ;  but  perhaps  had  Cicero  written  in  English,  his 
composition  would  have  greatly  exceeded  that  of  our 
countryman.  The  diction  of  the  latter  is  beautiful,  but  such 
beauty  as,  upon  nearer  inspection,  carries  with  it  evident 
symptoms  of  affectation.  This  has  been  attended  with  verj' 
disagreeable  consequences.  Nothing  is  so  easy  to  copy  as 
affectation,  and  his  Lordship's  rank  and  fame  have  procured 
him  more  imitators  in  Britain  than  any  other  writer  I  know  ; 
all  faithfully  preserving  his  blemishes,  but  unhappily  not  one 
of  his  beauties. 

Mr  Trenchard  and  Dr  Davenant  were  political  writers  of 
great  abilities  in  diction,  and  their  pamphlets  are  now 
standards  in  that  way  of  writing.  They  were  followed  by 
Dean  Swift,  who,  though  in  other  respects  far  their  superior, 
never  could  arise  to  that  manliness  and  clearness  of  diction 
in  political  writing,  for  which  they  were  so  justly  famous. 

They  were  all  of  them  exceeded  by  the  late  Lord  Boling- 
broke,  whose  strength  lay  in  that  province ;  for  as  a  philosopher 
and  a  critic  he  was  ill  qualified,  being  destitute  of  virtue  for 
the  one,  and  of  learning  for  the  other.  His  writings  against 
Sir  Robert  Walpole  are  incomparably  the  best  part  of  his 
works.  The  personal  and  perpetual  antipathy  he  had  for 
that  family,  to  whose  places  he  thought  his  own  abilities 
had  a  riglit,  gave  a  glow  to  his  style,  and  an  edge  to  his 
manner,  that  never  yet  have  been  equalled  in  political  wri- 
ting. His  misfortunes  and  disappointments  gave  his  mind  a 
turn  which  his  friends  mistook  for  philosophj',  and  at  one 
time  of  his  life  he  had  the  art  to  impose  the  same  belief  upon 
some  of  his  enemies.  His  idea  of  a  patriot  king,  which  I 
reckon  (as  indeed  it  was)  amongst  his  writings  against  Sir. 
Robert  Walpole,  is  a  masterpiece  of  diction.  Even  in  his 
other  works,  his  style  is  excellent ;  but  where  a  man  either 
does  not,  or  will  not  understand  the  subject  he  writes  on, 
there  must  always  be  a  deficiency.  In  politics,  he  was 
generally  master  of  what  he  undertook  ;  in  morals,  never. 

Mr  Addison,  for  a  happy  and  natural  style,  will  be  always 
an  honour  to  British  literature.  His  diction,  indeed,  wants 
strength,  but  it  is  equal  to  all  the  subjects  he  undertakes  to 
handle,  as  he  never  (at  least  in  his  finished  works)  attempts 
any  thing  either  in  the  argumentative  or  demonstrative  way. 

Though  Sir  Richard  Steele's  reputation  as  a  public  writer 
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was  owing  to  his  connections  with  Mr  Addison,  yet  after 
their  intimacy  was  formed,  Steele  sanli  in  his  merit  as  an 
author.  This  was  not  owing  so  much  to  the  evident  supe- 
riority on  the  part  of  Addison,  as  to  the  unnatural  efforts 
which  Steele  made  to  equal  or  eclipse  him.  This  emulation 
destroyed  that  genuine  flow  of  diction  which  is  discoverable 
in  all  his  former  compositions. 

Whilst  their  writings  engaged  attention  and  the  favour  of 
the  public,  reiterated  but  unsuccessful  endeavours  were  made 
towards  forminsr  a  grammar  of  the  English  language.  The 
authors  of  those  efforts  went  upon  wrong  principles.  Instead 
of  endeavouring  to  retrench  the  absurdities  of  our  language, 
and  bringing  it  to  a  certain  criterion,  their  grammars  were  no 
other  than  a  collection  of  rules  attempting  to  naturalize  those 
absurdities,  and  bring  them  under  a  regular  system. 

Somewhat  effectual,  however,  might  have  been  done 
towards  fixing  the  standard  of  the  English  language,  had  it 
not  been  for  the  spirit  of  party.  For  both  Whigs  and  Tories 
being  ambitious  to  stand  at  the  head  of  so  great  a  design, 
the  Queen's  death  happened  before  any  plan  of  an  academy 
could  be  resolved  on. 

Meanwhile,  the  necessity  of  such  an  institution  became 
every  day  more  apparent.  'I'he  ne/iouical  and  poiitical 
writers,  who  then  swarmed,  adopted  the  verj'  worst  manner 
of  L'Estrange,  till  not  only  all  decency,  but  all  propriety  of 
language,  was  lost  in  the  nation.  Leslie,  a  pert  writer,  with 
some  wit  and  learning,  insulted  the  government  every  week 
with  the  grossest  abuse.  His  style  and  manner,  both  of  which 
were  illiberal,  were  imitated  by  Ridpath,  Defoe,  Dunton,* 
and  others  of  the  opposite  party,  and  Toland  pleaded  the 
cause  of  atheism  and  immorality  in  much  the  same  strain  ; 
his  subject  seemed  to  debase  his  diction,  and  he  ever  failed 
most  in  one,  when  he  grew  most  licentious  in  the  other. 

Towards  the  end  of  Queen  Anne's  reign,  some  of  the 
greatest  men  in  England  devoted  their  time  to  party,  and 
then  a  much  better  manner  obtained  in  political  writing. 
Mr  Walpole,  Mr  Addison,  Mr  Mainwaring,  Mr  Steele,  and 
many  members  of  both  houses  of  Parliament,  drew  their  pens 
for  the  Whigs ;  but  they  seem  to  have  been  over-matched, 
though  not  in  argument,  yet  in  writing,  by  Bolingbroke, 

♦  All  tliese  gentlemen  have  honourable  mention  made  of  them  In 
the  Uuncictd,  -,—  B. 
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Prior,  Swift,  Arbuthnot,  and  the  other  friends  of  the  opposite 
party.  They  who  oppose  a  ministry  have  always  a  better 
field  for  ridicule  and  reproof  than  they  who  defend  it. 

Since  that  period,  our  writers  have  either  been  encouraged 
above  their  merits  or  below  them.  Some  who  were  possessed 
of  the  meanest  abilities  acquired  the  highest  preferments, 
while  others,  who  seemed  born  to  reflect  a  lustre  upon 
their  age,  perished  by  want  or  neglect.  More,  Savage,  and 
Amherst,  were  possessed  of  great  abilities,  yet  they  were 
suffered  to  feel  all  the  miseries  that  usually  attend  the 
ingenious  and  the  imprudent  —  that  attend  men  of  strong 
passions,  and  no  phlegmatic  reserve  in  their  command. 

At  present,  were  a  man  to  attempt  to  improve  his  fortune 
or  increase  his  friendship  by  poetry,  he  would  soon  feel  the 
anxiety  of  disappointment.  The  press  lies  open,  and  is  a 
benefactor  to  every  sort  of  literature,  but  that  alone. 

I  am  at  a  loss  whether  to  ascribe  this  falling  off  of  the 
public  to  a  vicious  taste  in  the  poet,  or  in  them.  Perhaps 
both  are  to  be  reprehended.  The  poet,  either  dryly  didac- 
tive,  gives  us  rules  which  might  appear  abstruse  even  in  a 
system  of  ethics,  or,  triflingly  volatile,  writes  upon  the  most 
unworthy  subjects  ;  content,  if  he  can  give  music  instead  of 
sense  ;  content  if  he  can  paint  to  the  imagination  without 
any  desires  or  endeavours  to  affect :  the  public,  therefore, 
with  justice,  discard  such  empty  sound,  which  has  nothing 
but  a  jingle,  or,  what  is  worse,  the  unmusical  flow  of  blank 
verse,  to  recommend  it.  The  late  method,  also,  into  which 
our  newspapers  have  fallen,  of  giving  an  epitome  of  every 
new  publication,  must  greatly  damp  the  writer's  genius.  He 
finds  himself,  in  this  case,  at  the  mercy  of  men  who  have 
neither  abilities  nor  learning  to  distinguish  his  merit.  He 
finds  his  own  composition  mixed  with  the  sordid  trash  of 
every  daily  scribbler.  There  is  a  sufficient  specimen  given 
of  his  work  to  abate  curiosity,  and  yet  so  mutilated  as  to 
render  him  contemptible.  His  first,  and  perhaps  his  second 
■work,  by  these  means  sink,  among  the  crudities  of  the  age, 
into  oblivion.  Fame,  he  finds,  begins  to  turn  her  back  :  he 
therefore  flies  to  profit,  which  invites  him,  and  he  enrolls 
himself  in  the  lists  of  dullness  and  of  avarice  for  life. 

Yet  there  are  still  among  us  men  of  the  greatest  abilities, 
and  who,  in  some  parts  of  learning,  have  surpassed  their 
predecessors.  Justice  and  friendship  might  here  irapell  me 
to  speak  of  names  which  will  shine  out  to  all  posterity,  but 
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prudence  restrains  me  from  what  I  should  otherwise  eagerly 
embrace.  Envy  might  rise  against  every  honoured  name  I 
should  mention,  since  scarcely  one  of  them  has  not  those 
who  are  his  enemies,  or  those  who  despise  him,  &c. 


OF  THE  OPERA  IX  EXGLAND. 

The  rise  and  fall  of  our  amusements  pretty  much  resemble 
that  of  empire.  They  this  day  flourish  without  any  visible 
cause  for  such  vigour  ;  the  next  they  decay  without  any 
reason  that  can  be  assigned  for  their  downfall.  Some 
years  ago,  the  Italian  opera  was  the  only  fashionable 
amusement  among  our  nobility.  The  managers  of  the  play- 
houses dreaded  it  as  a  mortal  enemy,  and  our  very  poets 
listed  themselves  in  the  opposition  :  at  present  the  house 
seems  deserted,  the  castrati  sing  to  empty  benches  ;  even 
Prince  Vologese  himself,  a  youth  of  great  expectations,  sings 
himself  out  of  breath,  and  rattles  his  chain  to  no  purpose.  ' 

To  say  the  truth,  the  opera,  as  it  is  conducted  among  us, 
is  but  a  very  humdrum  amusement  ;  in  other  countries,  the 
decorations  are  entirely  magnificent,  the  singers  all  excel- 
lent, and  the  burlettas,  or  interludes,  quite  entertaining  ;  the 
best  poets  compose  the  words,  and  the  best  masters  the 
music  ;  but  with  us  it  is  otherwise  :  the  decorations  are  but 
trifling  and  cheap  ;  the  singers,  Matei  only  excepted,  but 
indifferent.  Instead  of  interlude,  we  have  those  sorts  of 
skipping  dances,  which  are  calculated  for  the  galleries  of 
the  theatre.  Ever}'  performer  sings  his  favourite  song,  and 
the  music  is  only  a  medley  of  old  Italian  airs,  or  some 
meagre  modem  Capricio. 

When  such  is  the  case,  it  is  not  much  to  be  wondered  if 
the  opera  is  pretty  much  neglected.  The  lower  orders  of 
people  have  neither  taste  nor  fortune  to  relish  such  an 
entertainment ;  they  would  find  more  satisfaction  in  the 
"  Roast  Beef  of  Old  England"  than  in  the  finest  closes  of 
an  eunuch  ;  they  sleep  amidst  all  the  agony  of  recitative. 
On  the  other  hand,  people  of  fortune  or  taste  can  hardly  be 
pleased,  where  there  is  a  visible  poverty  in  the  decorations, 
and  an  entire  want  of  taste  in  the  composition. 

Would  it  not  surprise  one,  that  when  Metastasio  is  so 
well   known  in  England,  and  so  universally  admired,  tlie 
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manager  or  the  composer  should  have  recourse  to  any  othef 
operas  than  those  written  by  him  ?  I  might  venture  to  say, 
that  "  written  by  Metastasio,"  put  up  in  the  bills  of  the 
day,  would  alone  be  sufficient  to  fill  a  house,  since  thus  the 
admirers  of  sense  as  well  as  sound  might  find  entertain- 
ment. 

The  performers  also  should  be  entreated  to  sing  only 
their  parts,  without  clapping  in  any  of  their  own  favourite 
airs.  I  must  own,  that  such  songs  are  generally  to  me  the 
most  disagreeable  in  the  world.  Every  singer  generally 
chooses  a  favourite  air,  not  from  the  excellency  of  the  music, 
but  from  difficulty  ;  such  songs  are  generally  chosen  as 
surprise  rather  than  please,  where  the  performer  may  shew 
his  compass,  his  breath,  and  his  volubility. 

Hence  proceed  those  unnatural  startings,  those  unmusical 
closings,  and  shakes  lengthened  out  to  a  painful  continuance ; 
such,  indeed,  may  shew  a  voice,  but  it  must  give  a  truly 
delicate  ear  the  utmost  uneasiness.  Such  tricks  are  not 
music  ;  neither  Corelli  nor  Pergolesi  ever  permitted  them, 
and  they  begin  even  to  be  discontinued  in  Italy,  where  they 
first  had  their  rise. 

And  now  I  am  upon  the  subject :  our  composers  also 
should  affect  greater  simplicity  —  let  their  bass  clef  have  all 
the  variety  they  can  give  it,  —  let  the  body  of  the  music  (if  I 
may"  so  express  it)  be  as  various  as  they  please  ;  but  let 
them  avoid  ornamenting  a  barren  groundwork,  let  them  not 
attempt  by  flourishing  to  cheat  us  of  solid  harmony. 

The  works  of  Mr  Rameau  are  never  heard  without  a 
surprising  effect.  I  can  attribute  it  only  to  the  simplicity 
he  every  where  observes,  insomuch  that  some  of  his  finest 
harmonies  are  often  only  octave  and  unison.  This  simple 
manner  has  greater  powers  than  is  generally  imagined  ;  and 
were  not  such  a  demonstration  misplaced,  I  think,  from  the 
principles  of  music,  it  might  be  proved  to  be  most  agreeable. 

But  to  leave  general  reflection :  With  the  present  set  of 
performers,  the  operas,  if  the  conductor  thinks  proper,  may 
be  carried  on  with  some  success,  since  they  have  all  some 
merit,  if  not  as  actors,  at  least  as  singers.  Signora  Matei 
is  at  once  both  a  perfect  actress  and  a  very  fine  singer. 
She  is  possessed  of  a  fine  sensibility  in  her  manner,  and 
seldom  indulges  those  extravagant  and  unmusical  flights  of 
voice  complained  of  before.  Cornacini,  on  the  other  hand, 
is  a  very  indifferent  actor — has  a  most  unmeaning  face  — 
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seems  not  to  feel  his  part — is  infected  with  a  passion  of 
shewing  his  compass  ;  but  to  recompense  all  these  defects, 
his  voice  is  melodious  —  he  has  vast  compass  and  great 
volubility — his  swell  £ind  shake  are  perfectly  fine,  unless 
that  he  continues  the  latter  too  long.  In  short,  whatever 
the  defects  of  his  action  may  be,  they  are  amply  recom- 
pensed by  his  excellency  as  a  singer ;  nor  can  I  avoid 
fancying  that  he  might  make  a  much  greater  figure  in  an 
oratorio  than  upon  the  stage. 

However,  upon  the  whole,  I  know  not  whether  ever 
operas  can  be  kept  up  in  England  ;  they  seem  to  be  entirely 
exotic,  and  require  the  nicest  management  and  care.  Instead 
of  this,  the  care  of  them  is  assigned  to  men  unacquainted 
with  the  genius  and  disposition  of  the  people  they  would 
amuse,  and  whose  only  motives  are  immediate  gain. 
Whether  a  discontinuance  of  such  entertainments  would  be 
more  to  the  loss  or  the  advantage  of  the  nation,  I  will  not 
take  upon  me  to  determine,  since  it  is  as  much  our  interest 
to  induce  foreigners  of  taste  among  us  on  the  one  hand,  as 
it  is  to  discourage  those  trifling  members  of  society  wno 
generally  compose  the  operatical  dramatis  ^ersonee,  on  the 
other. 


THE  HISTORY 


OF 


CYRILLO   PADOVANO, 


THE  NOTED  SLEEP-WALKER. 


[The  following  little  piece  is  reprinted  from  a  volume  entitled 
Nouvellettes,  by  Dr  Goldsmith  and  Mrs  Griffith,  &c.  published  by 
Fielding  and  Walker,  in  1780.  The  only  pieces  by  Goldsmith  which 
that  collection  contains,  are  this  story  and  the  Essay  on  Scotch 
Marriages,  already  given  in  vol.  ii.  of  thjs  edition.  —  B.  ] 

It  has  often  been  a  question  in  the  schools,  whether  it  be 
preferable  to  be  a  king  by  day,  and  a  beggar  in  our  dreams 
by  night ;  or,  inverting  the  question,  a  beggar  by  day,  and 
a  monarch  while  sleeping  ?  It  has  been  usually  decided, 
that  the  sleeping  monarch  was  the  happiest  man,  since  he  is 
supposed  to  enjoy  all  his  happiness  without  contamination  ; 
while  the  monarch  in  reality  feels  the  various  inconveniences 
that  attend  his  station. 

However  this  may  be,  there  are  none  sure  more  miserable 
than  those  who  enjoy  neither  situation  with  any  degree  of 
comfort,  but  feel  all  the  inconveniences  of  want  and  poverty 
by  day,  while  they  find  a  repetition  of  their  misery  in  a 
dream.  Of  this  kind  was  the  famous  Cyrillo  Padovano,  of 
whom  a  long  life  has  been  written  ;  a  man,  if  I  may  so 
express  it,  of  a  double  character,  who  acted  a  very  different 
part  by  night  from  what  he  professed  in  the  day.     Cyrillo 
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was  a  native  of  Padua,  in  Italy,  a  little  brown  complexioned 
man,  and,  while  awake,  remarkable  for  his  simplicity,  probity, 
piety,  and  candour  ;  but,  unfortunately  for  him,  his  dreams 
were  of  the  strongest  kind,  and  seemed  to  overturn  the 
whole  system  of  waking  morality ;  for  he  every  night  walked 
in  his  sleep,  and,  upon  such  occasions,  was  a  thief,  a  robber, 
and  a  plunderer  of  the  dead. 

The  first  remarkable  exploit  we  are  told  of  Cyrillo,  was 
at  the  University,  where  he  shewed  no  great  marks  of 
learning,  though  some  of  assiduity.  Upon  a  certain  occasion, 
his  master  set  him  a  very  long  and  very  difficult  exercise,  which 
Cyrillo  found  it  impossible,  as  he  supposed,  to  execute. 
Depressed  with  this  opinion,  and  in  certain  expectation  of 
being  chastised  the  next  day,  he  went  to  bed  quite  dejected 
and  uneasy  ;  but  awaking  in  the  morning,  to  his  great 
surprise  he  found  his  exercise,  completely  and  perfectly 
finished,  lying  upon  his  table,  and,  still  more  extraordinary, 
written  in  his  own  hand.  This  information  he  communi- 
cated to  his  master  when  he  gave  up  his  task,  who,  being 
equally  astonished  with  him,  resolved  to  try  him  the  next 
day  with  a  longer  and  a  more  difficult  task,  and  to  watch 
him  at  night  when  he  retired  to  rest.  Accordingly,  Cyrillo 
was  seen  going  to  bed  with  great  uneasiness,  and  soon  was 
heard  to  sleep  profoundly :  but  this  did  not  continue  long; 
for,  in  about  an  hour  after  he  lay  down,  he  got  up,  lighted 
his  candle,  and  sat  down  to  study,  where  he  completed  his 
work  as  before. 

A  mind  like  Cyrillo's,  not  naturally  very  strong,  and 
never  at  rest,  began,  when  he  arrived  at  manhood,  to 
become  gloomy,  solicitous,  and  desponding.  In  consequence 
of  this  turn  of  thinking,  he  resolved  to  leave  the  world  and 
turn  Carthusian,  which  is  the  most  rigorous  of  all  the 
religious  orders.  Formed  for  a  severe  and  abstemious 
life,  he  was  here  seen  to  set  lessons  of  piety  to  the  whole 
convent,  and  to  shew  that  he  deserved  the  approbation  as 
well  of  his  fellows  in  seclusion  as  of  the  whole  order.  But 
this  good  fame  did  not  last  long ;  for  it  was  soon  found  that 
Cyrillo  walked  by  night,  and,  as  we  are  told  of  the  fabled 
Penelope,  undid  in  his  sleep  all  the  good  actions  for  which 
he  had  been  celebrated  by  day.  The  first  pranks  he  played 
were  of  a  light  nature,  very  little  more  than  running  about 
from  chamber  to  chamber,  and  talking  a  little  more  loosely 
than  became  one  of  his  professed  piety.     As  it  is  against 
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the  rules  of  the  fraternity  to  confine  any  man  by  force  to  his 
cell,  he  was  permitted  in  this  manner  to  walk  about ;  and, 
though  there  was  nothing  very  edifying  in  his  sleeping 
conversation,  yet  the  convent  were  content  to  overlook  and 
pity  his  infirmities. 

Being  carefully  observed  upon  one  of  these  occasions, 
the  following  circumstances  offered  :  One  evening,  having 
fallen  asleep  on  his  chair  in  his  cell,  he  continued  immoveable 
for  about  an  hour  ;  but  then,  turning  about  in  the  attitude 
of  a  listener,  he  laughed  heartily  at  what  he  thought  he 
heard  spoken  ;  then  snapping  his  fingers,  to  shew  he  did 
not  value  the  speaker,  he  turned  towards  the  next  person, 
and  made  a  sign  with  his  fingers  as  if  he  wanted  snuff :  not 
being  supplied,  he  seemed  a  little  disconcerted  ;  and,  pulling 
out  his  own  box,  in  which  there  was  nothing,  he  scraped  the 
inside  as  if  to  find  some  :  he  next  very  carefully  put  up  his 
box  again ;  and,  looking  round  him  with  great  suspicion, 
buttoned  up  the  place  of  his  frock  where  he  kept  it.  In 
this  manner  he  continued  for  some  time  immoveable  ;  but, 
without  any  seeming  cause,  flew  into  a  most  outrageous 
passion,  in  which  he  spared  neither  oaths  nor  execrations, 
which  so  astonished  and  scandalized  his  brother  friars,  that 
they  left  him  to  execrate  alone. 

But  it  had  been  well  if  poor  Cyrillo  went  no  farther,  nor 
driven  his  sleeping  extravagances  into  guilt.  One  night 
he  was  perceived  going  very  busily  up  to  the  altar,  and,  in 
a  little  beaufet  beneath,  to  rummage  with  some  degree 
of  assiduity.  It  is  supposed  that  he  wished  to  steal  the 
plate  which  was  usually  deposited  there,  but  which  had 
accidentally  been  sent  oflF  the  day  before  to  be  cleaned. 
Disappointed  in  this,  he  seemed  to  be  extremely  enraged  ; 
but  not  caring  to  return  to  his  cell  empty  handed,  he  claps 
on  one  of  the  oflScial  silk  vestments  ;  and  finding  that  he 
could  carry  still  more,  he  put  one  or  two  more  over  each 
other,  and  thus  cumbrously  accoutred,  he  stole  off  with  a 
look  of  terror  to  his  cell ;  there  hiding  his  ill  got  finery 
beneath  his  mattress,  he  laid  himself  down  to  continue  his 
nap.  Those  who  had  watched  him  during  this  interval, 
were  willing  to  see  his  manner  of  behaving  the  morning 
after. 

When  Cyrillo  awaked,  he  seemed  at  first  a  good  deal 
surprised  at  the  lump  in  the  middle  of  his  bed  ;  and,  going 
to  examine  the  cause,  was  still  more  astonished  at  the 
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quantity  of  vestments  that  were  bundled  there  :  he  went 
among  his  fellows  of  the  convent,  inquired  how  they  came 
to  be  placed  there,  and  learning  the  manner  from  them, 
nothing  could  exceed  his  penitence  and  contrition. 

His  last,  and  greatest  project,  was  considered  of  a  still 
more  heinous  nature.  A  lady,  who  had  long  been  a  bene- 
factress to  the  convent,  happening  to  die,  was  desirous  of 
being  buried  in  the  cloister,  in  a  vault  which  she  had  made 
for  that  purpose.  It  was  there  that  she  was  laid,  adorned 
with  much  finery,  and  a  part  of  her  own  jewels,  of  which 
she  had  great  abundance.  The  solemnity  attending  her 
funeral  was  magnificent,  the  expenses  great,  and  the  sermon 
affecting.  In  all  this  pomp  of  grief,  none  seemed  more 
affected  than  Cyrillo,  or  set  an  example  of  sincerer  mortifi- 
cation. The  society  considered  the  deposition  of  their 
benefactress  among  them  as  a  very  great  honour,  and  masses 
in  abundance  were  promised  for  her  safety.  But  what  was 
the  amazement  of  the  whole  convent  the  next  day,  when 
they  found  the  vault  in  which  she  was  deposited  broken 
open,  the  body  mangled,  her  fingers,  on  which  were  some 
rings,  cut  off,  and  all  her  finery  carried  away !  Every 
person  in  the  convent  was  shocked  at  such  barbarity,  and 
Cyrillo  was  one  of  the  foremost  in  condemning  the  sacrilege. 
However,  shortly  after,  on  going  to  his  cell,  having  occasion 
to  examine  under  his  mattress,  he  there  found  that  he  alone 
was  the  guiltless  plunderer.  The  convent  was  soon  made 
acquainted  with  his  misfortune  ;  and,  at  the  general  request 
of  the  fraternity,  he  was  removed  to  another  monastery, 
where  the  prior  had  a  power,  by  right,  of  confining  his 
conventuals.  Thus  debarred  from  doing  mischief,  Cyrillo 
led  the  remainder  of  his  life  in  piety  and  peace. 
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[The  following  Life  of  Parnell  was  originally  prefixed  to  an  edition 
of  that  poet's  works  in  1768.  It  was  afterwards  abridged  by  Dr 
Johnson  for  his  Lives  of  the  Poets.  Goldsmith  has  succeeded  in  com- 
municating some  degree  of  interest  to  his  sketch,  by  the  justness  of  his 
remarks  and  the  gi-aces  of  his  style ;  but  his  materials  were  too  scanty 
to  enable  him  to  give  that  minuteness  of  detail>  which  constitutes  the 
principal  charm  of  biography.  — B.] 
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DR   PARNELL. 


The  life  of  a  scholar  seldom  abounds  with  adventure. 
His  fame  is  acquired  in  solitude.  And  the  historian,  who 
only  views  him  at  a  distance,  must  be  content  with  a  dry 
detail  of  actions  by  which  he  is  scarcely  distinguished  from 
the  rest  of  mankind.  But  we  are  fond  of  talking  of  those 
who  have  given  us  pleasure,  not  that  we  have  any  thing 
important  to  say,  but  because  the  subject  is  pleasing. 

Thomas  Parxell,  D.D.  was  descended  from  an  ancient 
family,  that  had  for  some  centuries  been  settled  at  Congleton 
in  Cheshire.  His  father,  Thomas  Parnell,  who  had  been 
attached  to  the  Commonwealth  party,  upon  the  Restoration 
went  over  to  Ireland  ;  thither  he  carried  a  large  personal 
fortune,  which  he  laid  out  in  lands  in  that  kingdom.  The 
estates  he  purchased  there,  as  also  that  of  which  he  was 
possessed  in  Cheshire,  descended  to  our  poet,  who  was  his 
eldest  son,  and  still  remain  in  the  family.  Thus  want, 
which  has  compelled  many  of  our  greatest  men  into  the 
service  of  the  Muses,  had  no  influence  upon  Parnell  :  he 
was  a  poet  by  inclination. 

He  was  born  in  Dublin,  in  the  year  1679,  and  received 
the  first  rudiments  of  his  education  at  the  school  of  Doctor 
Jones  in  that  city.  Surprising  things  are  told  us  of  the 
greatness  of  his  memoir  at  that  early  period  ;  as  of  his 
being  able  to  repeat  by  heart  forty  lines  of  any  book  at  the 
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first  reading  ;  of  his  getting  the  third  book  of  the  Hiad  in 
one  night's  time,  which  was  given  in  order  to  confine  him 
for  some  days.  These  stories,  which  are  told  of  almost 
every  celebrated  wit,  may  perhaps  be  true.  But  for  my 
own  part,  I  never  found  any  of  those  prodigies  of  parts, 
although  I  have  known  enow  that  were  desirous,  among  the 
ignorant,  of  being  thought  so. 

There  is  one  presumption,  however,  of  the  early  maturity 
of  his  understanding.  He  was  admitted  a  member  of  the 
college  of  Dublin  at  the  age  of  thirteen,  which  is  much 
sooner  than  usual,  as  at  that  university  they  are  a  great 
deal  stricter  in  their  examination  for  entrance,  than  either 
at  Oxford  or  Cambridge.  His  progress  through  the  college 
course  of  study  was  probably  marked  with  but  little  splen- 
dour ;  his  imagination  might  have  been  too  warm  to  relish 
the  cold  logic  of  Burgersdicius,  or  the  dreary  subtleties  of 
Smiglesius  ;  but  it  is  certain,  that,  as  a  classical  scholar, 
few  could  equal  him.  His  own  compositions  shew  this  ; 
and  the  deference  which  the  most  eminent  men  of  his  time 
paid  him  upon  that  head,  put  it  beyond  a  doubt.  He  took 
the  degree  of  Master  of  Arts  the  9th  of  July,  1700  ;  and, 
in  the  same  year,  he  was  ordained  a  Deacon,  by  William, 
Bishop  of  Derry,  ha-s-ing  a  dispensation  from  the  Primate, 
as  being  under  twenty- three  years  of  age.  He  was  admitted 
into  priest's  orders  about  three  years  after,  by  William, 
Archbishop  of  Dublin  ;  and,  on  the  9th  of  Februarj',  1 705, 
he  was  collated  by  Sir  George  Ashe,  Bishop  of  Clogher, 
to  the  archdeaconry  of  Clogher.  About  that  time  also  he 
married  Miss  Anne  Minchin,  a  young  lady  of  great  merit 
and  beauty,  by  whom  he  had  two  sons,  who  died  young, 
and  one  daughter,  who  is  still  living.  His  wife  died  some 
time  before  him  ;  and  her  death  is  said  to  have  made  so 
great  an  impression  on  his  spirits,  that  it  served  to  hasten 
his  own.  On  the  31st  of  May,  1716,  he  was  presented, 
b\^  his  friend  and  patron  Archbishop  King,  to  the  vicarage 
of  Finglass,  a  benefice  worth  about  four  hundred  pounds 
a-year,  in  the  diocese  of  Dublin,  but  he  lived  to  enjoy  his 
preferment  a  very  short  time.  He  died  at  Chester,  in 
July,  1717,  on  his  way  to  Ireland,  and  was  buried  in  Trinity 
Church  in  that  town,  without  any  monument  to  mark  the 

Slace  of  his  interment.      As  he  died  without  male  issue, 
is  estate  devolved  to  his  only  nephew,  Sir  John  Parnell. 
Baronet,  whose  father  was  younger  brother  to  the  Arch- 
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deacon,  and  one  of  the  Justices  of  the  King's  Bench  in 
Ireland. 

Such  is  the  very  unpoetical  detail  of  the  life  of  a  poet 
Some  dates,  and  some  few  facts  scarcely  more  interesting 
than  those  that  make  the  ornaments  of  a  country  tomb- 
stone, are  all  that  remain  of  one,  whose  labours  now  begin 
to  excite  universal  curiosity.  A  poet,  while  living,  is  seldom 
an  object  sufficiently  great  to  attract  much  attention  ;  his 
real  merits  are  known  but  to  a  few,  and  these  are  generally 
sparing  in  their  praises.  When  his  fame  is  increased  by 
time,  it  is  then  too  late  to  investigate  the  peculiarities  of 
his  disposition  :  the  dews  of  the  morning  are  past,  and  we 
vainly  try  to  continue  the  chase  by  the  meridian  splendour. 
There  is  scarcely  any  man  but  might  be  made  the  subject 
of  a  very  interesting  and  amusing  history,  if  the  writer, 
besides  a  thorough  acquaintance  with  the  character  he 
draws,  were  able  to  make  those  nice  distinctions  which 
separate  it  from  all  others.  The  strongest  minds  have 
usually  the  most  striking  peculiarities,  and  would  conse- 
quently afford  the  richest  materials  :  but  in  the  present 
instance,  from  not  knowing  Dr  Parnell,  his  peculiarities  are 
gone  to  the  grave  with  him  ;  and  we  are  obliged  to  take 
his  character  from  such  as  knew  but  little  of  him,  or  who, 
perhaps,  could  have  given  very  little  information  if  they  had 
known  more. 

Parnell,  by  what  I  have  been  able  to  collect  from  my 
father  and  uncle,  who  knew  him,  was  the  most  capable 
man  in  the  world  to  make  the  happiness  of  those  he  con- 
versed wi'h,  and  the  least  able  to  secure  his  own.  He 
wanted  that  evenness  of  disposition  which  bears  disappoint- 
ment with  phlegm,  and  joy  with  indifference.  He  was 
ever  very  much  elated  or  depressed ;  and  his  whole  life 
spent  in  agony  or  rapture.  But  the  turbulence  of  these 
passions  only  affected  himself,  and  never  those  about  him  : 
he  knew  the  ridicule  of  his  own  character,  and  very 
effectually  raised  the  mirth  of  his  companions,  as  well  at 
his  vexations  as  at  his  triumphs. 

How  much  his  company  was  desired,  appears  from  the 
extensiveness  of  his  connections,  and  the  number  of  his 
friends.  Even  before  he  made  any  figure  in  the  literary 
world,  his  friendship  was  sought  by  persons  of  every  rank 
and  party.  The  wits  at  that  time  differed  a  good  deal 
from  those  who  are  most  eminent  for  their  understanding 
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at  present.  It  would  now  be  thought  a  very' indifferent 
sign  of  a  writer's  good  sense,  to  disclaim  his  private  friends 
for  happening  to  be  of  a  different  party  in  politics  ;  but  it 
was  then  otherwise,  —  the  Whig  wits  held  the  Tory  wits  in 
great  contempt,  and  these  retaliated  in  their  turn.  At  the 
head  of  one  party  were  Addison,  Steele,  and  Congreve ; 
at  that  of  the  other  Pope,  Swift,  and  Arbuthnot.  Parnell 
was  a  friend  to  both  sides,  and,  with  a  liberality  becoming 
a  scholar,  scorned  all  those  trifling  distinctions,  that  are 
noisy  for  the  time,  and  ridiculous  to  posterity.  Nor  did  he 
emancipate  himself  from  these  without  some  opposition 
from  home.  Having  been  the  son  of  a  Commonwealth's 
man,  his  Tory  connections  on  this  side  of  the  water  gave  his 
friends  in  Ireland  great  offence  :  they  were  much  enraged 
to  see  him  keep  company  with  Pope,  and  Swift,  and  Gay  ; 
they  blamed  his  undistinguishing  taste,  and  wondered  what 
pleasure  he  could  find  in  the  conversation  of  men  who 
approved  the  treaty  of  Utrecht,  and  disliked  the  Duke  of 
Marlborough.  His  conversation  is  said  to  have  been 
extremely  pleasing,  but  in  what  its  peculiar  excellence 
consisted  is  now  unknown.  The  letters  which  were  written 
to  him  by  his  friends,  are  full  of  compliments  upon  his 
talents  as  a  companion,  and  his  good-nature  as  a  man.  I 
have  several  of  them  now  before  me.  Pope  was  particularly 
fond  of  his  company,  and  seems  to  regret  his  absence  more 
than  any  of  the  rest. 

A  letter  from  him  follows  thus  : 

"  London,  July  29. 
"  Dear  Sir,  —  I  wish  it  were  not  as  ungenerous  as  vain 
to  complain  too  much  of  a  man  that  forgets  me,  but  I  could 
expostulate  with  j'ou  a  whole  day  upon  your  inhuman 
silence  .  I  call  it  inhuman ;  nor  would  you  think  it  less,  if 
you  were  truly  sensible  of  the  uneasiness  it  gives  me.  Did 
I  know  you  so  ill  as  to  think  you  proud,  I  would  be  much 
less  concerned  than  I  am  able  to  be,  when  I  know  one  of 
the  best-natured  men  alive  neglects  me ;  and  if  you  know 
me  so  ill  as  to  think  amiss  of  me,  with  regard  to  my  friend- 
ship for  you,  you  really  do  not  deserve  half  the  trouble  you 
occasion  me.  I  need  not  tell  you,  that  both  Mr  Gay  and 
myself  have  written  several  letters  in  vain  ;  and  that  we 
were  constantly  inquiring,  of  all  who  have  seen  Ireland,  if 
they  saw  you,  and  that  (forgotten  as  we  are)  we  are  every 
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day  remembering  you  in  our  most  agreeable  hours.  All 
this  is  true  ;  as  that  we  are  sincerely  lovers  of  you,  and 
deplorers  of  your  absence,  and  that  we  form  no  wish  more 
ardently  than  that  which  brings  you  over  to  us,  and  places 
you  in  your  old  seat  between  us.  We  have  lately  had 
some  distant  hopes  of  the  Dean's  design  to  revisit  England ; 
will  not  you  accompany  him  ?  or  is  England  to  lose  every 
thing  that  has  any  charms  for  us,  and  must  we  pray  for 
banishment  as  a  benediction  ?  I  have  once  been  witness  of 
some,  I  hope  all,  of  your  splenetic  hours  :  come,  and  be  a 
comforter  in  your  turn  to  me,  in  mine.  I  am  in  such  an 
unsettled  state,  that  I  can't  tell  if  1  shall  ever  see  you, 
unless  it  be  this  year  :  whether  I  do  or  not,  be  ever 
assured,  you  have  as  large  a  share  of  my  thoughts  and  good 
wishes  as  any  man,  and  as  great  a  portion  of  gratitude  in 
my  heart  as  would  enrich  a  monarch,  could  he  know  where 
to  find  it.  I  shall  not  die  without  testifying  something  of 
this  nature,  and  leaving  to  the  world  a  memorial  of  the 
friendship  that  has  been  so  great  a  pleasure  and  pride  to 
me.  It  would  be  like  \\Titing  my  own  epitaph,  to  acquaint 
you  with  what  I  have  lost  since  I  saw  you,  what  I  have 
done,  what  I  have  thought,  where  I  have  lived,  and  where 
I  now  repose  in  obscurity.  My  friend  Jervas,  the  bearer 
of  this,  will  inform  you  of  all  particulars  concerning  me  ; 
and  Mr  Ford  is  charged  with  a  thousand  loves,  and  a 
thousand  complaints,  and  a  thousand  commissions  to  you 
on  my  part.  They  will  both  tax  you  with  the  neglect  of 
some  promises  which  were  too  agreeable  to  us  all  to  be 
forgot  :  if  you  care  for  any  of  us,  tell  them  so,  and  WTite  so 
to  me.  I  can  say  no  more,  but  that  I  love  you,  and  am,  in 
spite  of  the  longest  neglect  of  happiness,  dear  sir,  your 
most  faithful  affectionate  friend  and  servant,     A.  Pope." 

"  Gay  is  in  Devonshire,  and  from  thence  he  goes  to  Bath. 
My  father  and  mother  never  fail  to  commemorate  you." 

Among  the  number  of  his  most  intimate  friends  was 
Lord  Oxford,  whom  Pope  has  so  finely  complimented  upon 
the  delicacy  of  hb  choice  : 

For  him  thou  oft  hast  bid  the  world  attend. 
Fond  to  forget  the  statesman  in  the  friend  ; 
For  Swift  and  him  despised  the  farce  of  state. 
The  Bober  follies  of  the  wise  and  great ; 
VOL.  IV.  N 
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Dext'rous  the  craving,  fawning  crowd  to  quit. 
And  pleased  to  'scape  from  flattery  to  wit. 

Pope  himself  was  not  only  excessively  fond  of  his  company, 
but  under  several  literary  obligations  to  him  for  his  assistance 
in  the  translation  of  Homer.  Gay  was  obliged  to  him  upon 
another  account  ;  for,  being  always  poor,  he  was  not  above 
receiving  from  Paniell  the  copy  money  which  the  latter  got 
for  his  writings.  Several  of  their  letters,  now  before  me, 
are  proofs  of  this  ;  and  as  they  have  never  appeared  before, 
it  is  probable  the  reader  will  be  much  better  pleased  with 
their  idle  effusions,  than  with  any  thing  I  can  hammer  out 
for  his  amusement. 

"  BiNFiELD,  near  Oakikgham,  Tuesday. 
"  Dear  Sir,  —  I  believe  the  hurry  you  were  in  hindered 
your  giving  me  a  word  by  the  last  post,  so  that  I  am  yet  to 
learn  whether  you  got  well  to  town,  or  continue  so  there. 
I  very  much  fear  both  for  your  health  and  your  quiet  ;  and 
no  man  living  can  be  more  truly  concerned  in  any  thing 
that  touches  either  than  myself.  I  would  comfort  myself, 
however,  with  hoping,  that  your  business  may  not  be 
unsuccessful  for  your  sake  ;  and  that  at  least  it  may  soon 
be  put  into  other  proper  hands.  For  my  own,  I  beg 
earnestly  of  you  to  return  to  us  as  soon  as  possible.  You 
know  how  very  much  I  want  you  ;  and  that,  however  your 
business  may  depend  upon  any  other,  my  business  depends 
entirely  upon  you  ;  and  yet  still  I  hope  you  will  find  your 
man,  even  though  I  lose  you  the  mean  while.  At  this 
time,  the  more  1  love  you,  the  less  I  can  spare  you ;  which 
alone  will,  I  dare  say,  be  a  reason  to  you  to  let  me  have 
you  back  the  sooner.  The  minute  I  lost  you,  Eustathius, 
with  nine  hundred  pages,  and  nine  thousand  contractions 
of  the  Greek  characters,  arose  to  view  !  Spondanus,  with 
all  his  auxiliaries,  in  number  a  thousand  pages,  (value  three 
shillings,)  and  Dacier's  three  volumes,  Barnes's  two, 
Valterie's  three,  Cuperus,  half  in  Greek,  Leo  Allatus,  three 
parts  in  Greek,  Scaliger,  Macrobius,  and  (worse  than  them 
all)  Aulus  Gellius !  All  these  rushed  upon  my  soul  at 
once,  and  whelmed  me  under  a  fit  of  the  headach.  I  cursed 
them  all  religiously,  damned  my  best  friends  among  the 
rest,  and  even  blasphemed  Homer  himself.  Dear  sir,  not 
only  as  you  are  a  trieud,  and  a  good-natured  man,  but  as 
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you  are  a  Christian  and  a  divine,  come  back  speedily,  and 
prevent  the  increase  of  my  sins  ;  for,  at  the  rate  I  have 
begun  to  rave,  I  shall  not  only  damn  all  the  poets  and 
commentators  who  have  gone  before  me,  but  be  damned 
myself  by  all  who  come  after  me.  To  be  serious  :  you 
have  not  only  left  me  to  the  last  degree  impatient  for  your 
return,  who  at  all  times  should  have  been  so,  (though  never 
so  much  as  since  I  knew  you  in  best  health  here,)  but  you 
have  wrought  several  miracles  upon  our  family  :  you  have 
made  old  people  fond  of  a  young  and  gay  person,  and 
inveterate  papists  of  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England  ; 
even  Nurse  herself  is  in  danger  of  being  in  love  in  her  old 
age,  and  (for  all  I  know)  would  even  marry  Dennis  for 
your  sake,  because  he  is  your  man,  and  loves  his  master. 
In  short,  come  down  forthwith,  or  give  me  good  reasons  for 
delaying,  though  but  for  a  day  or  two,  by  the  next  post. 
If  I  find  them  just,  I  will  come  up  to  you,  though  you  know 
how  precious  my  time  is  at  present  ;  my  hours  were  never 
worth  so  much  money  before  ;  but  perhaps  you  are  not 
sensible  of  this,  who  give  away  your  own  works.  You  are 
a  generous  author  ;  I  a  hackney  scribbler  :  you  a  Grecian, 
and  bred  at  a  university  ;  I  a  poor  Englishman,  of  my  own 
educating  :  you  a  reverend  parson,  I  a  wag  :  in  short,  you 
are  Dr  Pamelle,  (with  an  e  at  the  end  of  your  name,)  and 
I — Your  most  obliged  and  affectionate  friend  and  faithful 
servant,  ^  A.  Pope," 

"  My  hearty  service  to  the  Dean,  Dr  Arbuthnot,  Mr  Ford, 
and  the  true  genuine  shepherd.  J.  Gay,  of  Devon.  I  expect 
him  down  with  you." 

We  may  easily  perceive  by  this,  that  Pamell  was  not 
a  little  necessary  to  Pope  in  conducting  his  translation  ; 
however,  he  has  worded  it  so  ambiguously  that  it  is 
impossible  to  bring  the  charge  directly  against  him.  But 
he  is  much  more  explicit  when  he  mentions  his  friend  Gay's 
obligations  in  another  letter,  which  he  takes  no  pains  to 
conceal, 

"  Dear  Sir, —  I  write  to  you  with  the  same  warmth,  the 
game  zeal  of  good-will  and  friendship,  with  which  I  used  to 
converse  with  you  two  years  ago,  and  can't  think  myseli' 
absent,  when  I  feel  you  so  much  at  my  heart.-    The  picture 
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of  you,  which  Jervas  brought  me  over,  is  infinitely  less  livelj' 
a  representation  than  that  I  carry  about  with  me,  and  which 
rises  to  my  mind  whenever  I  think  of  you.  I  have  many 
an  agreeable  reverie  through  those  woods  and  downs  where 
we  once  rambled  together  :  my  head  is  sometimes  at  the 
Bath,  and  sometimes  at  Letcomb,  where  the  Dean  makes  a 
great  part  of  my  imaginary  entertainment,  this  being  the 
cheapest  way  of  treating  me  :  I  hope  he  will  not  be 
displeased  at  this  manner  of  paying  my  respects  to  him, 
instead  of  following  my  friend  Jervas's  example,  which,  to 
say  the  truth,  I  have  as  much  inclination  to  do  as  I  want 
ability.  I  have  been  ever  since  December  last  in  greater 
variety  of  business  than  any  such  men  as  you  (that  is, 
divines  and  philosophers)  can  possibly  imagine  a  reasonable 
creature  capable  of.  Gay's  play,  among  the  rest,  has  cost 
much  time  and  long-suflPering,  to  stem  a  tide  of  malice  and 
party  that  certain  authors  have  raised  against  it :  the  best 
revenge  upon  such  fellows  is  now  in  my  hands — I  mean  your 
Zoilus,  which  really  transcends  the  expectation  I  had  con- 
ceived of  it.  I  have  put  it  into  the  press,  beginning  with 
the  poem  Batrachom  ;  for  you  seem,  by  the  first  paragraph 
of  the  dedication  to  it,  to  design  to  prefix  the  name  of  some 
particular  person.  I  beg  therefore  to  know  for  whom  you 
intend  it,  that  the  publication  may  not  be  delayed  on  this 
account,  and  this  as  soon  as  is  possible.  Inform  me  also 
upon  what  terms  I  am  to  deal  with  the  bookseller,  and 
whether  you  design  the  copy  money  for  Gay,  as  you 
formerly  talked  ;  what  number  of  books  you  would  have 
yourself,  &c.  I  scarce  see  any  thing  to  be  altered  in  this 
whole  piece  ;  in  the  poems  you  sent  I  will  take  the  liberty 
you  allow  me.  The  story  of  Pandora,  and  the  Eclogue 
upon  Health,  are  two  of  the  most  beautiful  things  I  ever 
read.  I  do  not  say  this  to  the  prejudice  of  the  rest,  but  as 
I  have  read  these  oftener.  Let  me  know  how  far  my  com- 
mission is  to  extend,  and  be  confident  of  my  punctual 
performance  of  whatever  you  enjoin.  I  must  add  a 
paragraph  on  this  occasion  in  regard  to  Mr  Ward,  whose 
verses  have  been  a  great  pleasure  to  me  .  I  will  contrive 
they  shall  be  so  to  the  world,  whenever  I  can  find  a  proper 
opportunity  of  publishing  them. 

"  I  shall  very  soon  print  an  entire  collection  of  my  own 
madrigals,  which  I  look  upon  as  making  my  last  will  and 
testament,  since  in  it  I  shall  give  all  I  ever  intend  to 
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give,  (which  I  '11  beg  yours  and  the  Dean's  acceptance  of.) 
You  must  look  on  me  no  more  a  poet,  but  a  plain  com- 
moner, who  lives  upon  his  own,  and  fears  and  flatters  no 
man,  I  hope,  before  I  die,  to  discharge  the  debt  I  owe  to 
Homer,  and  get  upon  the  whole  just  fame  enough  to  serv6 
for  an  annuity  for  my  own  time,  though  I  leave  nothing  to 
posterity. 

"  I  beg  our  correspondence  may  be  more  frequent  than  it 
has  been  of  late.  I  am  sure  my  esteem  and  love  for  you 
never  more  deserved  it  from  you,  or  more  prompted  it 
from  you.  I  desired  our  friend  Jervas  (in  the  greatest 
hurry  of  my  business)  to  say  a  great  deal  in  my  name,  both 
to  yourself  and  the  Dean,  and  must  once  more  repeat  the 
assurances  to  you  both,  of  an  unchanging  friendship  and 
unalterable  esteem.  —  I  am,  dear  sir,  most  entirely,  your 
affectionate,  faithful,  obliged  friend  and  servant,    A.  Pope." 

From  these  letters  to  Parnell,  we  may  conclude,  as  far  as 
their  testimony  can  go,  that  he  was  an  agreeable,  a  generous, 
and  a  sincere  man.  Indeed,  he  took  care  that  his  friends 
should  always  see  him  to  the  best  advantage  :  for,  when  he 
found  his  fits  of  spleen  and  uneasiness,  which  sometimes 
lasted  for  weeks  together,  returning,  he  returned  with  all 
expedition  to  the  remote  parts  of  Ireland,  and  there  made 
out  a  gloomy  kind  of  satisfaction,  in  giving  hideous 
descriptions  of  the  solitude  to  which  he  retired.  It  is  said 
of  a  famous  painter,  that,  being  confined  in  prison  for  debt, 
his  whole  delight  consisted  in  drawing  the  faces  of  his 
creditors  in  caricatura.  It  was  just  so  with  Parnell.  From 
many  of  his  unpublished  pieces  which  I  have  seen,  and 
from  others  that  have  appeared,  it  would  seem  that  scarcely 
a  bog  in  his  neighbourhood  was  left  without  reproach,  snd 
scarcely  a  mountain  reared  its  head  unsung.  "  I  can  easily," 
says  Pope,  in  one  of  his  letters,  in  answer  to  a  dreary 
description  of  Parnell's,  "  I  can  easily  image  to  my  thoughts 
the  solitary  hours  of  your  eremitical  life  in  the  mountains, 
from  some  parallel  to  it  in  my  own  retirement  at  Binfield  :" 
and  in  another  place,  "  We  are  both  miserably  enough 
situated,  God  knows  ;  but  of  the  two  evils,  I  think  the 
solitudes  of  the  South  are  to  be  preferred  to  the  deserts  of 
the  West."  In  this  manner  Pope  answered  him  in  the 
tone  of  his  own  complaints  :  and  these  descriptions  of  the 
imagined  distress  _oi  his  situation  served  to  give  him  a 
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temporary  relief ;  they  threw  off  the  blame  from  himself, 
and  laid  upon  fortune  and  accident  a  wretchedness  of  hia 
own  creating. 

But  though  this  method  of  quarreling  in  his  poems  with 
his  situation  ser^•ed  to  relieve  himself,  yet  it  was  not  easily 
endured  by  the  gentlemen  in  the  neighbourhood,  who  did 
not  care  to  confess  themselves  his  fellow-sufferers.  He 
received  many  mortifications  upon  that  account  among 
them  ;  for,  being  naturally  fond  of  company,  he  could  not 
endure  to  be  without  even  theirs,  which,  however,  among 
his  English  friends,  he  pretended  to  despise.  In  fact,  his 
conduct,  in  this  particular,  was  rather  splenetic  than  wise  ; 
he  had  either  lost  the  art  to  engage,  or  did  not  employ  his 
skill  in  securing  those  more  permanent,  though  more  humble 
connections,  and  sacrificed,  for  a  month  or  two  in  England, 
a  whole  year's  happiness  by  his  country  fireside  at  home. 

However,  what  he  permitted  the  world  to  see  of  his  life 
was  elegant  and  splendid  :  his  fortune  (for  a  poet)  was  verj' 
considerable,  and  it  may  be  easily  supposed  he  lived  to  the 
very  extent  of  it.  The  fact  is,  his  expenses  were  greater 
than  his  income,  and  his  successor  found  the  estate  some- 
what impaired  at  his  decease.  As  soon  as  ever  he  had  collected 
in  his  annual  revenues,  he  immediately  set  out  for  England, 
to  enjoy  the  company  of  his  dearest  friends,  and  laugh  at 
the  more  prudent  world  that  were  minding  business  and 
gaining  money.  The  friends  to  whom,  during  the  latter 
part  of  his  life,  he  was  chiefly  attached,  were  Pope,  Swifl, 
Arbuthnot,  Jervas,  and  Gay.  Among  these  he  was  parti- 
cularly happy,  his  mind  was  entirely  at  ease,  and  gave  a 
loose  to  every  harmless  folly  that  came  uppermost.  Indeed, 
it  was  a  society  in  which,  of  all  others,  a  wise  man  might 
be  most  foolish,  without  incurring  any  danger  or  contempt. 
Perhaps  the  reader  will  be  pleased  to  see  a  letter  to  him 
from  a  part  of  this  junto,  as  there  is  something  striking 
even  in  the  levities  of  genius.  It  comes  from  Gay,  Jervas, 
Arbuthnot,  and  Pope,  assembled  at  a  chophouse  near  the 
Exchange,  and  is  as  follows  :  — 

"'M.Y  Dear  Sre,  —  I  was  last  summer  in  Devonshire,  and 
am  this  winter  at  Mrs  Bonyer's.  In  the  summer  I  wrote  a 
poem,  and  in  the  winter  I  have  published  it,  which  I  have 
sent  to  you  by  Dr  Elwood.  In  the  summer  I  ate  two 
dishes  of  toad-stools   of  my  own   gathering,    instead  of 
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mushrooms  ;  and  in  the  winter  I  have  been  sick  with  wine, 
as  I  am  at  this  time,  blessed  be  God  for  it !  as  I  must  bless 
God  for  all  things.  In  the  summer  I  spoke  truth  to 
damsels  :  in  the  winter  I  told  lies  to  ladies.  Now  you 
know  where  I  have  been,  and  what  I  have  done,  I  shall  tell 
you  ,what  I  intend  to  do  the  ensuing  summer  :  I  propose  to 
do  the  same  thing  I  did  last,  which  was  to  meet  you  in  any 
part  of  England  you  would  appoint  ;  don 't  let  me  have 
two  disappointments.  I  have  longed  to  hear  from  you,  and 
to  that  intent  I  teased  you  with  three  or  four  letters  ;  but, 
having  no  answer,  I  feared  both  yours  and  my  letters  might 
have  miscarried.  I  hope  my  performance  will  please  the 
Dean,  whom  I  often  wished  for,  and  to  whom  I  would  have 
often  wrote,  but  for  the  same  reasons  I  neglected  writing  to 
you.  I  hope  I  need  not  tell  you  how  I  love  you,  and  how 
glad  I  shall  be  to  hear  from  you,  which,  next  to  the  seeing 
you,  would  be  the  greatest  satisfaction  to  your  most 
affectionate  friend  and  humble  servant,  J.  G." 

•'  Dear  Mr  Archdeacon, — Thoi^h  my  proportion  of  this 
epistle  should  be  but  a  sketch  in  miniature,  yet  I  take  up 
this  half  page,  having  paid  my  club  with  the  good  company 
both  for  our  dinner  of  chops  and  for  this  paper.  The  poets 
will  give  you  lively  descriptions  in  their  way  ;  I  shall  only 
acquaint  you  with  that  which  is  directly  my  province.  I 
have  just  set  the  last  hand  to  a  couplet,  for  so  I  may  call  two 
nymphs  in  one  piece.  They  are  Pope's  favourites,  and 
though  few,  you  will  guess  must  have  cost  me  more  pains 
than  any  nymphs  can  be  worth.  He  has  been  so  unreasonable 
as  to  expect  that  I  should  have  made  them  as  beautiful  upon 

canvass,  as  he  has  done  upon  paper.    If  this  same  Mr  P 

should  omit  to  write  for  the  dear  frogs,  and  the  Pervigilium, 
I  must  entreat  you  not  to  let  me  languish  for  them,  as  I  have 
done  ever  since  they  crossed  the  seas  :  remember  by  what 
neglects,  &c.  we  missed  them  when  we  lost  you,  and  there- 
fore I  have  not  yet  forgiven  any  of  those  triflers  that  let 
them  escape  and  run  those  hazards.  I  am  going  on  the  old 
rate,  and  want  you  and  the  Dean  prodigiously,  and  am  in 
hopes  of  making  you  a  visit  this  summer,  and  of  hearing 
from  you  both,  now  you  are  together.  Fortescue,  I  am 
sure,  will  be  concerned  that  he  is  not  in  Cornhill,  to  set  his 
hand  to  these  presents,  not  only  as  a  witness,  but  as  a 
Serviteur  tres  humble,  C.  Jervas." 
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"  It  is  SO  great  an  honour  to  a  poor  Scotchman  to  bd 
remembered  at  this  time  of  day,  especially  by  an  inhabitant 
of  the  Glacialis  lerne,  that  I  take  it  verj'  thankfully,  and 
have,  with  my  good  friends,  remembered  you  at  our  table  in 
the  chophouse  in  Exchange  Alley.  There  wanted  nothing 
to  complete  our  happiness  but  your  company,  and  our  dear 
friend  the  Dean's.  I  am  sure  the  whole  entertainment  would 
have  been  to  his  relish.  Gay  has  got  so  much  money  by 
his  Art  of  Walking  the  Streets,  that  he  is  ready  to  set  up 
his  equipage  ;  he  is  just  going  to  the  bank  to  negotiate  some 
exchange  bills.  Mr  Pope  delays  his  second  volume  of  his 
Homer  till  the  martial  spirit  of  the  rebels*  is  quite  quelled, 
it  being  judged  that  the  first  part  did  some  harm  that  way. 
Our  love  again  and  again  to  the  dear  Dean.  Fuimus 
Tories,  I  can  say  no  more.  Arbuthnot." 

"  When  a  man  is  conscious  that  he  does  no  good  himself, 
the  next  thing  is  to  cause  others  to  do  some.  I  may  claim 
some  merit  this  way,  in  hastening  this  testimonial  from  your 
friends  above  writing  :  their  love  to  you  indeed  wants  no 
spur,  their  ink  wants  no  pen,  their  pen  wants  no  hand,  their 
hand  wants  no  heart,  and  so  forth  (after  the  manner  of 
Rabelais,  which  is  betwixt  some  meaning  and  no  meaning  ;) 
and  yet  it  may  be  said,  when  present  thought  and  opportunity 
is  wanting,  their  pens  want  ink,  their  hands  want  pens,  their 
hearts  want  hands,  &c.  till  time,  place,  and  conveniency, 
concur  to  set  them  writing,  as  at  present,  a  sociable  meeting, 
a  good  dinner,  warm  fire,  and  an  easy  situation  do,  to  the 
joint  labour  and  pleasure  of  this  epistle. 

"  Wherein  if  I  should  say  nothing  I  should  say  much, 
(much  being  included  in  my  love,)  though  my  love  be  such, 
that  if  I  should  say  much,  I  should  yet  say  nothing,  it  being 
(as  Cowley  says)  equally  impossible  either  to  conceal  or  to 
express  it. 

'•  If  I  were  to  tell  you  the  thing  I  wish  above  all  things,  it 
is  to  see  you  again  ;  the  next  is  to  see  here  your  treatise  of 
Zoilus,  with  the  Batrachomuomachia,  and  the  Pervigilium 
Veneris,  both  which  poems  are  masterpieces  in  several 
kinds  ;  and  I  question  not  the  prose  is  as  excellent  in  its 
sort  as  the  Essay  on  Homer.  Nothing  can  be  more 
glorious  to  that  great  author,  than  that  the  same  hand  that 

•  The  Jacobite  insurgents  of  17J5 — B. 
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raised  his  best  statue,  and  decked  it  with  its  old  laurels, 
should  also  hang  up  the  scarecrow  of  his  miserable  critic, 
and  gibbet  up  the  carcass  of  Zoilus,  to  the  terror  of  the 
witlings  of  posterity'.  More,  and  much  more,  upon  this  and 
a  thousand  other  subjects,  will  be  the  matter  of  my  next 
letter,  wherein  I  must  open  all  the  friend  to  you.  At  this 
time  I  must  be  content  with  telling  you,  I  am  faithfully  your 
most  affectionate  and  humble  servant,  A.  Pope." 

If  we  regard  this  letter  with  a  critical  eye,  we  must  find 
it  indifferent  enough  ;  if  we  consider  it  as  a  mere  effusion  of 
friendship,  in  which  every  writer  contended  in  affection,  it 
will  appear  much  to  the  honour  of  those  who  wrote  it.  To 
be  mindful  of  an  absent  friend  in  the  hours  of  mirth  and 
feasting,  when  his  company  is  least  wanted,  shews  no  slight 
degree  of  sincerity.  Yet  probably  there  was  still  another 
motive  for  writing  thus  to  him  in  conjunction.  The  above 
named,  together  with  Swift  and  Parnell,  had  some  time 
before  formed  themselves  into  a  society,  called  the  Scrib- 
blerus  Club,  and  I  should  suppose  they  commemorated  him 
thus,  as  being  an  absent  member. 

It  is  past  a  doubt  that  they  wrote  many  things  in  con- 
Junction,  and  Gay  usually  held  the  pen.  And  yet  I  do  not 
remember  any  productions  wuich  were  the  joint  effort  of 
this  society,  as  doing  it  honour.  There  is  something  feeble 
and  quaint  in  all  their  attempts,  as  if  company  repressed 
thought,  and  genius  wanted  solitude  for  its  boldest  and 
happiest  exertions.  Of  those  productions  in  which  Parnell 
had  a  principal  share,  that  of  the  Origin  of  the  Sciences 
from  the  Monkeys  in  Ethiopia,  is  particularly  mentioned  by 
Pope  himself,  in  some  manuscript  anecdotes  which  he  left 
behind  him.  The  Life  of  Homer  also,  prefixed  to  the 
translation  of  the  Iliad,  is  written  by  Parnell,  and  corrected 
by  Pope  ;  and,  as  that  great  poet  assures  us  in  the  same 
place,  this  correction  was  not  effected  without  great  labour. 
"  It  is  still  stiff,"'  says  he,  "  and  was  written  still  stiffer  ;  as 
it  is,  I  verily  think  it  cost  me  more  pains  in  the  correcting, 
than  the  writing  it  would  have  done."  All  this  may  be  easily 
credited  ;  for  every  thing  of  Parnell's  that  has  appeared  in 
prose,  is  written  in  a  very  awkward  inelegant  manner.  It 
is  true,  his  productions  teem  with  imagination,  and  shew 
great  learning,  but  they  want  that  ease  and  sweetness  for 
which  his  poetry  is  so  much  admired  ;  and  the  language  i^ 
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also  shamefully  incorrect.  Yet,  though  all  this  must  be 
allowed,  Pope  should  have  taken  care  not  to  leave  his  errors 
upon  record  against  him,  or  put  it  in  the  power  of  envy  to 
tax  his  friend  with  faults  that  do  not  appear  in  what  he  has 
left  to  the  world.  A  poet  has  a  right  to  expect  the  same 
secrecy  in  his  friend  as  in  his  confessor ;  the  sins  he  discovers 
are  not  divulged  for  punishment  but  pardon.  Indeed,  Pope 
is  almost  inexcusable  in  this  instance,  as  what  he  seems  to 
condemn  in  one  place,  he  very  much  applauds  in  another. 
In  one  of  the  letters  from  him  to  Parnell,  above  mentioned, 
he  treats  the  Life  of  Homer  with  much  greater  respect,  and 
seems  to  say,  that  the  prose  is  excellent  in  its  kind.  It  must 
be  confessed,  however,  that  he  is  by  no  means  inconsistent ; 
what  he  says  in  both  places  may  very  easily  be  reconciled  to 
truth  ;  but  who  can  defend  his  candour  and  sincerity  ? 

It  would  be  hard,  however,  to  suppose  that  there  was  no 
real  friendship  between  these  great  men.  The  benevolence 
of  Pamell's  disposition  remains  unimpeached ;  and  Pope, 
though  subject  to  starts  of  passion  and  envy,  yet  never 
missed  an  opportunity  of  being  truly  serviceable  to  him. 
The  commerce  between  them  was  carried  on  to  the  common 
interest  of  both.  When  Pope  had  a  Miscellany  to  publish, 
he  applied  to  Parnell  for  poetical  assistance,  and  the  latter 
as  implicitly  submitted  to  him  for  correction.  Thus  they 
mutually  advanced  each  other's  interest  or  fame,  and  grew 
stronger  by  conjunction.  Nor  was  Pope  the  only  person 
to  whom  Parnell  had  recourse  for  assistance.  We  learn 
from  Swift's  letters  to  Stella,  that  he  submitted  his  pieces 
to  all  his  friends,  and  readily  adopted  their  alterations. 
Swift,  among  the  number,  was  very  useful  to  him  in  that 
particular  :*  and  care  has  been  taken  that  the  world  should 
not  remain  ignorant  of  the  obligation. 

But  in  the  connections  of  wits,  interest  has  generally  very 
little  share;  they  have  only  pleasure  in  view,  and  can 
seldom  find  it  but  among  each  other.  The  Scribblerus 
Club,  when  the  members  were  in  town,  were  seldom  asunder, 
and  they  often  made  excursions  together  into  the  country,  and 
generally  on  foot.  Swift  was  usually  the  butt  of  the  company, 

*  Swift  also  assumes  the  credit  of  having  introduced  Parnell  to  the 
acquaintance  of  Lord  Bolingbroke  and  the  Earl  of  Oxford.  "  1  value 
myself,"  he  adds,  "  upon  making  the  ministr)'  desire  to  be  acquainted 
with  Parnell,  and  not  Parnell  with  the  ministry."  Letters  to  Mrs 
Diiigley.  —  B. 
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and  if  a  trick  was  played,  he  was  always  the  sufferer. 
The  whole  party  once  agreed  to  walk  down  to  the  house 
of  Lord  B— — ,*  who  is  still  living,  and  whose  seat  is 
about  twelve  miles  from  town.  As  every  one  agreed  to 
make  the  best  of  his  way,  Swift,  who  was  remarkable  for 
walking,  soon  left  the  rest  behind  him,  fully  resolved,  upon 
his  arrival,  to  choose  the  very  best  bed  for  himself,  for  that 
was  his  custom.  In  the  meantime,  Parnell  was  determined 
to  prevent  his  intentions,  and  taking  horse,  arrived  at  Lord 

B 's  by  another  way,  long  before  him.    Having  apprized 

his  lordship  of  Swift's  design,  it  was  resolved  at  any  rate 
to  keep  him  out  of  the  house  ;  but  how  to  effect  this  was 
the  question.  Swift  never  had  the  small-pox,  and  M'as  very 
much  afraid  of  catching  it  ;  as  soon,  therefore,  as  he 
appeared  striding  along  at  some  distance  from  the  house, 
one  of  his  lordship's  servants  was  despatched  to  inform 
him,  that  the  small-pox  was  then  making  great  ravages  in 
the  family,  but  that  there  M'as  a  summer-house  Mith  a  field- 
bed  at  his  service,  at  the  end  of  the  garden.  There  the 
disappointed  Dean  was  obliged  to  retire,  and  take  a  cold 
supper  that  was  sent  out  to  him,  while  the  rest  were  feasting 
within.  However,  at  last  they  took  compassion  on  him  ; 
and  upon  his  promising  never  to  choose  the  best  bed  again, 
they  permitted  him  to  make  one  of  the  company. 

There  is  something  satisfactory  in  these  accounts  of  the 
follies  of  the  wise  :  they  give  a  natural  air  to  the  picture, 
and  reconcile  us  to  our  own.  There  have  been  few  poetical 
societies  more  talked  of,  or  productive  of  a  greater  variety 
of  whimsical  conceits,  than  this  of  the  Scribblerus  Club, 
but  how  long  it  lasted  I  cannot  exactly  determine.  The 
whole  of  Parnell's  poetical  existence  was  not  of  more 
than  eight  or  ten  years'  continuance  ;  his  first  excursions  to 
England  began  about  the  year  1706,  and  he  died  in  the 
year  1718  ;  so  that  it  is  probable  the  club  began  with  him, 
and  his  death  ended  the  connection.  Indeed,  the  festivity 
of  his  conversation,  the  benevolence  of  his  heart,  and  the 
generosity  of  his  temper,  were  qualities  that  might  serve  to 
cement  any  society,  and  that  could  hardly  be  replaced  when 
he  was  taken  away.  During  the  two  or  three  last  years  of 
his  life,  he  was  more  fond  of  company  than  ever,  and  could 
scarcely  bear  to  be  alone.     The  death  of  his  wife,  it  is  said, 

•  Lord  Bathurst.  —  B. 
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was  a  loss  to  hira  that  he  was  unable  to  support  or  "recover. 
From  that  time  he  could  never  venture  to  court  the  Muse 
in  solitude,  where  he  was  sure  to  find  the  image  of  her  who 
first  inspired  his  attempts.  He  began,  therefore,  to  throw 
himself  into  every  company,  and  to  seek  from  wine,  if  not 
relief,  at  least  insensibility.  Those  helps  that  sorrow  first 
called  for  assistance,  habit  soon  rendered  necessary,  and  he 
died  before  his  fortieth  year,  in  some  measure  a  martyr  to 
conjugal  fidelity. 

Thus,  in  the  space  of  a  very  few  years,  Parnell  attained 
a  share  of  fame,  equal  to  what  most  of  his  contemporaries 
were  a  long  life  in  acquiring.  He  is  only  to  be  considered 
as  a  poet ;  and  the  universal  esteem  in  which  his  poems  are 
held,  and  the  reiterated  pleasure  they  give  in  the  perusal, 
are  a  sufficient  test  of  their  merit.  He  appears  to  me  to 
be  the  last  of  that  great  school  that  had  modelled  itself 
upon  the  ancients,  and  taught  English  poetry  to  resemble 
what  the  generality  of  mankind  have  allowed  to  excel.  A 
studious  and  correct  observer  of  antiquity,  he  sets  himself 
to  consider  nature  with  the  lights  it  lent  him  ;  and  he  found 
that  the  more  aid  he  borrowed  from  the  one,  the  more 
delightfully  he  resembled  the  other.  To  copy  nature  is  a 
task  the  most  bungling  workman  is  able  to  execute  ;  to 
select  such  parts  as  contribute  to  delight,  is  reserved  only 
for  those  whom  accident  has  blessed  with  uncommon  talents, 
or  such  as  have  read  the  ancients  with  indefatigable  industry. 
Parnell  is  ever  happy  in  the  selection  of  his  images,  and 
scrupulously  careful  in  the  choice  of  his  subjects.  His 
productions  bear  no  resemblance  to  those  tawdry  things, 
which  it  has  for  some  time  been  the  fashion  to  admire  ;  in 
WTiting  which  the  poet  sits  down  without  any  plan,  and 
heaps  up  splendid  images  without  any  selection  ;  where  the 
reader  grows  dizzy  with  praise  and  admiration,  and  yet 
soon  grows  weary,  he  can  scarcely  tell  why.  Our  poet,  on 
the  contrary,  gives  out  his  beauties  with  a  more  sparing 
hand ;  he  is  still  carrying  his  reader  forward,  and  just  gives 
him  refreshment  sufficient  to  support  him  to  his  journey's 
end.  At  the  end  of  his  course,  the  reader  regrets  that  his 
way  has  been  so  short,  he  wonders  that  it  gave  him  so  little 
trouble,  and  so  resolves  to  go  the  journey  over  again. 

His  poetical  language  is  not  less  correct  than  his  subjects 
are  pleasing.  He  found  it  at  that  period  in  which  it  was 
brought  to  its  highest  pitch  of  refinement ;  and,  ever  since 
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his  time,  it  has  been  gradually  debasing.  It  is,  indeed, 
amazing,  after  what  has  been  done  by  Dryden,  Addison,  and 
Pope,  to  improve  and  harmonize  our  native  tongue,  that 
their  successors  should  have  taken  so  much  pains  to  involve 
it  into  pristine  barbarity.  These  misguided  innovators 
have  not  been  content  with  restoring  antiquated  words 
and  phrases,  but  have  indulged  themselves  in  the  most 
licentious  transpositions  and  the  harshest  constructions, 
vainlj'  imagining,  that  the  more  their  writings  are  unlike 
prose,  the  more  they  resemble  poetry.  They  have  adopted 
a  language  of  their  own,  and  call  upon  mankind  for  admi- 
ration.* All  those  who  do  not  understand  them  are  silent, 
and  those  who  make  out  their  meaning  are  willing  to  praise, 
to  shew  they  understand.  From  these  follies  and  affec- 
tations the  poems  of  Parnell  are  entirely  free  :  he  has 
considered  the  language  of  poetry  as  the  language  of 
life,  and  conveys  the  warmest  thoughts  in  the  simplest 
expression. 

Parnell  has  written  several  poems  besides  those  published 
by  Pope,  and  some  of  them  have  been  made  public  with 
very  little  credit  to  his  reputation.  There  are  still  many 
more  that  have  not  yet  seen  the  light,  in  the  possession 
of  Sir  John  Parnell,  his  nephew,  who,  from  that  laudable 
zeal  which  he  has  for  his  uncle's  reputation,  will  probably 
be  slow  in  publishing  what  he  may  even  suspect  will  do  it 
injury.  Of  those  which  are  usually  inserted  in  his  works, 
some  are  indifferent,  and  some  moderately  good,  but  the 
greater  part  are  excellent.  A  slight  stricture  on  the  most 
striking  shall  conclude  this  account,  which  I  have  already 
drawn  out  to  a  disproportionate  length. 

Hesiod,  or  the  Rise  of  Woman,  is  a  very  fine  illustration 
of  a  hint  from  Hesiod.  It  was  one  of  his  earliest  pro- 
ductions, and  first  appeared  in  a  miscellany  published  by 
Tonson. 

Of  the  three  songs  that  follow,  two  of  them  were  written 
upon  the  lady  he  afterwards  married  ;  they  were  the  genuine 
dictates  of  his  passion,  but  are  not  excellent  in  their  kind. 

The  anacreontic,  beginning  with  "  When  spring  came  on 
with  fresh  delight,"  is  taken  from  a  French  poet,  whose 
name  I  forget,  and,  as  far  as  I  am  able  to  judge  of  the  French 

•  This  censure  is  obviously  aimed  at  Gray,  Warton,  and  their 
imitators.  —  B. 
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language,  is  better  than  the  original.  The  anacreontic  that 
follows,  "  Gay  Bacchus,"  &c.  is  also  a  translation  *  of  a  Latin 
poem,  by  Aurelius  Augurellus,  an  Italian  poet,  beginning 
with, 

Invitat  olim  Bacchus  ad  caenam  suos 
Comuna,  Jocum,  Cupidinera. 

Parnell,  when  he  translated  it,  applied  the  characters  to 
some  of  his  friends,  and  as  it  was  written  for  their  enter- 
tainment, it  probably  gave  them  more  pleasure  than  it  has 
given  the  public  in  the  perusal.  It  seems  to  have  more 
spirit  than  the  original ;  but  it  is  extraordinary,  that  it  was 
published  as  an  original  and  not  as  a  translation.  Pope 
should  have  acknowledged  it,  as  he  knew. 

The  Fairy  Tale  is,  incontestably,  one  of  the  finest  pieces 
in  any  language.  The  old  dialect  is  not  perfectly  well 
preserved,  but  this  is  a  very  slight  defect,  where  all  the  rest 
is  so  excellent. 

The  Pervigilium  Veneris  (which,  by  the  by,  does  not 
belong  to  Catullus,)  is  very  well  versified,  and,  in  general, 
all  Parnell's  translations  are  excellent.  The  Battle  of  the 
Frogs  and  Mice,  which  follows,  is  done  as  well  as  the  subject 
would  admit ;  but  there  is  a  defect  in  the  translation,  which 
sinks  it  below  the  original,  and  which  it  was  impossible  to 
remedy, — I  mean  the  names  of  the  combatants,  which,  in 
the  Greek,  bear  a  ridiculous  allusion  to  their  natures,  have 
no  force  to  the  English  reader.  A  Bacon-eater  was  a  good 
name  for  a  mouse,  and  Pternotractas  in  Greek  was  a  very 
gopd  sounding  word,  that  conveyed  that  meaning.  PufFcheek 
would  sound  odiously'  as  a  name  for  a  frog,  and  yet  Physig- 
nathos  does  admirably  well  in  the  original. 

The  Letter  to  Mr  Pope  is  one  of  the  finest  compliments 
that  ever  was  paid  to  any  poet ;  the  description  of  his 
situation  at  the  end  of  it  is  very  fine,  but  far  from  being 
true.  That  part  of  it  where  he  deplores  his  being  far  from 
wit  and  learning,  as  being  far  from  Pope,  gave  particular 
offence  to  his  friends  at  home.  Mr  Cootc,  a  gentleman  iti 
his  neighbourhood,  who  thought  that  he  himself  had  wit, 
was  very  much  displeased  with  Parnell  for  casting  his  eyes 
so  far  off  for  a  learned  friend,  when  he  could  so  conveniently 
be  supplied  at  home. 

*  Except  the  latter  part,  which,  as  Dr  Johnson  remarks,  is  purely 
Parnell's.— B. 
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The  translation  of  a  part  of  the  Rape  of  the  Lock  into 
monkish  verse,  serves  to  shew  what  a  master  Pamell  was  of 
the  Latin  ;  a  copy  of  verses  made  in  this  manner,  is  one  of 
the  most  difficult  trifles  that  can  possibly  be  imagined.  I 
am  assured  that  it  was  written  upon  the  following  occasion  : 
Before  the  Rape  of  the  Lock  was  yet  completed,  Pope  was 
reading  it  to  his  friend  Swift,  who  sat  very  attentively,  while 
Parnell,  who  happened  to  be  in  the  house,  went  in  and  out 
without  seeming  to  take  any  notice.  However,  he  was  very 
diligently  employed  in  listening,  and  was  able,  from  the 
strength  of  his  memory,  to  bring  away  the  whole  description 
of  the  Toilet  pretty  exactly.  This  he  versified  in  the  manner 
now  published  in  his  works  ;  and  the  next  day,  when  Pope 
was  reading  his  poem  to  some  friends,  Parnell  insisted  that 
he  had  stolen  that  part  of  the  description  from  an  old 
monkish  manuscript.  An  old  paper  with  the  Latin  verses 
was  soon  brought  forth,  and  it  was  not  till  after  some  time 
that  Pope  was  delivered  from  the  confusion  which  it  at  first 
produced. 

The  Bookworm  is  another  unacknowledged  translation 
from  a  Latin  poem  by  Beza.  It  was  the  fashion  with  the 
wits  of  the  last  age,  to  conceal  the  places  whence  thev  took 
their  hints  or  their  subjects.  A  trifling  acknowledgment 
would  have  made  that  lawful  prize,  which  may  now  be 
considered  as  plunder. 

The  Night  Piece  on  Death  deserves  every  praise,  and, 
I  should  suppose,  with  very  little  amendment,  might  be 
made  to  surpass  all  those  night  pieces  and  churchyard 
scenes  that  have  since  appeared. 

But  the  poem  of  Parnell 's  best  known,  and  on  which  his 
oest  reputation  is  grounded,  is  the  Hermit.  Pope,  speaking 
of  this  in  those  manuscript  anecdotes  already  quoted,  say.s, 
"  That  the  poem  is  very  good.  The  story,"  continues  he, 
"  was  written  originally  in  Spanish,  whence,  probablj^  Howel 
had  translated  it  into  prose,  and  inserted  it  in  one  of  his  letters. 
Addison  liked  the  scheme,  and  was  not  disinclined  to  come 
into  it."  However  this  may  be,  Dr  Henry  Moore,  in  his 
Dialogues,  has  the  very  same  story  ;  and  I  have  b^en  in- 
formed by  some,  that  it  is  originally  of  Arabian  invention.* 

*  In  these  critical  remarks,  Goldsmith  has  taken  no  notice  of  the 
Allegory  on  Man,  which,  in  Dr  Johnsou's  opinion,  is  the  happiest  of 
all  ParueU's  performances,  —  £. 
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With  respect  to  the  prose  works  of  Parnell,  I  have  men- 
tioned them  already  ;  his  fame  is  too  well  grounded  for  any 
defects  in  them  to  shake  it.  I  will  only  add,  that  the  life 
of  Zoilus  was  written  at  the  request  of  his  friends,  and 
designed  as  a  satire  upon  Dennis  and  Theobald,  with  whom 
his  club  had  long  been  at  variance.  I  shall  end  this  account 
with  a  letter  to  him  from  Pope  and  Gay,  in  which  they 
endeavour  to  hasten  him  to  finish  that  production  :  — 

"  LoKDOV,  March  18. 

"  Dear  Sir, —  I  must  own  I  have  long  owed  you  a  letter, 
but,  you  must  own,  you  have  owed  me  one  a  good  deal 
longer.  Besides,  I  have  but  two  people  in  the  whole 
kingdom  of  Ireland  to  take  care  of, — the  Dean  and  you ;  but 
you  have  several  who  complain  of  your  neglect  in  England. 
Mr  Gay  complains,  Mr  Harcourt  complains,  Mr  Jervas 
complains,  Dr  Arbuthnot  complains,  my  Lord  complains,  I 
complain.  (Take  notice  of  this  figure  of  iteration,  when 
you  make  your  next  sermon.)  Some  say  you  are  in  deep 
discontent  at  the  new  turn  of  affairs  ;  others,  that  you  are 
so  much  in  the  archbishop's  good  graces,  that  you  will  not 
correspond  ^^•ith  anj-  that  have  seen  the  last  ministry. 
Some  affirm  you  have  quarreled  with  Pope,  (whose  friends, 
they  observe,  daily  fall  from  him  on  account  of  his  satirical 
and  comical  disposition ;)  others,  that  you  are  insinuating 
yourself  into  the  opinion  of  the  ingenious  Mr  What-do-ye- 
call-him.  Some  think  you  are  preparing  your  sermons  for 
the  press,  and  others,  that  you  will  transform  them  into 
essays  and  moral  discourses.  But  the  only  excuse  that  I 
will  allow,  is  your  attention  to  tlie  life  of  Zoilus.  The  frogs 
alreadj'  seem  to  croak  for  their  transportation  to  England, 
and  are  sensible  how  much  that  doctor  is  cursed  and  hated, 
who  introduced  their  species  into  your  nation  ;  therefore, 
as  you  dread  the  wrath  of  St  Patrick,  send  them  hither,  and 
rid  the  kingdom  of  those  pernicious  and  loquacious  animals. 

"  I  have  at  length  received  your  poem  out  of  Mr  Addison's 
hands,  which  shall  be  sent  as  soon  as  you  order  it,  and  in 
what  manner  you  shall  appoint.  I  shall,  in  the  meantime, 
give  Mr  Tooke  a  packet  for  you,  consisting  of  divers  merry 
pieces, —  Mr  Gay's  new  farce,  Mr  Burnet's  letter  to  Mr 
Pope,  Mr  Pope's  Temple  of  Fame,  Mr  Thomas  Burnet's 
Grumbler  on  Mr  Gay,  and  the  Bishop  of  Ailsbury's  Elegy, 
written  either  bv  Mr  Carv  or  some  other  hand. 
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"  Mr  Pope  is  reading  a  letter  ;  and,  in  the  meantime,  I 
make  use  of  the  pen  to  testify  my  uneasiness  in  not  hearing 
from  you.  I  find  success,  even  in  the  most  trivial  things, 
raises  the  indignation  of  scribblers:  for  I,  for  my  What- 
d'-ye-call-it,  could  neither  escape  the  fury  of  Mr  Burnet, 
or  the  German  Doctor  ;  then,  where  will  rage  end,  when 
Homer  is  to  be  translated?  Let  Zoilus  hasten  to  your 
friend's  assistance,  and  envious  criticism  shall  be  no  more. 
I  am  in  hopes  that  we  may  order  our  affairs  so  as  to  meet 
this  summer  at  the  Bath  ;  for  Mr  Pope  and  myself  have 
thoughts  of  taking  a  trip  thither.  You  shall  preach,  and 
we  will  vTite  lampoons  ;  for  it  is  esteemed  as  great  an 
honour  to  leave  the  Bath  for  fear  of  a  broken  head,  as  for  a 
Terrae  Filius  of  Oxford  to  be  expelled.  I  have  no  place  at 
court ;  therefore,  that  I  may  not  entirely  be  without  one 
everywhere,  shew  that  I  have  a  place  in  your  remembrance^ 
— Your  most  affectionate,  faithful  servants, 

"  A.  Pope  and  J.  Gay." 

"  Homer  will  be  published  in  three  weeks." 

I  cannot  finish  this  trifle,  without  returning  my  sincerest 
acknowledgments  to  Sir  John  Parnell,  for  the  generous 
assistance  he  was  pleased  to  give  me,  in  furnishing  me  with 
many  materials,  when  he  heard  I  was  about  writing  the  life 
of  his  uncle  ;  as  also  to  Mr  and  Mrs  Hayes,  relations  of 
our  poet ;  and  to  my  very  good  friend  Mr  Stevens,  who, 
being  an  ornament  to  letters  himself,  is  very  ready  to  assist 
all  the  attempts  of  others. 


TOL.  IV. 


THE  LIFE 
or 

HENRY, 

LORD  VISCOUNT  BOLINGBROKE. 

FIRST  rRlNTSD  IK  THE  YEAR  MDCCLXXI. 


[This  Life  was  originally  prefixed  to  the  Dissertation  on  Parties, 
published  in  1771,  and  afterwards  to  the  large  edition  of  BoUngbroke's 
Works  in  1777.  It  is  written  with  the  author's  usual  elegance  and 
discrimination  of  character,  but  with  too  evident  a  partiality  to  the 
restless  politician  whose  history  it  professes  to  record.  Lord  BoUng- 
broke's philosophical  writings  have  never  been  held  in  much  esteem 
by  the  judicious ;  and  even  his  political  tracts,  though  they  bear  the 
marks  of  an  acute  and  vigorous  mind,  refer  too  exclusively  to  the  state 
of  parties  in  his  own  time,  to  be  extensively  or  generally  useful.  Yet 
it  must  be  remembered  in  Goldsmith's  vindication,  that  at  the  time 
when  he  wrote,  Lord  Bolingbroke's  name  was  invested  with  a  charm 
which  it  has  now  lost;  he  was  stiU  remembered  as  the  secretary  of 
state,  the  eloquent  speaker,  and  the  accomplished  man  of  the  world  ;  he 
had  besides  been  long  the  idol  of  the  Tory  wits  of  Queen  Anne's  reign, 
—  of  Swift,  and  Pope,  and  Arbuthnot,  and  Gay,  whom  our  author 
reverenced  too  deeply  to  think  of  questioning  their  judgment ;  and  to 
crown  all.  Goldsmith  himself  was  warmly  attached  to  that  school  of 
politics  of  which  Bolingbroke  was  the  great  ornament.  It  must  also 
be  admitted,  that  this  ambitious  statesman  had,  on  other  grounds, 
a  very  legitimate  claim  on  the  admiration  of  his  biographer.  Possessed 
of  the  highest  talents  for  business,  and  of  extensive  poUtical  informa- 
tion —  a  shrewd  judge  of  character —  a  lover  of  learning  and  of  learned 
men  —  an  eloquent  writer,  and  a  powerful  debater,  —  he  seems  to  have 
wanted  only  a  little  less  pride,  and  a  httle  more  moral  courage,  to  have 
become  the  leading  statesman  of  his  age B.  ] 
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There  are  some  characters  that  seem  formed  by  nature 
to  take  delight  in  struggling  with  opposition,  and  whose 
most  agreeable  hours  are  passed  in  storms  of  their  own 
creating.  The  subject  of  the  present  sketch  was  perhaps, 
of  all  others,  the  most  indefatigable  in  raising  himself 
enemies,  to  shew  his  power  in  subduing  them  ;  and  was  not 
less  employed  in  improving  his  superior  talents,  than  in 
finding  objects  on  which  to  exercise  their  activitj'.  His  life 
was  spent  in  a  continual  conflict  of  politics  ;  and,  as  if  that 
was  too  short  for  the  combat,  he  has  left  his  memory  as  a 
subject  of  lasting  contention. 

It  is,  indeed,  no  easy  matter  to  preserve  an  acknowledged 
impartiality  in  talking  of  a  man  so  differently  regarded  on 
account  of  his  political,  as  well  as  his  religious  principles. 
Those  whom  his  politics  may  please  will  be  sure  to  condemn 
him  for  his  religion  ;  and,  on  the  contrary,  those  most 
strongly  attached  to  his  theological  opinions,  are  the  most 
likely  to  decry  his  politics.  On  whatever  side  he  is  regarded, 
he  is  sure  to  have  opposers  ;  and  this  was  perhaps  what  he 
most  desired,  having,  from  nature,  a  mind  better  pleased 
with  the  struggle  than  the  victory. 
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Henry  St  John,  Lord  Viscount  Bolingbroke,  was  born 
in  the  year  1672,  at  Battersea,  in  Surrey,  at  a  seat  that  had 
been  in  the  possession  of  his  ancestors  for  ages  before.  His 
family  was  of  the  first  rank,  equally  conspicuous  for  its 
antiquity,  dignity,  and  large  possessions.  It  is  found  to 
trace  its  original  as  high  as  Adam  de  Port,  Baron  of  Basing, 
in  Hampshire,  before  the  Conquest ;  and  in  a  succession  of 
ages,  to  have  produced  warriors,  patriots,  and  statesmen, 
some  of  whom  were  conspicuous  for  their  loyalty,  and  others 
for  their  defending  the  rights  of  the  people.  His  grand- 
father, Sir  Walter  St  John,  of  Battersea,  marrying  one  of 
the  daughters  of  Lord  Chief  Justice  St  John,  who,  as  all 
know,  was  strongly  attached  to  the  republican  party,  Henry, 
the  subject  of  the  present  memoir,  was  brought  up  in  his 
family,  and,  consequently,  imbibed  the  first  principles  of  his 
education  amongst  the  dissenters.  At  that  time,  Daniel 
Burgess,  a  fanatic  of  a  very  peculiar  kind,  being  at  once 
possessed  of  zeal  and  humour,  and  as  well  known  for  the 
archness  of  his  conceits  as  the  furious  obstinacy  of  his  prin- 
ciples, was  confessor  in  the  presbyterian  way  to  his  grand- 
mother, and  was  appointed  to  direct  our  author's  first  studies. 
Nothing  is  so  apt  to  disgust  a  feeling  mind  as  mistaken 
zeal ;  and,  perhaps,  the  absurdity  of  the  first  lectures  he 
received  might  have  given  him  that  contempt  for  all  religions, 
which  he  might  have  justly  conceived  against  one.  Indeed, 
no  task  can  be  more  mortifying  than  what  he  was  condemned 
to  undergo.  "  I  was  obliged,"  says  he,  in  one  place,  "  while 
yet  a  boy,  to  read  over  the  commentaries  of  Dr  Manton, 
whose  pride  it  was  to  have  made  an  hundred  and  nineteen 
sermons  on  the  hundred  and  nineteenth  psalm."  Dr 
Manton  and  his  sermons  were  not  likely  to  prevail  much  on 
one  who  was,  perhaps,  the  most  sharp-sighted  in  the  world 
at  discovering  the  absurdities  of  others,  however  he  might 
have  been  guilty  of  establishing  many  of  his  own. 

But  these  dreary  institutions  were  of  no  very  long  con  • 
tinuance  ;  as  soon  as  it  was  fit  to  take  him  out  of  the  hands 
of  the  women,  he  was  sent  to  Eton  school,  and  removed 
thence  to  Christ  Church  College  in  Oxford.  His  genius 
and  understanding  were  seen  and  admired  in  both  these 
seminaries,  but  his  love  of  pleasure  had  so  much  the  ascen- 
dency, that  he  seemed  contented  rather  with  the  consciousness 
of  his  own  great  powers,  than  their  exertion.  However, 
his  friends,  and  those  who  knew  him  most  intimately,  were 
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thoroughly  sensible  of  the  extent  of  his  mind  ;  and  when 
he  left  the  university,  he  was  considered  as  one  who  had  the 
fairest  opportunity  of  making  a  shining  figure  in  active  life. 

Nature  seemed  not  less  kind  to  him  in  her  external  em- 
bellishments than  in  adorning  his  mind.  With  the  graces 
of  a  handsome  person,  and  a  face  in  which  dignity  was 
happily  blended  with  sweetness,  he  had  a  manner  of  address 
that  was  very  engaging.  His  vivacity  was  always  awake, 
his  apprehension  was  quick,  his  wit  refined,  and  his  memory 
amazing  :  his  subtlety  in  thinking  and  reasoning  was 
profound  ;  and  all  these  talents  were  adorned  with  an  elo- 
cution that  was  irresistible. 

To  the  assemblage  of  so  many  gifts  from  nature,  it  was 
expected  that  art  would  soon  give  her  finishing  hand ;  and 
that  a  youth  begun  in  excellence,  would  soon  arrive  at 
perfection  :  but  such  is  the  perverseness  of  human  nature, 
that  an  age  which  should  have  been  employed  in  the  acqui- 
sition of  knowledge,  was  dissipated  in  pleasure  ;  and  instead 
of  aiming  to  excel  in  praiseworthy  pursuits,  Bolingbroke 
seemed  more  ambitious  of  being  thought  the  greatest  rake 
about  town.  This  period  might  have  been  compared  to 
that  of  fermentation  in  liquors,  which  grow  muddy  before 
they  brighten  ;  but  it  must  also  be  confessed,  that  those 
liquors  which  never  ferment  are  seldom  clear.*  In  this 
state  of  disorder,  he  was  not  without  his  lucid  intervals  : 
and  even  while  he  was  noted  for  keeping  Miss  Gumley,  the 
most  expensive  prostitute  in  the  kingdom,  and  bearing  the 
greatest  quantity  of  wine  without  intoxication,  he  even  then 
despised  his  paltry  ambition.  "  The  love  of  study,"  says 
he,  "  and  desire  of  knowledge,  were  what  I  felt  all  my  life  : 
and  though  my  genius,  unlike  the  demon  of  Socrates,  whis- 
pered so  softly,  that  very  often  I  heard  him  not  in  the 
hurry  of  these  passions  with  which  I  was  transported,  yet 
some  calmer  hours  there  were,  and  in  them  I  hearkened  to 
him."  These  sacred  admonitions  were  indeed  very  few, 
since  his  excesses  are  remembered  to  this  very  day.  I  have 
spoken  to  an  old  man,  who  assured  me,  that  he  saw  him  and 
one  of  his  companions  run  naked  through  the  Park  in  a  fit 

•  Our  author  appears  fond  of  this  figure,  for  we  find  it  introduced 
into  his  Essay  on  Polite  Literature.  The  propriety,  ho^rever,  both  of 
the  simile,  and  of  the  position  it  endeavours  to  illustrate,  is  very 
(|uestionab1e. 
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cf  intoxication  ;  but  then  it  was  a  time  when  public  decency 
3iight  be  transgressed  with  less  danger  than  at  present. 

During  this  period  all  his  attachments  were  to  pleasure, 
so  his  studies  only  seemed  to  lean  that  way.  His  first 
attempts  were  in  poetry,  in  which  he  discovers  more  M'it 
than  taste,  more  labour  than  harmony  in  his  versification. 
We  have  a  copy  of  his  verses  prefixed  to  Dryden's  Virgil, 
complimenting  the  poet,  and  praising  his  translation.  We 
have  an  other,  not  so  well  known,  prefixed  to  a  French 
work,  published  iu  Holland,  b\'  the  Chevalier  de  St 
Hyacinth,  entitled,  "  Le  Chef-d'-Oeuvre  d'un  Inconnu." 
This  performance  is  a  humorous  piece  of  criticism  upon  a 
miserable  old  ballad  ;  and  Bolingbroke's  compliment,  though 
written  in  English,  is  printed  in  Greek  characters,  so  that 
at  the  first  glance  it  may  deceive  the  eye,  and  be  mistaken 
for  real  Greek.  There  are  two  or  three  things  more  of  his 
composition,  which  have  appeared  since  his  death,  but 
which  do  honour  neither  to  his  parts  nor  memory. 

In  this  mad  career  of  pleasure  he  continued  for  some 
time  ;  but  at  length,  in  1700,  when  he  arrived  at  the 
twenty-eighth  year  of  his  age,  he  began  to  dislike  his 
method  of  living,  and  to  find  that  sensual  pleasure  alone  was 
not  sufficient  to  make  the  happiness  of  a  reasonable  creature. 
He  therefore  made  his  fii'st  effort  to  break  from  his  state 
of  infatuation,  by  marr^-ing  the  daughter  and  co-heiress  of 
Sir  Henry  Winchescomb,  a  descendant  from  the  famous 
Jack  of  Newbury,  who,  though  but  a  clothier  in  the  reign 
of  Henry  VIH,  was  able  to  entertain  the  king  and  all  his 
retinue  in  the  most  splendid  manner.  This  lady  was 
possessed  of  a  fortune  exceeding  forty  thousand  pounds,  and 
was  not  deficient  in  mental  accomplishments  ;  but  whether 
ne  was  not  yet  fully  satiated  with  his  former  pleasures,  or 
whether  her  temper  was  not  conformable  to  his  own,  it  is 
certain  they  were  far  from  living  happily  together.  After 
cohabiting  for  some  time  together,  they  parted  by  mutual 
consent,  both  equally  displeased, — he  complaining  of  the 
obstinacy  of  her  temper,  she  of  the  shamelcssness  of  his 
infidelity.  A  great  part  of  her  fortune  some  time  atler,  upon 
his  attainder,  was  given  her  bac«c ;  but,  as  her  family  estates 
were  settled  upon  him,  he  enjoyed  them  after  her  death, 
upon  the  reversal  of  his  attainder. 

Having  taken  a  resolution  to  quit  the  allurements  of 
pleasure  for  the  stronger  attractions  of  ambition,  soon  after 
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nis  marriage  he  procured  a  seat  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
being  elected  for  the  borough  of  Wotton-Basset  in  Wilt- 
shire, his  father  having  served  several  times  for  the  same 
place.  Besides  his  natural  endowments  and  his  large 
fortune,  he  had  other  very  considerable  advantages  that 
gave  him  weight  in  the  senate,  and  seconded  his  views  of 
preferment.  His  grandfather,  Sir  Walter  St  John,  was  still 
alive  ;  and  that  gentleman's  interest  was  so  great  in  his  own 
county  of  Wilts,  that  he  represented  it  in  two  Parliaments 
in  a  former  reign.  His  father  also  was  then  the  represen- 
tative for  the  same  ;  and  the  interest  of  his  wife's  family  iu 
the  House  was  very  extensive.  Thus  Bolingbroke  took  his 
seat  with  many  accidental  helps  ;  but  his  chief  and  great 
resource  lay  in  his  own  extensive  abilities. 

At  that  time  the  Whig  and  the  Tory  parties  were  strongly 
opposed  in  the  House,  and  pretty  nearly  balsuiced.  In  the 
latter  years  of  King  William,  the  Tories,  who,  from  every 
motive,  were  opposed  to  the  court,  had  been  gaining  popu- 
larity, and  now  began  to  make  a  public  stand  against  their 
competitors.  Robert  Harley,  afterwards  Earl  of  Oxford,  a 
stanch  and  confirmed  Tory,  was,  in  the  year  1 700,  chosen 
Speaker  of  the  House  of  Commons,  and  was  continued  in 
the  same  upon  the  accession  of  Queen  Anne,  the  year 
ensuing.  Bolingbroke  had  all  along  been  bred  up,  as  was 
before  observed,  among  the  dissenters,  his  friends  leaned  to 
that  persuasion,  and  all  his  connections  were  in  the  Whig 
interest.  However,  either  from  principle,  or  from  perceiving 
the  Tory  party  to  be  then  gaining  ground,  while  the  Whigs 
were  declining,  he  soon  changed  his  connections,  and  joined 
himself  to  Harle3%  for  whom  he  then  had  the  greatest 
esteem  ;  nor  did  he  bring  him  his  vote  alone,  but  his 
opinion,  which,  even  before  the  end  of  his  first  session,  he 
rendered  very  considerable,  the  house  perceiving  even  in  so 
young  a  speaker  the  greatest  eloquence,  united  with  the 
j)rofouudest  discernment.  The  year  following  he  was  again 
chosen  anew  for  the  same  borough,  and  persevered  in  his 
former  attachments,  by  which  he  gained  such  an  authority 
and  influence  in  the  House,  that  it  was  thought  proper  to 
reward  his  merit  ;  and  on  the  10th  of  April,  1704,  he  was 
appointed  Secretary  at  War,  and  of  the  Marine,  his  friend 
llarley  having  a  little  before  been  made  Secretary  of  State, 

The  Tory  party  being  thus  established  in  power,  it  may 
easily  be  supposed  that  every  method  would  be  used  to 
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depress  the  Whig  interest,  and  to  prevent  it  frona  rising  ; 
yet  so  much  justice  was  done  even  to  merit  in  an  enemy, 
that  the  Duke  of  Marlborough,  who  might  be  considered  as 
at  the  head  of  the  opposite  party,  was  supplied  with  all  the 
necessaries  for  carrying  on  the  war  in  Flanders  with  vigour  : 
and  it  is  remarkable,  that  the  greatest  events  of  his  cam- 
paign, such  as  the  battles  of  Blenheim  and  Ramilies,  and 
several  glorious  attempts  made  by  the  Duke  to  shorten  the 
war  by  some  decisive  action,  fell  out  while  Bolingbroke  was 
Secretary  at  War.  In  fact,  he  was  a  sincere  admirer  of 
that  great  general,  and  avowed  it  upon  all  occasions  to  the 
last  moment  of  his  life  :  he  knew  his  faults,  he  admired  his 
virtues,  and  had  the  boast  of  being  instrumental  in  giving 
lustre  to  those  triumphs,  by  which  his  own  power  was  in  a 
manner  overthrown. 

As  the  affairs  of  the  nation  were  then  in  as  fluctuating  a 
state  as  at  present,  Harle}-,  after  maintaining  the  lead  for 
above  three  years,  was  in  his  turn  obliged  to  submit  to  the 
WTiigs,  who  once  more  became  the  prevailing  party,  and  he 
was  compelled  to  resign  the  seals.  The  friendship  between 
him  and  Bolingbroke  se*"med  at  this  time  to  have  been 
sincere  and  disinterested  •  lor  the  latter  chose  to  f<~>llLW  his 
fortune,  and  the  next  day  resigned  his  employments  in  the 
administration,  following  his  friend's  example,  and  setting 
an  example  at  once  of  integrity  and  moderation.  As  an 
instance  of  this,  when  his  coadjutors,  the  Tories,  were  for 
carrying  a  violent  measure  in  the  House  of  Commons,  in 
order  to  bring  the  Princess  Sophia  into  England,  Boling- 
broke so  artfully  opposed  it,  that  it  dropped  without  a 
debate.  For  this  his  moderation  was  praised,  but  perhaps 
at  the  expense  of  his  sagacity. 

For  some  time  the  Whigs  seemed  to  have  gained  a  com- 
plete triumph,  and  upon  the  election  of  a  new  Parliament, 
in  the  year  1708,  Bolingbroke  was  not  returned.  The 
interval  which  followed,  of  above  two  years,  he  employed 
in  the  severest  stud}' ;  and  this  recluse  period  he  ever  after 
used  to  consider  as  the  most  active  and  serviceable  of  his 
whole  life.  But  his  retirement  was  soon  interrupted  by  the 
prevailing  of  his  party  once  more  ;  for  the  Whig  Parlia- 
ment being  dissolved  in  the  year  1710,  he  was  again  chosen  ; 
and  Harley  being  made  Chancellor  and  under  treasurer  of 
the  Exchequer,  the  important  post  of  Secretary  of  State 
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was  given  to  our  author,  in  which  he  discovered  a  degree 
(if  genius  and  assiduity,  that  perhaps  have  never  been 
known  to  be  united  in  one  person  to  the  same  degree. 

The  English  annals  scarcely  produce  a  more  trying  junc- 
ture, or  that  required  such  various  abilities  to  regulate.  He 
'vas  then  placed  in  a  sphere  where  he  was  obliged  to  conduct 
the  machine  of  state,  struggling  with  a  thousand  various 
calamities  ;  a  desperate  enraged  party,  whose  characteristic 
it  has  ever  been  to  bear  none  in  power  but  themselves  ;  a 
war  conducted  by  an  able  general,  his  professed  opponent, 
and  whose  victories  only  tended  to  render  him  every  day 
more  formidable  ;  a  foreign  enemy,  possessed  of  endless 
resources,  and  seeming  to  gather  strength  from  every  defeat; 
an  insidious  alliance,  that  wanted  only  to  gain  the  advantage 
( if  victory,  without  contributing  to  the  expenses  of  the  com- 
bat ;  a  weak  declining  mistress,  that  was  led  by  every  report, 
and  seemed  ready  to  listen  to  whatever  was  said  against  him  ; 
still  more,  a  gloomy,  indolent,  and  suspicious  colleague,  that 
envied  his  power,  and  hated  him  for  his  abilities  :  these 
were  a  part  of  the  difficulties  that  Bolingbroke  had  to  struggle 
with  in  office,  and  under  which  he  was  to  conduct  the  treaty 
of  peace  of  Utrecht,  which  was  considered  as  one  of  the  most 
complicated  negotiations  that  history  can  afford.  But 
nothing  seemed  too  great  for  his  abilities  and  industry  ;  he 
set  himself  to  the  undertaking  with  spirit ;  he  began  to  pave 
the  way  to  the  intended  treaty,  by  making  the  people  dis- 
contented at  the  continuance  of  the  war ;  for  this  purpose, 
he  employed  himstdf  in  drawing  up  accurate  computations 
of  the  numbers  of  our  own  men,  and  that  of  foreigners, 
employed  in  its  destructive  progress.  He  even  wrote  in 
the  Examiners,  and  other  periodical  papers  of  the  times, 
shewing  how  much  of  the  burden  rested  upon  England,  and 
how  little  was  sustained  by  those  who  falsely  boasted  their 
alliance.  By  these  means,  and  after  much  debate  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  the  Queen  received  a  petition  from 
Parliament,  shewing  the  hardships  the  allies  had  put  upon 
England  in  carrying  on  this  war,  and  consequently  how 
necessary  it  was  to  apply  relief  to  so  ill-judged  a  connection. 
It  may  be  easily  supposed  that  the  Dutch,  against  whom 
this  petition  was  chiefly  levelled,  did  all  that  was  in  their 
power  to  oi)pose  it  ;  many  of  the  foreign  courts  also,  with 
whom  he  had  any  transactions,  were  continually  at  work  to 
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defeat  the  minister's  intentions.  Memorial  was  delivered 
after  memorial ;  the  people  of  England,  the  Parliament,  and 
all  Europe,  were  made  acquainted  with  the  injustice  and  the 
dangers  of  such  a  proceeding  :  however,  Bolingbroke  went 
on  with  steadiness  and  resolution  ;  and  although  the  attacks 
of  his  enemies  at  home  might  have  been  deemed  sufficient 
to  employ  his  attention,  yet  he  was  obliged,  at  the  same 
time  that  he  furnished  materials  to  the  press  in  London,  to 
furnish  instructions  to  all  our  ministers  and  ambassadors 
abroad,  who  would  do  nothing  but  in  pursuance  of  his 
directions.  As  an  orator  in  the  senate,  he  exerted  all  his 
eloquence,  he  stated  all  the  great  points  that  were  brought 
before  the  House,  he  answered  the  objections  that  were 
made  by  the  leaders  of  the  opposition  ;  and  all  this  with 
such  success,  that  even  his  enemies,  while  they  opposed  his 
power,  acknowledged  his  abilities.  Indeed,  such  were  tlie 
difficulties  he  had  to  encounter,  that  we  find  him  acknow- 
ledging himself,  some  years  after,  that  he  never  looked  back 
on  this  great  event,  passed  as  it  was,  without  a  secret 
emotion  of  mind,  when  he  compared  the  vastness  of  the 
undertaking,  and  the  importance  of  the  success,  with  the 
means  employed  to  bring  it  about,  and  with  those  which 
were  employed  to  frustrate  his  intentions. 

While  he  was  thus  industriously  employed,  he  was  not 
without  the  rewards  that  deserved  to  follow  such  abilities, 
joined  to  so  much  assiduity.  In  July,  1712,  he  was  created 
Baron  St  John  of  Lidyard-Tregoze  in  Wiltshire,  and 
Viscount  Bolingbroke  ;  by  the  last  of  which  titles  he  is  now 
generally  known,  and  is  likely  to  be  talked  of  by  posterity  : 
he  was  also  the  same  year  appointed  Lord  Lieutenant  of 
the  county  of  Essex.  By  the  titles  of  Tregoze  and  Boling- 
broke, he  united  the  honours  of  the  elder  and  younger  branch 
of  his  family  ;  and  thus  transmitted  into  one  channel  the 
opposing  interests  of  two  races,  that  had  been  distinguished, 
one  for  their  loyalty  to  King  Charles  I,  the  other  tor  their 
attachment  to  the  Parliament  that  opposed  him.  It  was 
afterwards  his  boast,  that  he  steered  clear  of  the  extremes 
for  which  his  ancestors  had  been  distinguished,  having  kept 
the  spirit  of  the  one,  and  acknowledged  the  subordination 
that  distinguished  the  other. 

Bolingbroke,  being  thus  raised  very  near  the  summit  of 
power,  began  to  perceive  more  clearly  the  defects  of  hjnj 
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who  was  placed  there.  He  now  began  to  find,  that  Lord 
Oxford,  whose  party  he  had  followed,  and  whose  person  he 
had  esteemed,  was  by  no  means  so  able  or  so  industrious  as 
he  supposed  him  to  be.  He  now  began  from  his  heart  to 
renounce  the  friendship  which  he  once  had  for  his  coadjutor  ; 
he  began  to  imagine  him  treacherous,  mean,  indolent,  and 
invidious  ;  he  even  began  to  ascribe  his  own  promotion  to 
Oxford's  hatred,  and  to  suppose  that  he  was  sent  up  to  the 
House  of  Lords  only  to  render  him  contemptible.  These 
suspicions  were  partly  true,  and  partly  suggested  by  Boling- 
broke's  own  ambition  :  being  sensible  of  his  own  superior 
importance  and  capacity,  he  could  not  bear  to  see  another 
take  the  lead  in  public  affairs,  when  he  knew  they  owed 
their  chief  success  to  his  own  management.  Whatever 
might  have  been  his  motives,  whether  of  contempt,  hatred, 
or  ambition,  it  is  certain  an  irreconcilable  breach  began 
between  these  two  leaders  of  their  party  ;  *  their  mutual 
hatred  was  so  great,  that  even  their  own  common  interest, 
the  vigour  of  their  negotiations,  and  the  safety  of  their 
fi-iends,  were  entirely  sacrificed  to  it.  It  was  in  vain  that 
Swift,  who  was  admitted  into  their  counsels,  urged  the 
unreasonable  impropriety  of  their  disputes  ;  that  while  they 
were  thus  at  variance  within  the  walls,  the  enemy  were 
making  irreparable  breaches  without.  Bolingbroke's  anti- 
pathy was  so  great,  that  even  success  would  have  been 
hateful  to  him,  if  Lord  Oxford  were  to  be  a  partner.  He 
abhorred  him  to  that  degree,  that  he  could  not  bear  to  be 
joined  with  him  in  any  case  ;  and  even  some  time  after, 
when  the  lives  of  both  were  aimed  at,  he  could  not  think 
of  concerting  measures  with  him  for  their  mutual  safety, 
preferring  even  death  itself  to  the  appearance  of  a  temporary 
friendship. 

Nothing  could  have  been  more  weak  and  injudicious  than 
their  mutual  animosities  at  this  juncture ;  and  it  may  be 
asserted  with  truth,  that  men  who  were  unable  to  suppress 
or  conceal  their  resentments  upon  such  a  trying  occasion. 
Mere  unfit  to  take  the  lead  in  any  measures,  be  their  industry 
or  their  abilities  ever  so  great.     In  fact,  their  dissensions 

•  This  breach  is  said  to  have  originated  in  Lord  Oxford's  refusal 
to  recommend  Bolingbroke  for  a  vacant  riband  of  the  Garter.  This 
circumstance  may  at  least  have  confirme<!  the  disgust  which  mutual 
suBpicion  had  alreafly  begun  to  excite.  — B. 
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were  soon  found  to  involve  not  only  them,  but  their  party  in 
utter  ruin  :  their  hopes  had  for  some  time  been  declining,  the 
Whigs  were  daily  gaining  ground,  and  the  Queen's  death  soon 
after  totally  destroyed  all  their  schemes  with  their  power. 

Upon  the  accession  of  George  I.  to  the  throne,  danger 
began  to  threaten  the  late  ministry  on  every  side  :  whether 
they  had  really  intentions  of  bringing  in  the  Pretender,  or 
whether  the  Whigs  made  it  a  pretext  for  destroying  them, 
is  uncertain  ;  but  the  king  very  soon  began  to  shew  that 
they  were  to  expect  neither  favour  nor  mercy  at  his  hands. 
Upon  his  landing  at  Greenwich,  when  the  court  came  to 
wait  upon  him,  and  Lord  Oxford  among  the  number,  he 
studiously  avoided  taking  any  notice  of  him,  and  testified  his 
resentment  by  the  caresses  he  bestowed  upon  the  members 
of  the  opposite  faction.  A  regency  had  been  some  time 
before  appointed  to  govern  the  kingdom,  and  Addison  was 
made  secretary.  Bolingbroke  still  maintained  his  place  of 
State  Secretary,  but  subject  to  the  contempt  of  the  great, 
and  the  insults  of  the  mean.  The  first  step  taken  by  them 
to  mortify  him,  was  to  order  all  letters  and  packets  directed 
to  the  Secretary  of  State,  to  be  sent  to  Mr  Addison ;  so 
that  Bolingbroke  was  in  fact  removed  from  his  office,  that 
is,  the  execution  of  it,  in  two  days  after  the  Queen's  death. 
But  this  was  not  the  worst  ;  for  liis  mortifications  were 
continually  heightened  by  the  daily  humiliation  of  waiting 
at  the  door  of  the  apartment  where  the  regency  sat,  with  a 
bag  in  his  hand,  and  being  all  the  time,  as  it  were,  exposed 
to  the  insolence  of  those  who  were  temjjted  by  their  natural 
malevolence,  or  who  expected  to  make  their  court  to  those 
in  power  by  abusing  him. 

Upon  this  sudden  turn  of  fortune,  when  the  seals  were 
taken  from  him,  he  went  into  the  country ;  and  having 
received  a  message  from  court  to  be  present  when  the  seal 
was  taken  from  the  door  of  the  secretary's  office,  he  excused 
himself,  alleging,  that  so  trifling  a  ceremony  might  as  well 
be  performed  by  one  of  the  under  secretaries,  but  at  the 
same  time  requested  the  honoui'  of  kissing  the  King's  hand, 
to  whom  he  testified  the  utmost  submission.  This  request, 
however,  was  rejected  with  disdain  ;  the  King  had  been 
taught  to  regard  him  as  an  enemy,  and  threw  himself  entirely 
on  the  Whigs  for  safety  and  protection. 

The  new  Parliament,  mostly  composed  of  Whigs,  met 
the  17th  of  March,  and,  in  the  King's  speech  from  the 


LIFE  OF  LORD  BOLINGBROKE.  '22$ 

throne,  many  inflaming  hints  were  given,  and  many  methods 
of  violence  chalked  out  to  the  two  houses.  "  The  first 
steps,"  (says  Lord  BolLngbroke,  speaking  on  this  occasion,)^ 
"  in  both  were  perfectly  answerable  ;  and,  to  the  shame  of 
the  peerage  be  it  spoken,  I  saw  at  that  time  several  lords 
concur  to  condemn,  in  one  general  vote,  all  that  they  had 
approved  in  a  former  Parliament  by  many  paiticular  reso- 
lutions. Among  several  bloody  resolutions  pronosed  and 
agitated  at  this  time,  the  resolution  of  impeaching  me  of 
high  treason  was  taken,  and  I  took  that  of  leaving  England, 
not  in  a  panic  terror,  improved  by  the  artifices  of  the  Duke 
of  Marlborough,  whom  I  knew  even  at  that  time  too  well 
to  act  by  his  advice  or  information  in  any  case,  but  on  such 
grounds  as  the  proceedings  which  soon  followed  sufiiciently 
justified,  and  such  as  1  have  never  repented  building  upon. 
Those  who  blamed  it  in  the  first  heat,  were  soon  after 
obliged  to  change  their  language  :  for  what  other  resolution 
could  I  take  ?  The  method  of  prosecution  designed  against 
me  would  have  put  me  out  of  a  condition  immediately  to 
act  for  myself,  or  to  serve  those  who  were  less  exposed  than 
me,  but  who  were,  however,  in  danger.  On  the  other  hand, 
how  few  were  there  on  whose  assistance  I  could  depend,  or 
to  whom  I  would  even  in  these  circumstances  be  obliged  ? 
The  ferment  in  the  nation  was  wrought  up  to  a  considerable 
height  ;  but  there  was  at  that  time  no  reason  to  expect  that 
it  could  influence  the  proceedings  in  Parliament,  in  favour 
of  those  who  should  be  accused  :  left  to  its  own  movement, 
it  was  much  more  proper  to  quicken  than  slacken  the 
prosecutiuns  ;  and  who  was  there  to  guide  its  motions  ? 
The  Tories  who  had  been  true  to  one  another  to  the  last, 
were  a  handful,  and  no  great  vigour  could  be  expected  from 
them  ;  the  Whimsicals,  disappointed  of  the  figure  which 
they  hoped  to  make,  began  indeed  to  join  their  old  friends. 
One  of  the  principal  among  them,  namely,  the  Earl  of 
Anglesea,  was  so  very  good  as  to  confess  to  me,  that  if  the 
court  had  called  the  servants  of  the  late  Queen  to  account, 
and  stopped  there,  he  must  have  considered  himself  as  a 
judge,  and  acted  according  to  his  conscience  on  what  should 
have  appeared  to  him  ;  but  that  war  had  been  declared  to 
the  whole  Tory  party,  and  that  now  the  state  of  things  was 
altered.  This  discourse  needed  no  commentary,  and  proved 
to  me,  that  I  had  never  erred  in  the  judgment  I  made  of 
this  set  of  men.     Could  I  then  resolve  to  be  obliged  to 
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them,  or  to  suffer  with  Oxford  ?  As  much  as  I  still  was 
heated  by  the  disputes,  in  which  1  had  been  all  my  life 
engaged  against  the  Whigs,  I  would  sooner  have  chosen  to 
owe  my  security  to  their  indulgence,  than  to  the  assistance 
of  the  Whimsicals  ;  *  but  I  thought  banishment,  with  all  her 
train  of  evils,  preferable  to  either." 

Such  was  the  miserable  situation  to  which  he  was  reduced 
upon  this  occasion  :  of  all  the  number  of  his  former  flatterers 
and  dependents,  scarcely  was  one  found  remaining.  Every 
hour  brought  fresh  reports  of  his  alarming  situation,  and  the 
dangers  which  threatened  him  and  his  party  on  all  sides. 
Prior,  who  had  been  employed  in  negotiating  the  treaty  of 
Utrecht,  was  come  over  to  Dover,  and  promised  to  reveal 
all  he  knew.  The  Duke  of  Marlborough  planted  his 
creatures  round  his  lordship,  who  artfully  endeavoured  to 
increase  the  danger  ;  and  an  impeachment  was  actually 
preparing,  in  which  he  was  accused  of  high  treason.  It 
argued,  therefore,  no  great  degree  of  timidity  in  his  lordship, 
to  take  the  first  opportunity  to  withdraw  from  danger,  and 
to  suffer  the  first  boilings  of  popular  animosity  to  quench 
the  flame  that  had  been  raised  against  him  :  accordingly, 
having  made  a  gallant  shew  of  despising  the  machinations 
against  him,  having  appeared  in  a  very  unconcerned  manner 
at  the  playhouse  in  Drury-Lane,  and  having  bespoke  another 
play  for  the  night  ensuing  —  having  subscribed  to  a  new 
opera  that  was  to  be  acted  some  time  after,  and  talking  of 
making  an  elaborate  defence,  —  he  went  off  that  same  night 
in  disguise  to  Dover,  as  a  servant  to  Le  Vigne,  a  messenger 
belonging  to  the  French  king  ;  and  there  one  William 
Morgan,  who  had  been  a  captain  in  General  Hill's  regiment 
of  Dragoons,  hired  a  vessel,  and  carried  him  over  to  Calais, 
where  the  governor  attended  him  in  his  coach,  and  carried 
him  to  his  house  with  all  possible  distinction. 

The  news  of  Lord  Bolingbroke's  flight  was  soon  known 
over  the  whole  town  ;  and  the  next  day  a  letter  from  him 
to  Lord  Lansdowne  was  handed  about  in  print,  to  the 
following  effect  : 

"  My  Lord, —  I  left  the  town  so  abruptly',  that  1  had 
no  time  to  take  leave  of  you  or  any  of  ray  friends.     You 

•  Those  of  the  high  church,  or  Tory  party,  who  affected  to  separate 
their  principles  from  those  of  the  Jacobites,  were  denommatcd 
Whimsical*.  —  B. 
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will  excuse  me,  when  you  know  that  I  had  certain  and 
repeated  informations,  from  some  who  are  in  the  secret  of 
affairs,  that  a  resolution  was  taken,  by  those  who  have  power 
to  execute  it,  to  pursue  me  to  the  scaifold.  My  blood  was 
to  have  been  the  cement  of  a  new  alliance,  nor  could  my 
innocence  be  any  security,  after  it  had  once  been  demanded 
from  abroad,  and  resolved  on  at  home,  that  it  was  necessary 
to  cut  me  off.  Had  there  bern  the  least  reason  to  hope 
for  a  fair  and  open  trial,  after  bivin?  been  already  prejudged 
unheard  by  the  two  houses  of  Parliament,  I  should  not 
have  declined  the  strictest  examination.  I  challenge  the 
most  inveterate  of  my  enemies  to  produce  any  one  instance 
of  a  criminal  correspondence,  or  the  least  corruption  of  any 
part  of  the  administration  in  which  I  was  concerned.  If 
my  zeal  for  the  honour  and  dignity  of  my  Royal  Mistress, 
and  the  true  interest  of  my  country,  have  any  where 
transported  me  to  let  slip  a  warm  or  unguarded  expression, 
I  hope  the  most  favourable  interpretation  wUl  be  put  upon 
it.  It  is  a  comfort  that  will  remain  with  me  in  all  my 
misfortunes,  that  I  served  her  Majesty  faithfully  and 
dutifully,  in  that  especially  which  she  had  most  at  heart, 
relieving  her  people  from  a  bloody  and  expensive  war,  and 
that  I  have  also  been  too  much  an  Englishman,  to  sacrifice 
the  interests  of  my  country  to  any  foreign  ally  ;  and  it  is 
for  this  crime  only  that  I  am  now  driven  from  thence. 
You  shall  hear  more  at  large  from  me  shortly.    Yours,"  &c. 

No  sooner  was  it  universally  known  that  he  was  retired 
to  France,  than  his  flight  was  construed  into  a  proof  of  his 
guilt ;  and  his  enemies  accordingly  set  about  driving  on  his 
impeachment  with  redoubled  alacrity.  Mr,  afterwards  Sir 
Robert  Walpole,  who  had  suffered  a  good  deal  by  his 
attachment  to  the  Whig  interest  during  the  former  reign, 
now  undertook  to  bring  in  and  conduct  the  charge  against 
him  in  the  House  of  Commons.  His  impeachment  con- 
sisted of  six  articles,  which  Walpole  read  to  the  House,  in 
substance  as  follows  :  —  First,  That  whereas  the  Lord 
Bolingbroke  had  assured  the  Dutch  ministers,  that  the 
Queen  his  mistress  would  make  no  peace  but  in  concert 
with  them,  yet  he  had  sent  Mr  Prior  to  France  that  same 
year,  with  proposals  for  a  treaty  of  peace  with  that  monarch, 
without  the  consent  of  the  allies  :  Secondly,  That  he 
advised  and  promoted  the  making  a  separate   treaty  of 

VOL, IV.  p 
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convention  with  France,  which  was  signed  in  September : 
Thirdly,  That  he  disclosed  to  M.  Mesnager,  the  French 
minister  at  London,  this  convention,  which  was  the  preli- 
minary instructions  to  her  Majesty's  Plenipotentiaries  at 
Utrecht :  Fourthly,  That  her  Majesty's  final  instructions 
to  her  Plenipotentiaries  were  disclosed  by  him  to  the  Abbe 
Gualtier,  who  was  an  emissary  of  France  :  Fifthly,  That 
he  disclosed  to  the  French  the  manner  how  Tournay  in 
Flanders  might  be  gained  by  them  :  And  lastly,  that  he 
advised  and  promoted  the  yielding  up  Spain  and  the  West 
Indies  to  the  Duke  of  Anjou,  then  an  enemy  to  her  Majesty. 
—  These  were  urged  by  Walpole  with  great  vehemence,  and 
aggravated  with  all  the  eloquence  of  which  he  was  master. 
He  challenged  any  person  in  behalf  of  the  accused,  and 
asserted,  that  to  vindicate,  were,  in  a  manner  to  share  his 
guilt.  In  this  universal  consternation  of  the  Tory  party, 
none  was  for  some  time  seen  to  stir  ;  but,  at  length,  General 
Ross,  who  had  received  favours  from  his  Lordship,  boldly 
stood  up,  and  said,  he  wondered  that  no  man  more  capable 
was  found  to  appear  in  defence  of  the  accused.  However, 
in  attempting  to  proceed,  he  hesitated  so  much,  that  he  was 
obliged  to  sit  down,  observing,  that  he  would  reserve  what 
he  had  to  say  to  another  opportunity.  It  may  easily  be 
supposed  that  the  Whigs  found  no  great  difficulty  in  passing 
the  vote  for  his  impeachment  through  the  House  of  Com- 
mons. It  was  brought  into  that  House  on  the  10th  of  June, 
1715,  it  was  sent  up  to  the  House  of  Lords  on  the  6th  of 
August  ensuing,  and  in  consequence  of  which  he  was 
attainted  by  them  of  high  treason  on  the  10th  of  September.* 
Nothing  could  be  more  unjust  than  such  a  sentence  ;  but 
justice  had  been  drowned  in  the  spirit  of  party. 

Bolingbroke,  thus  finding  all  hopes  cut  off  at  home,  began 
to  think  of  improving  his  wretched  fortune  upon  the  Conti- 
nent. He  had  left  England  with  a  very  small  fortune,  and 
his  attainder  totally  cut  off  all  resources  for  the  future.  In 
this  depressed  situation  he  began  to  listen  to  some  proposals 
which  were  made  by  the  Pretender,  who  was  then  residing 
at  Barr,  in  France,  and  who  was  desirous  of  admitting 

.  *  The  Duke  of  Ormond  was  attainted  at  the  same  time.  The  Earl 
of  Oxford's  trial  was  put  off  for  nearly  two  years,  during  which  he 
was  confined  in  the  Tower  ;  he  was  afterwards  discharged  in  conse- 
quence of  a  dispute  arising  between  the  Lords  and  the  Commous 
concerning  the  mode  of  Lis  trial.  —  B. 
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Bolingbroke  into  his  secret  councils.  A  proposal  of  this 
nature  had  been  made  him  shortly  after  his  arrival  at  Paris, 
and  before  his  attainder  at  home  ;  but,  while  he  had  yet  any 
hopes  of  succeeding  in  England,  he  absolutely  refused,  and 
made  the  best  applications  his  ruined  fortune  would  permit, 
to  prevent  the  extremity  of  his  prosecution. 

He  had  for  some  time  waited  for  an  opportunity  of  deter- 
mining himself  even  after  he  found  it  vain  to  think  of 
making  peace  at  home.  He  let  his  Jacobite  friends  in 
England  know  that  they  had  but  to  command  him,  and  he 
was  ready  to  venture  in  their  service  the  little  all  that 
remained,  eis  frankly  as  he  had  exposed  all  that  was  gone.  "  At 
length,"  says  he,  talking  of  himself,  "these  commands  came, 
and  were  executed  in  the  following  manner.  The  person 
who  was  sent  to  me  arrived  in  the  beginning  of  July,  1715, 
at  the  place  1  had  retired  to  in  Dauphine.  He  spoke  in  the 
name  of  all  his  friends  whose  authority  could  influence  me  ; 
and  he  brought  word,  that  Scotland  was  not  only  ready 
to  take  arms,  but  under  some  sort  of  dissatisfaction  to  be 
withheld  from  beginning  ;  that  in  England,  the  people  were 
exasperated  against  the  government  to  such  a  degree,  that, 
•"ar  from  wanting  to  be  encouraged,  they  could  not  be 
restrained  from  insulting  it  on  every  occasion  ;  that  the 
whole  Tory  party  was  become  avowedly  Jacobites  ;  that 
many  oflBcers  of  the  army,  and  the  majority  of  the  soldiers, 
were  well  aflected  to  the  cause  ;  that  the  city  of  London  was 
r«ady  to  rise,  and  that  the  enterprises  for  seizing  of  several 
places  were  ripe  for  execution  ;  in  a  word,  that  most  of  the 
principal  Tories  were  in  concert  with  the  Duke  of  Ormond  ; 
for  I  had  pressed  particularly  to  be  informed  whether  his 
Grace  acted  alone,  or  if  not,  who  were  his  council  ;  and 
that  the  others  were  so  disposed,  that  there  remained  no 
doubt  of  their  joining  as  soon  as  the  first  blow  should  be 
struck.  He  added,  that  my  friends  were  a  little  surprised 
to  observe  that  I  lay  neuter  in  such  a  conjuncture.  He 
represented  to  me  the  danger  I  ran  of  being  prevented  by 
people  of  all  sides  from  having  the  merit  of  engaging  early 
in  this  enterprise,  and  how  unaccountable  it  would  be  for  a 
man,  impeached  and  attainted  under  the  present  government, 
to  take  no  share  in  bringing  about  a  revolution,  so  near  at 
hand,  and  so  certain.  He  entreated  that  I  would  defer  no 
longer  to  join  the  Chevalier,  to  advise  and  assist  in  carrying 
oo  his  affairs,  and  to  solicit  and  negotiate  at  the  Court  of 
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France,  where  my  friends  imagined  that  I  should  not  fail 
to  meet  a  favourable  reception,  and  whence  they  made  no 
doubt  of  receiving  assistance  in  a  situation  of  affairs  so 
critical,  so  unexpected,  and  so  promising.  He  concluded, 
bj'  giving  me  a  letter  from  the  Pretender,  whom  he  had  seen 
in  his  way  to  me,  in  which  I  was  pressed  to  repair  without 
loss  of  time  to  Commercy  ;  and  this  instance  was  grounded 
on  the  message  which  the  bearer  of  the  letter  had  brought 
me  from  England.  In  the  progress  of  the  conversation  with 
the  messenger,  he  related  a  number  of  facts,  which  satisfied 
me  as  to  the  general  disposition  of  the  people  ;  but  he  gave 
me  little  satisfaction  as  to  the  measures  taken  to  improve  this 
disposition,  for  driving  the  business  on  with  vigour,  if  it 
tended  to  a  revolution,  or  for  supporting  it  to  advantage,  if 
it  spun  into  a  war.  When  I  questioned  him  concerning 
several  persons  whose  disinclination  to  the  government 
admitted  no  doubt,  and  whose  names,  quality,  and  experience, 
were  very  esseutial  to  the  success  of  the  undertaking,  he 
owned  to  me  that  they  kept  a  great  reserve,  and  did  at  most 
but  encourage  others  to  act,  by  general  and  dark  expressions. 
I  received  this  account  and  this  summons  ill  in  my  bed  ;  yet, 
important  as  the  matter  was,  a  few  minutes  served  to  deter- 
mine me.  The  circumstances  wanting  to  form  a  reasonable 
inducement  to  engage  did  not  excuse  me  ;  but  the  smart  of 
a  bill  of  attainder  tingled  in  every  vein,  and  I  looked  on  my 
party  to  be  under  oppression,  and  to  call  for  my  assistance. 
Besides  which,  I  considered  first  that  I  should  be  certainly 
informed,  when  1  conferred  with  the  Chevalier,  of  many 
particulars  unknown  to  this  gentleman ;  for  I  did  not  imagine 
that  the  English  could  be  so  near  to  take  up  arms  as  he 
represented  them  to  be,  on  no  other  foundation  than  that 
which  he  exposed." 

In  this  manner,  having  for  some  time  debated  with  him- 
self, and  taken  his  resolution,  he  lost  no  time  in  repairing  to 
the  Pretender  at  Commercy,  and  took  the  seals  of  that 
nominal  king,  as  he  had  formerly  those  of  his  potent  mistress. 
But  this  was  a  terrible  falling  off  indeed  ;  and  the  very  first 
conversation  he  had  with  this  weak  projector,  gave  him  the 
most  unfavourable  expectations  of  future  success.  "  He  talked 
to  me,"  says  his  Lordship,  "  like  a  man  who  expected  every 
moment  to  set  out  for  England  or  Scotland,  but  who  did 
not  very  well  know  for  which  :  and  when  he  entered  into 
the  particulars  of  his  affairs,  I  found,  that  concerning  the 
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former  he  had  nothing-  more  circumstantial  or  positive  to  go 
upon,  than  what  I  have  already  related.  But  the  Duke  of 
Ormond  had  been  for  some  time,  I  cannot  say  how  long, 
engaged  with  the  Chevalier  :  he  had  taken  the  direction  of 
this  whole  affair,  as  far  as  it  related  to  England,  upon  him- 
self;  and  had  received  a  commission  for  this  purpose,  which 
contained  the  most  ample  powers  that  could  be  given.  But 
still,  however,  all  was  unsettled,  undetermined,  and  ill  under- 
stood. The  Duke  had  asked  from  France  a  small  body  of 
forces,  a  sum  of  money,  and  a  quantity  of  ammunition  :  but 
to  the  first  part  of  the  request  he  received  a  flat  denial,  but 
was  made  to  hope  that  some  arms  and  some  ammunition 
might  be  given.  This  was  but  a  very  gloomy  prospect ;  yet 
hope  swelled  the  depressed  party  so  high,  that  they  talked 
of  nothing  less  than  an  instant  and  ready  revolution.  It  was 
their  interest  to  be  secret  and  industrious;  but,  rendered 
sanguine  by  their  passions,  they  made  no  doubt  of  subverting 
a  government  with  which  they  were  angry,  and  gave  as  great 
an  alarm,  as  would  have  been  imprudent  at  the  eve  of  a 
general  insurrection." 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  when  Bolingbroke  arrived  to 
take  up  his  new  oflBce  at  Commercy  ;  and  although  he  saw 
the  deplorable  state  of  the  party  with  which  he  was 
embarked,  yet  he  resolved  to  give  his  affairs  the  best  com- 
plexion he  was  able,  and  set  out  for  Paris,  in  order  to 
procure  from  that  court  the  necessarj'  succours  for  his  new 
master's  invasion  of  England.  But  his  reception  and  nego- 
tiations at  Paris  were  still  more  unpromising  than  those  at 
Commercy ;  and  nothing  but  absolute  infatuation  seemed 
to  dictate  every  measure  taken  by  the  party.  He  there 
found  a  multitude  of  people  at  work,  and  every  one  doing 
what  seemed  good  in  his  own  eyes  ;  no  subordination,  no 
order,  no  concert.  The  Jacobites  had  wrought  one  another 
up  to  look  upon  the  success  of  the  present  designs  as 
infallible  :  every  meeting-house  which  the  populace  demo- 
lished, as  he  himself  says,  every  little  drunken  riot  which 
happened,  served  to  confirm  them  in  these  sanguine  expec- 
tations ;  and  there  was  hardly  one  among  them,  who  would 
lose  the  air  of  contributing  by  his  intrigues  to  the  restoration, 
which  he  took  for  granted  would  be  brought  about  in  a  few 
weeks.  Care  and  hope,  says  our  author  very  humorously, 
sat  on  every  busy  Irish  face  ;  those  who  could  read  and 
write  had  letters  to  shew,  and  those  who  had  not  arrived  to 
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this  pitch  of  erudition  had  their  secrets  to  whisper.  No 
sex  was  excluded  from  this  ministry  :  Fanny  Oglethorpe 
kept  her  corner  in  it  ;  and  Olive  Trant,  a  woman  of  the 
same  mixed  reputation,  was  the  great  wheel  of  this  political 
machine.  The  ridiculous  correspondence  was  carried  on 
with  England  by  people  of  like  importance,  and  who  were 
busy  in  sounding  the  alarm  in  the  ears  of  an  enemy,  whom 
it  was  their  interest  to  surprise.  By  these  means,  as  he 
himself  continues  to  inform  us,  the  government  of  England 
was  put  on  its  guard,  so  that  before  he  came  to  Paris,  what 
was  doing  had  been  discovered.  The  little  armament  made 
at  Havre  de  Grace,  which  furnished  the  only  means  to  the 
Pretender  of  landing  on  the  coasts  of  Britain,  and  which 
had  exhausted  the  treasury  of  St  Germains,  was  talked  of 
publicly.  The  Earl  of  Stair,  the  English  minister  at  that 
city,  very  soon  discovered  its  destination,  and  all  the  par- 
ticulars of  the  intended  invasion  ;  the  names  of  the  persons 
from  whom  supplies  came,  and  who  were  particularly  active 
in  the  design,  were  whispered  about  at  tea-tables  and  coffee- 
houses. In  short,  what  by  the  indiscretion  of  the  projectors, 
what  by  the  private  interests  and  ambitious  views  of  the 
French,  the  most  private  transactions  came  to  light ;  and  such 
of  the  more  prudent  plotters,  who  supposed  that  they  had 
trusted  their  heads  to  the  keeping  of  one  or  two  friends, 
were  in  reality  at  the  mercy  of  numbers.  "  Into  such  com- 
pany," exclaims  our  noble  writer, "  was  I  fallen  for  my  sins." 
Still,  however,  he  went  on,  steering  in  the  wide  ocean 
without  a  compass,  till  the  death  of  Louis  XIV,*  and  the 
arrival  of  the  Duke  of  Ormond  at  Paris,  rendered  all  his 


•  Louis  XIV,  who,  partly  out  of  ostentation,  and  partly  from  policy, 
had  always  befriended  the  Stuarts,  died  September  1,  1715.  The 
Duke  of  Orleans,  upon  whom  the  regency  devolved,  for  some  time 
continued  to  amuse  the  partisans  of  the  exiled  family  with  promises 
of  support,  which  he  appears  never  to  have  intended  to  fulfil.  That 
ambitious  prince  was  resolved  to  ascend  the  throne  of  France,  in  case 
the  young  king,  then  a  sickly  child,  should  die  without  male  issue  ; 
but  as  he  knew  that  the  succession  would  t)e  strongly  contested  by  the 
Spanish  King  Philip,  formerly  Duke  of  Anjou,  he  found  it  his  interest 
to  cultivate  the  friendship  of  the  British  Government,  and  he  appears 
to  have  countenanced  the  Pretender's  schemes  only  in  so  far  as  they 
could  be  made  conducive  to  his  object  of  inducing  George  I.  to 
enter  into  his  views  on  France  :  when  this  object  was  gained  by  the 
treaty  of  1716,  he  readily  consented  to  abandon  the  unfortunate 
Pretender,  whom  he  banished  beyond  the  Alps.  —  B. 
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endeavours  abortive  :  yet,  notwithstanding  these  unfavour- 
able circumstances,  he  still  continued  to  despatch  several 
messages  and  directions  for  England,  to  which  he  received 
very  evasive  and  ambiguous  answers.  Among  the  number 
of  these,  he  drew  up  a  paper  at  Chaville,  in  concert  with 
the  Duke  of  Ormond,  Marshal  Berwick,  and  De  Torcy, 
which  was  sent  to  England  just  before  the  death  of  the 
King  of  France,  representing  that  France  could  not  answer 
the  demands  of  their  memorial,  and  praying  directions  what  to 
do.  A  reply  to  this  came  to  him  through  the  French  Secretary 
of  State,  wherein  they  declared  themselves  unable  to  say 
any  thing,  till  they  saw  what  turn  affairs  would  take  on  the 
death  of  the  King,  which  had  reached  their  ears.  Upon 
another  occasion,  a  message  coming  from  Scotland  to  press 
the  Chevalier  to  hasten  their  rising,  he  despatched  a 
messenger  to  London  to  the  Earl  of  Mar,  to  tell  him  that 
the  concurrence  of  England  in  the  insurrection  was  ardently 
wished  and  expected  :  but,  instead  of  that  nobleman's 
waiting  for  instructions,  he  had  already  gone  into  the 
Highlands,  and  there  actually  put  himself  at  the  head  of 
his  clans.  After  this,  in  concert  with  the  Duke  of  Ormond, 
he  despatched  one  Mr  Hamilton,  who  got  all  the  papers 
by  heart  for  fear  of  a  miscarriage,  to  their  friends  in 
England,  to  inform  them  that  though  the  Chevalier  was 
destitute  of  succour,  and  all  reasonable  hopes  of  it,  yet  he 
would  land  as  they  pleased  in  England  or  Scotland  at  a 
minute's  warning ;  and  therefore  they  might  rise  immediately 
after  they  had  sent  despatches  to  him.  To  this  message  Mr 
Hamilton  returned  very  soon  with  an  answer  given  by  Lord 
Lansdowne,  in  the  name  of  all  the  persons  privy  to  the 
secret,  that  since  affairs  grew  daily  worse,  and  would  not 
mend  by  delay,  the  malcontents  in  England  had  resolved 
to  declare  immediately,  and  would  be  ready  to  join  the  Duke 
of  Ormond  on  his  landing  ;  adding,  that  his  person  would  be 
as  safe  in  England  as  in  Scotland,  and  that  in  every  other 
respect  it  was  better  he  should  land  in  England  ;  that  they 
had  used  their  utmost  endeavours,  and  hoped  the  western 
counties  would  be  in  a  good  posture  to  receive  him  ;  and 
that  he  should  land  as  near  as  possible  to  Plymouth.  With 
these  assurances  the  Duke  embarked,  though  he  had  heard 
before  of  the  seizure  of  many  of  his  most  zealous  adherents, 
of  the  dispersion  of  many  more,  and  the  consternation  of 
all ;  so  that  upon  his  arrival  at  Plymouth,  finding  nothing 
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in  readiness,  he  returned  to  Brittany.  In  these  circumstances 
the  Pretender  himself  sent  to  have  a  vessel  got  ready  for 
him  at  Dunkirk,  in  which  he  went  to  Scotland,  leaving 
Lord  Bolingbroke  all  this  while  at  Paris,  to  try  if  by  any 
means  some  assistance  might  not  be  procured,  without 
which  all  hopes  of  success  were  at  an  end.  It  was  during 
this  negotiation  upon  this  miserable  proceeding,  that  he 
was  sent  for  by  Mrs  Trant,  (a  woman  who  had  for  some 
time  before  ingratiated  herself  with  the  Regent  of  France, 
by  supplying  him  with  mistresses  from  England,)  to  a  little 
house  in  the  Bois  de  Boulogne,  where  she  lived  with 
Mademoiselle  Chausery,  an  old  superannuated  waiting- 
woman  belonging  to  the  Regent.  By  these  he  was 
acquainted  with  the  measures  they  had  taken  for  the  service 
of  the  Duke  of  Ormond  ;  although  Bolingbroke,  who  was 
actually  secretary  to  the  negotiation,  had  never  been 
admitted  to  a  confidence  in  their  secrets.  He  was  there- 
fore a  little  surprised  at  finding  such  mean  agents  employed 
without  his  privity,  and  very  soon  found  them  utterly 
unequal  to  the  task.  He  quickly,  therefore,  withdrew 
himself  from  such  wretched  auxiliaries,  and  the  Regent 
himself  seemed  pleased  at  his  defection. 

In  the  meantime  the  Pretender  set  sail  from  Dunkirk  for 
Scotland  ;  and  though  Bolingbroke  had  all  along  perceived 
that  his  cause  was  hopeless,  and  his  projects  ill-designed  ; 
although  he  had  met  with  nothing  but  opposition  and 
disappointment  in  his  service  ;  yet  he  considered  that  this,  of 
all  others,  was  tiie  time  he  could  not  be  permitted  to  relax 
in  the  cause.  He  now,  therefore,  neglected  no  means, 
forgot  no  argument  which  his  understanding  could  suggest, 
in  applying  to  the  court  of  France  ;  but  his  success  was 
not  answerable  to  his  industry.  The  King  of  France,  not 
able  to  furnish  the  Pretender  with  money  himself,  had 
WTitten  some  time  before  his  death  to  his  grandson,  the 
King  of  Spain,  and  had  obtained  from  him  a  promise  of 
forty  thousand 'crowns.  A  small  part  of  this  sum  had  been 
received  by  the  Queen's  treasurer  at  St  Germains,  and  had 
been  sent  to  Scotland,  or  employed  to  defray  the  expenses 
which  were  daily  making  on  the  coast  ;  at  the  same  time 
Bolingbroke  pressed  the  Spanish  ambassador  at  Paris,  and 
solicited  the  minister  at  the  Court  of  Spain.  He  took 
care  to  have  a  number  of  officers  picked  out  of  the  Irish 
troops  which  serve  in  France,  gave  them  their  routes,  and 
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sent  a  ship  to  receive  and  transport  them  to  Scotland.  Still, 
however,  the  money  came  in  so  slowly,  and  in  such  trifling 
sums,  that  it  turned  to  little  account,  and  the  officers  were 
on  their  way  to  the  Pretender.  At  the  same  time  he  formed 
a  design  of  engaging  French  privateers  in  the  expedition, 
that  were  to  have  carried  whatever  should  be  necessary  to 
send  to  any  part  of  Britain  in  their  first  voyage,  and  then 
to  cruise  under  the  Pretender's  commission.  He  had 
actually  agreed  for  some,  and  had  it  in  his  power  to  have 
made  the  same  bargain  with  others  :  Sweden  on  the  one 
side,  and  Scotland  on  the  other,  could  have  afforded  them 
retreats  ;  and,  if  the  war  had  been  kept  up  in  any  part  of 
the  mountains,  this  armament  would  have  been  of  the  utmost 
advantage.  But  all  his  projects  and  negotiations  failed  by 
the  Pretender's  precipitate  return,  who  was  not  above  six 
weeks  in  his  expedition,  and  flew  out  of  Scotland  even  before 
all  had  been  tried  in  his  defence.* 

The  expedition  being  in  this  manner  totally  defeated, 
Bolingbroke  now  began  to  think  that  it  was  his  duty  as 
well  as  interest  to  save  the  poor  remains  of  the  disappointed 
party.  He  never  had  any  great  opinion  of  the  Pretender's 
success  before  he  set  off ;  but  when  this  adventurer  had 
taken  the  last  step  which  it  was  in  his  power  to  take,  our 
Secretary  then  resolved  to  suffer  neither  him  nor  the  Scotch 
to  be  any  longer  buljbles  of  their  own  credulity,  and  of  the 
scandalous  artifices  of  the  French  court.  In  a  conversation 
he  had  with  the  Marshal  de  Huxelles,  he  took  occasion  to 
declare,  that  he  would  not  be  the  instrument  of  amusing 
the  Scotch  ;  and  since  he  was  able  to  do  them  no  other 
service,  he  would  at  least  inform  them  of  what  little 
dependence  they  might  place  upon  assistance  from  France. 
He  added,  that  he  would  send  them  vessels,  which,  with 
those  already  on  the  coast  of  Scotland,  might  serve  to 

•  It  is  scarcely  just  to  accuse  tbe  Pretender  of  having  left  Scotland 
"  before  all  had  been  tried  in  his  defence."  The  rising  in  his  favour 
in  England  had  been  entirely  suppressed  ;  and  the  Earl  of  Mar, 
having  already  received  an  effectual  check  from  Argyle,  though  still 
master  of  the  north  Highlands,  found  himself  too  weak  to  attempt 
marching  into  the  low  country.  The  truth  is,  the  fate  of  the 
Rebellion  was  sealed  before  the  Pretender's  landing ;  and  the  only 
fault  with  which  he  is  chargeable,  is  his  remaining  a  single  day  in 
the  countrj',  and  exposing  his  adherents  to  the  vengeance  of  the 
government,  by  commanding  their  attendance  in  the  pageants  of 
mock  royalty,  after  all  chance  of  final  success  waji  lost.  — 13. 
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bring  off  the  Pretender,  the  Earl  of  Mar,  and  as  many- 
others  as  possible.  The  Marshal  approved  his  resolution, 
and  advised  him  to  execute  it,  as  the  only  thing  which  was 
left  to  do  ;  but  in  the  meantime  the  Pretender  landed  at 
Gravelines,  and  gave  orders  to  stop  all  vessels,  bound  on 
his  account  to  Scotland  ;  and  Bolingbroke  saw  him  the 
morning  after  his  arrival  at  St  Germains,  and  he  received 
him  with  open  arms. 

As  it  was  the  Secretary's  business,  as  soon  as  Bolingbroke 
heard  of  his  return,  he  went  to  acquaint  the  French  court 
with  it  ;  when  it  was  recommended  to  him  to  advise  the 
Pretender  to  proceed  to  Barr  with  all  possible  diligence  ; 
and  in  this  measure  Bolingbroke  entirely  concurred.  But 
the  Pretender  himself  was  in  no  such  haste  :  he  had  a  mind 
to  stay  some  time  at  St  Germains,  and  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Paris,  and  to  have  a  private  meeting  with  the  Regent. 
He  accordingly  sent  Bolingbroke  to  solicit  this  meeting,  who 
exerted  all  his  influence  in  the  negotiation.  He  ^^TOte  and 
spoke  to  the  Marshal  de  Huxelles,  who  answered  him  by 
word  of  mouth,  and  by  letters,  refusing  him  by  both,  and 
assuring  him  that  the  Regent  said  the  things  which  were 
asked  were  puerilities,  and  swore  he  would  not  see  him.  The 
Secretary,  no  ways  displeased  with  his  ill  success,  returned 
with  this  answer  to  his  master,  who  acquiesced  in  this 
determination,  and  declared  he  would  instantly  set  out  for 
Lorrain,  at  the  same  time  assuring  Bolingbroke  of  his  firm 
reliance  on  his  integrity. 

However,  the  Pretender,  instead  of  taking  post  for 
Lorrain,  as  he  had  promised,  went  to  a  little  house  in  the  Bois 
de  Boulogne,  where  his  female  ministers  resided,  and  there 
continued  for  several  days,  seeing  the  Spanish  and  Swedish 
ministers,  even  the  Regent  himself.  It  might  have  been  in 
these  interviews  that  he  was  set  against  his  new  Secretary, 
and  taught  to  believe  that  he  had  been  remiss  in  his  duty, 
and  false  to  his  trust.  Be  this  as  it  will,  a  few  days  after  the 
Duke  of  Ormond  came  to  see  Bolingbroke,  and,  having 
first  prepared  him  for  the  surprise,  put  into  his  hands  a  note 
directed  to  the  Duke,  and  a  little  scrip  of  paper  directed  to 
the  Secretary  :  they  were  both  in  the  Pretender's  hand- 
writing, and  dated  as  if  written  by  him  on  his  way  to 
Lorrain  ;  but  in  this  Bolingbroke  was  not  to  be  deceived, 
who  knew  the  place  of  his  present  residence.  In  one  of 
these  papers  the  Pretender  declared,  that  he  had  no  farther 
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occasion  for  the  Secretary's  service  ;  and  the  otfter  was  an 
order  to  him  to  give  up  the  papers  in  his  office  ;  all  which, 
he  observes,  might  have  been  contained  in  a  letter-case  of 
a  moderate  size.  He  gave  the  Duke  the  seals,  and  some 
papers  which  he  could  readily  come  at ;  but  for  some  others, 
in  which  there  were  several  insinuations,  under  the  Pre- 
tender's own  hand,  reflecting  upon  the  Duke  himself,  these 
he  took  care  to  convey  by  a  safe  hand,  since  it  would  have 
been  very  improper  that  the  Duke  should  have  seen  them. 
As  he  thus  gave  up  without  scruple  all  the  papers  which 
remained  in  his  hands,  because  he  was  determined  never  to 
make  use  of  them,  so  he  declares  he  took  a  secret  pride  in 
never  asking  for  those  of  his  own  which  were  in  the  Pre- 
tender's hands  ;  contenting  himself  with  making  the  Duke 
understand,  how  little  need  there  was  to  get  rid  of  a  man 
in  this  manner,  who  only  wanted  an  opportunity  to  get  rid 
of  the  Pretender  and  his  cause.  In  fact,  if  we  survey  the 
measures  taken  on  the  one  side,  and  the  abilities  of  the  man 
on  the  other,  it  will  not  appear  any  way  wonderful  that  he 
should  be  disgusted  with  a  party,  who  had  neither  principle 
to  give  a  foundation  to  their  hopes,  union  to  advance  them, 
nor  abilities  to  put  them  in  motion. 

Bolingbroke,  being  thus  dismissed  from  the  Pretender's 
service,  supposed  that  he  had  got  rid  of  the  trouble  and  the 
ignominy  of  so  mean  an  employment  at  the  same  time  ;  but 
he  was  mistaken :  he  was  no  sooner  rejected  from  the  office, 
than  articles  of  impeachment  were  preferred  against  him,  in 
the  same  manner  as  he  had  before  been  impeached  in 
England,  though  not  with  such  effectual  injury  to  his  person 
and  fortune.  The  articles  of  his  impeachment  by  the 
Pretender  were  branched  out  into  seven  heads,  in  which 
he  was  accused  of  treachery,  incapacity,  and  neglect.  The 
first  was,  that  he  was  never  to  be  found  by  those  who  came 
to  him  about  business  ;  and  if  by  chance  or  stratagem  they 
got  hold  of  him,  he  affected  being  in  a  hurry,  and  by  putting 
them  off  to  another  time,  still  avoided  giving  them  any 
answer  :  The  second  was,  that  the  Earl  of  Mar  complained 
by  six  different  messengers  at  different  times,  before  the 
Chevalier  came  from  Dunkirk,  of  his  being  in  want  of  arms 
and  ammunition,  and  prayed  a  speedy  relief ;  and  though 
the  things  demanded  were  in  my  Lord's  power,  there  was 
not  so  much  as  one  pound  of  powder  in  any  of  the  ships 
which  by  his  Lordsnip's  directions  parted  from  France  • 
Thirdly,  the   Pretender    himself,  after    his    arrival,  sent 
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General  Hamilton  to  inform  him,  that  his  want  of  arms  and 
ammunition  was  such,  that  he  should  be  obliged  to  leave 
Scotland,  unless  he  received  speed}^  relief;  yet  Lord 
Bolingbroke  amused  Mr  Hamilton  twelve  days  together, 
and  did  not  introduce  him  to  any  of  the  French  ministers, 
though  he  was  referred  to  them  for  a  particular  account  of 
affairs  ;  or  so  much  as  communicated  his  letters  to  the 
Queen,  or  any  body  else  :  Fourthly,  the  Count  de  Castel 
Blanco  had  for  several  months  at  Havre  a  considerable 
quantity  of  arms  and  ammunition,  and  did  daily  ask  his 
Lordship's  orders  how  to  dispose  of  them,  but  never  got  any 
instructions  :  Fifthly,  the  Pretender's  friends  at  the  French 
court  had  for  some  time  past  no  very  good  opinion  of  his 
Lordship's  integrity,  and  a  very  bad  one  of  his  discretion  : 
Sixthly,  at  a  time  when  any  merchants  in  France  would 
have  carried  privately  any  quantity  of  arms  and  ammunition 
into  Scotland,  his  Lordship  desired  a  public  order  for  the 
embarkation,  which  being  a  thing  not  to  be  granted,  is  said 
to  have  been  done  in  order  to  urge  a  denial  :  Lastly,  the 
Pretender  wrote  to  his  Lordship  by  every  occasion  after 
his  arrival  in  Scotland ;  and  though  there  were  many 
opportunities  of  WTiting  in  return,  yet  from  the  time  he 
landed  there,  to  the  day  he  left  it,  he  never  received  any 
letter  from  his  Lordship.  Such  were  the  articles,  by  a  very 
extraordinary  reverse  of  fortune,  preferred  against  Lord 
Bolingbroke,  in  less  than  a  year  after  similar  articles  were 
drawn  up  against  him  by  the  opposite  party  at  home.  It 
is  not  easy  to  find  out  what  he  could  have  done  thus  to 
disoblige  all  sides ;  but  he  had  learned  by  this  time  to  make 
out  happiness  from  the  consciousness  of  his  own  designs, 
and  to  consider  all  the  rest  of  mankind  as  uniting  in  a 
faction  to  oppress  virtue.* 

But  though  it  was  mortifying  to  be  thus  rejected  on  both 

*  There  is  little  doubt  that  Bolingbroke,  if  he  did  not  actuaUy 
betray,  as  he  was  accused  of  doing,  the  interests  of  the  Pretender,  did 
not  exert  himself  very  zealously  in  his  cause.  His  sagacity  had  pro- 
bably discovered  verj-  soon  that  there  was  little  chance  of  success  to 
the  Jacobite  cause ;  the  preference  given  to  Ortnond  and  others  must 
have  convinced  him  that  even  in  the  event  of  success,  his  own  part 
muft  be  a  subordinate  one  ;  and  as  there  is  every  reason  to  believe  that 
ambition  alone  induced  him  to  enter  into  the  service  of  the  Pretender, 
he  was  willing  enough  to  neglect  his  interests  when  he  saw  a  chance  of 
being  restored  to  has  native  country,  and  it  may  even  be  suspected 
that  he  made  a  merit  of  this  lukewarmness  with  his  correspondents 
at  home,  and  with  Lord  Stair,  the  English  ambassador  at  Paris.  — B. 


LIFE  OF  LORD  BOLINGBROKE.  237 

sides,  yet  he  was  not  remiss  in  vindicating  himself  from  all. 
Against  these  articles  of  impeachment,  therefore,  he  drew 
up  an  elaborate  answer,  in  which  he  vindicates  himself  with 
great  plausibility.  He  had  long,  as  he  asserts,  wished  to 
leave  the  Pretender's  service,  but  was  entirely  at  a  loss 
how  to  conduct  himself  in  so  difficult  a  resignation ; 
"  but  at  length,"  says  he,  "  the  Pretender  and  his  council 
disposed  of  things  better  for  me  than  I  could  have  done 
for  myself.  I  had  resolved,  on  his  return  from  Scotland, 
to  follow  him  till  his  residence  should  be  fixed  somewhere  ; 
after  which,  having  served  the  Tories  in  this,  which  I  looked 
upon  as  their  last  struggle  for  power,  and  having  continued 
to  act  in  the  Pretender's  aifairs  till  the  end  of  the  term  for 
which  I  embarked  with  him,  I  should  have  esteemed  myself 
to  be  at  liberty,  and  should,  in  the  civilest  manner  I  was 
able,  have  taken  my  leave  of  him.  Had  we  parted  thus, 
I  should  have  remained  in  a  very  strange  situation  all  the  rest 
of  my  life ;  on  one  side  he  would  have  thought  that  he  had 
a  right  on  any  future  occasion  to  call  me  out  of  my  retreat ; 
the  Tories  would  probably  have  thought  the  same  thing  ; 
my  resolution  was  taken  to  refuse  them  both,  and  I  foresaw 
that  both  would  condemn  me  :  on  the  other  side,  the  con- 
sideration of  his  having  kept  measures  with  me,  joined  to 
that  of  having  once  openly  declared  for  him,  would  have 
created  a  point  of  honour,  by  which  I  should  have  been 
tied  down,  not  only  from  ever  engaging  against  him,  but 
also  from  making  my  peace  at  home.  The  Pretender  cut 
this  Gordian  knot  asunder  at  one  blow  :  he  broke  the  links 
of  that  chain  which  former  engagements  had  fastened  on 
me,  and  gave  me  a  right  to  esteem  myself  as  free  from  all 
obligations  of  keeping  measures  with  him,  as  I  should  have 
continued  if  I  had  never  engaged  in  his  interest." 

It  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  one  so  very  delicate  to 
preserve  his  honour,  would  previously  have  basely  betrayed 
his  employer :  a  man,  conscious  of  acting  so  infamous  a 
part,  would  have  undertaken  no  defence,  but  let  the  accu- 
sations, which  could  not  materially  affect  him,  blow  over, 
and  wait  for  the  calm  that  was  to  succeed  in  tranquillity. 
He  appeals  to  all  the  ministers  with  whom  he  transacted 
business,  for  the  integrity  of  his  proceedings  at  that  juncture ; 
and  had  he  been  really  guilty,  when  he  opposed  the  ministry 
here  after  his  return,  they  would  not  have  failed  to  brand 
and  detect  his  duplicity.    The  truth  is,  that  he  perhaps 
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was  the  most  disinterested  minister  at  that  time  in  the 
Pretender's  court ;  as  he  had  spent  great  sums  of  his  own 
money  in  his  service,  and  never  would  be  obliged  to  him 
for  a  farthing,  in  which  case  he  believes  that  he  was  single. 
His  integrity  is  much  less  impeachable  on  this  occasion 
than  his  ambition  ;  for  all  the  steps  he  took  may  be  fairly 
ascribed  to  his  displeasure  at  having  the  Duke  of  Ormond 
and  the  Earl  of  Mar  treated  more  confidentially  than  him- 
self. It  was  his  aim  always  to  be  foremost  in  every  admi- 
nistration, and  he  could  not  bear  to  act  as  a  subaltern  in  so 
paltry  a  court  as  that  of  the  Pretender. 

At  all  periods  of  his  exile,  he  stili  looked  towards  home 
with  secret  regret ;  and  had  even  taken  every  opportunity 
to  apply  to  those  in  power,  either  to  soften  his  prosecutions, 
or  lessen  the  number  of  his  enemies  at  home.  In  accepting 
his  office  under  the  Pretender,  he  made  it  a  condition  to  be 
at  liberty  to  quit  the  post  whenever  he  should  think  proper  ; 
and  being  now  disgracefully  dismissed,  he  turned  his  mind 
entirely  towards  making  his  peace  in  England,  and  employ- 
ing all  the  unfortunate  experience  he  had  acquired  to 
undeceive  his  Tory  friends,  and  to  promote  the  union  and 
quiet  of  his  native  country.  It  was  not  a  little  favourable 
to  his  hopes,  that  about  this  time,  though  unknown  to  him, 
the  Earl  of  Stair,  ambassador  to  the  French  court,  had 
received  full  power  to  treat  with  him  whilst  he  was  engaged 
with  the  Pretender ;  but  yet  had  never  made  him  any 
proposals,  which  might  be  considered  as  the  grossest 
outrage.  But  when  the  breach  with  the  Pretender  was 
universally  known,  the  Earl  sent  one  Monsieur  Saludin,  a 
gentleman  of  Geneva,  to  Lord  Bolingbroke,  to  communi- 
cate to  him  his  Majesty  King  George's  favourable  disposi- 
tion to  grant  him  a  pardon,  and  his  own  earnest  desire  to 
serve  him  as  far  as  he  was  able.  This  was  an  offer  by 
much  too  advantageous  for  Bolingbroke  in  his  wretched 
circumstances  to  refuse  ;  he  embraced  it,  as  became  him  to 
do,  with  all  possible  sense  of  the  King's  goodness,  and  of 
the  ambassador's  friendship.  They  had  frequent  conferences 
shortly  after  upon  the  subject.  The  turn  which  the  English 
ministry  gave  the  matter,  was  to  enter  into  a  treaty  to 
reverse  his  attainder,  and  to  stipulate  the  conditions  on 
which  this  act  of  grace  should  be  granted  him  :  but  this 
method  of  negotiation  he  would  by  no  means  submit  to  ; 
tlie  notion  of  a  treaty  shocked  him,  and  he  resolved  never 
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to  be  restored,  rather  than  go  that  way  to  work.  Accor- 
dingly, he  opened  himself  without  any  reserve  to  Lord  Stair, 
and  told  him,  that  he  looked  upon  himself  obliged  in  honour 
and  conscience  to  undeceive  his  friends  in  England,  both 
as  to  the  state  of  foreign  affairs,  as  to  the  management  of 
the  Jacobite  interest  abroad,  and  as  to  the  characters  of  the 
persons  ;  in  every  one  of  which  points  he  knew  them  to  be 
most  grossly  and  most  dangerously  deluded.  He  observed, 
that  the  treatment  he  had  received  from  the  Pretender  and 
his  adherents,  would  justify  him  to  the  world  in  doing  this  ; 
that,  if  he  remained  in  exile  all  his  life,  he  might  be  assured 
that  he  would  never  have  more  to  do  with  the  Jacobite 
cause  ;  and  that,  if  he  were  restored,  he  would  give  it  an 
effectual  blow,  in  making  that  apology  which  the  Pretender 
had  put  him  under  a  necessity  of  making  ;  that  in  doing 
this,  he  flattered  himself  that  he  should  contribute  some- 
thing towards  the  establishment  of  the  King's  government, 
and  to  the  union  of  his  subjects.  He  added,  that  if  the 
court  thought  him  sincere  in  those  professions,  a  treaty  with 
him  was  unnecessary ;  and,  if  they  did  not  believe  so,  then 
a  treaty  would  be  dangerous  to  him.  The  Earl  of  Stair, 
who  has  also  confirmed  this  account  of  Lord  Bolingbroke's, 
in  a  letter  to  Mr  Craggs,  readily  came  into  his  sentiments 
on  this  head,  and  soon  after  the  King  approved  it  upon 
their  representations ;  he  accordingly  received  a  promise  of 
pardon  from  George  I,  who,  on  the  2d  of  July,  1716, 
created  his  father  Baron  of  Battersea,  in  the  county  of 
Surrey,  and  Viscount  St  John.  This  seemed  preparatory 
to  his  own  restoration  ;  and,  instead  of  prosecuting  any 
farther  ambitious  schemes  against  the  government,  he  rather 
began  to  turn  his  mind  to  philosophy  ;  and  since  he  could 
not  gratify  his  ambition  to  its  full  extent,  he  endeavoured  to 
learn  the  art  of  despising  it.  The  variety  of  distressful 
events  that  had  hitherto  attended  all  his  struggles,  at  last 
had  thrown  him  into  a  state  of  reflection,  and  this  produced, 
by  M'ay  of  relief,  a  consolatio  pkUosopkica,  which  he  wrote 
the  same  year,  under  the  title  of  Reflections  upon  Exile. 
In  this  piece,  in  which  he  professes  to  imitate  the  manner 
of  Seneca,  he  with  some  wit  draws  his  own  picture,  and 
represents  himself  as  suffering  persecution,  for  having 
served  his  country  with  abilities  and  integrity.  A  state  of 
exile  thus  incurred,  he  verj-  justly  shews  to  be  rather  honour- 
able than  distressful ;  and  indeed  there  are  few  men  who 
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ivill  deny,  that  the  company  of  strangers  to  virtue,  is  better 
than  the  company  of  enemies  to  it.  Besides  this  philoso- 
phical tract,  he  also  wrote  this  year  several  letters,  in 
answer  to  the  charges  laid  upon  him  by  the  Pretender  and 
his  adherents  ;  and  the  following  year  he  drew  up  a  vindi- 
cation of  his  whole  conduct  with  respect  to  the  Tories,  in 
the  form  of  a  letter  to  Sir  William  Windham. 

Nor  was  he  so  entirely  devoted  to  the  fatigues  of  business, 
but  that  he  gave  pleasure  a  share  in  its  pursuits.  He  had 
never  much  agreed  with  the  lady  he  first  married,  and  after 
a  short  cohabitation  they  separated,  and  lived  ever  after 
asunder.  She  therefore  remained  in  England  upon  his 
going  into  exile,  and  by  proper  application  to  the  throne, 
was  allowed  a  sufficient  maintenance  to  support  her  with 
becoming  dignity  :  however,  she  did  not  long  survive  his 
first  disgrace  ;  and  upon  his  becoming  a  widower,  he  began 
to  think  of  trj'ing  his  fortune  once  more  in  a  state  which 
was  at  first  so  unfavourable.  For  this  purpose  he  cast  his 
eye  on  the  widow  of  the  Marquis  of  Villette,  a  niece  to  the 
famous  Madame  Maintenon,  a  young  lady  of  great  merit 
and  understanding,  possessed  of  a  very  large  fortune,  but 
encumbered  with  a  long  and  troublesome  lawsuit.  In  the 
company  of  this  very  sensible  woman  he  passed  his  time  in 
France,  sometimes  in  the  country,  and  sometimes  at  the 
capital,  till  the  year  1723,  in  which,  after  the  breaking  up 
of  the  Parliament,  his  Majesty  was  pleased  to  grant  him  a 
pardon  as  to  his  personal  safety,  but  neither  as  yet  restoring 
him  to  his  family  inheritance,  his  title,  nor  a  seat  in  Parliament. 

To  obtain  this  favour  had  been  the  governing  principle 
of  his  politics  for  some  years  before  ;  and  upon  the  first 
notice  of  his  good  fortune,  he  prepared  to  return  to  his 
native  country,  where,  however,  his  dearest  connections 
were  either  dead,  or  declared  themselves  suspicious  of  his 
former  conduct  in  support  of  their  party.  It  is  observable 
that  Bishop  Atterbury,  who  was  banished  at  this  time  for  a 
supposed  treasonable  correspondence  in  favour  of  the  Tories, 
was  set  on  shore  at  Calais,  just  when  Lord  Bolingbroke 
arrived  there  on  his  return  to  England.  So  extraordinary 
a  reverse  of  fortune  could  not  fail  of  strongly  affecting  that 
good  prelate,  who  observed  with  some  emotion,  that  he 
perceived  himself  to  be  exchanged  :  he  presently  left  it  to 
his  auditors  to  imagine,  whether  his  country  were  the  loser 
or  the  gainer  by  such  an  exchange.        , 
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Lord  Bolingbroke,  upon  his  return  to  his  native  country, 
began  to  make  very  vigorous  applications  for  farther  favours 
from  the  crown  :  his  pardon,  without  the  means  of  support, 
was  but  an  empty,  or  perhaps  it  might  be  called  a  distressful 
act  of  kindness,  as  it  brought  him  back'  among  his  former 
friends  in  a  state  of  inferiority  his  pride  could  not  endure. 
However,  his  applications  were  soon  after  successful,  for  in 
about  two  years  after  his  return,  he  obtained  an  act  of 
Parliament  to  restore  him  to  his  family  inheritance,  which 
amounted  to  nearly  three  thousand  pounds  a-year.  He  was 
also  enabled  by  the  same  to  possess  any  purchase  he  should 
make  of  any  other  estate  in  the  kingdom  ;  and  he  accord- 
dingly  pitched  upon  a  seat  of  Lord  Tankerville's,  at  Dawley, 
near  Uxbridge  in  Middlesex,  where  he  settled  with  his  lady, 
and  laid  himself  out  to  enjoy  the  rural  pleasures  in  perfection, 
since  the  more  glorious  ones  of  ambition  were  denied  him. 
With  this  resolution  he  began  to  improve  his  new  purchase 
in  a  very  peculiar  style,  giving  it  eiU  the  air  of  a  country 
farm,  and  adorning  even  his  hall  with  all  the  implements  of 
husbandry.  We  have  a  sketch  of  his  way  of  living  in  this 
retreat  in  a  letter  of  Pope  to  Swift,  who  omits  no  oppor- 
tunity of  representing  his  Lordship  in  the  most  amiable 
points  of  view.  This  letter  b  dated  from  Dawley,  the  country 
farm  above  mentioned,  and  begins  thus :  "  I  now  hold  the 
pen  for  my  Lord  Bolingbroke,  who  is  reading  your  letter 
between  two  hay-cocks ;  but  his  attention  is  somewhat 
diverted,  by  casting  his  eyes  on  the  clouds,  not  in  the  admi- 
ration of  what  you  say,  but  for  fear  of  a  shower.  He  is 
pleased  with  your  placing  him  in  the  triumvirate  between 
yourself  and  me ;  though  he  says  he  doubts  he  shall  fare  like 
Lepidus,  while  one  of  us  runs  away  with  all  the  power  like 
Augustus,  and  another  with  all  the  pleasure,  like  Anthony. 
It  is  upon  a  foresight  of  this,  that  he  has  fitted  up  his  farm, 
and  you  will  agree  that  this  scheme  of  retreat  is  not  founded 
upon  weak  appearances.  Upon  his  return  from  Bath,  he 
finds  all  peccant  humours  are  purged  out  of  him  ;  and  his 
great  temperance  and  economy  are  so  signal,  that  the  first 
is  fit  for  my  constitution,  and  the  latter  would  enable  you  to 
lay  up  so  much  money  as  to  buy  a  bishopric  in  England. 
As  to  the  return  of  his  health  and  vigour,  were  you  here, 
you  might  inquire  of  his  haymakers  ;  but  as  to  his  tem- 
perance, I  can  answer  that  for  one  whole  day  we  have  had 
nothing  for  dinner  but  mutton  broth,  beans,  and  bacon,  and 

VOL,  IV,  a 
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a  barn-door  fowl.  Now  his  Lordship  is  run  after  his  cart, 
I  have  a  moment  left  to  myself  to  tell  you,  that  I  overheard 
him  yesterday  agree  with  a  painter  for  two  hundred  pounds, 
to  paint  his  country  hall  with  rakes,  spades,  prongs,  &c.  and 
other  ornaments,  merely  to  countenance  his  calling  this 
place  a  farm."  What  Pope  here  says  of  his  engagements 
with  a  painter,  was  shortly  after  executed  ;  the  hall  was 
painted  accordingly  in  black  crayons  only,  so  that  at  first 
view  it  brought  to  mind  the  figures  often  seen  scratched 
with  charcoal,  or  the  smoke  of  a  candle,  upon  the  kitchen 
walls  of  farm  houses.  The  whole,  however,  produced  a 
most  striking  effect,  and  over  the  door  at  the  entrance  into 
it  was  this  motto  :  Satis  beatus  ruris  honoribus.  His  Lordship 
seemed  to  be  extremely  happy  in  his  pursuit  of  moral  tran- 
quillity, and,  in  the  exultation  of  his  heart,  could  not  fail  of 
communicating  his  satisfactions  to  his  friend  Swift.  "  I  am 
in  my  own  farm,"  says  he,  "  and  here  I  shoot  strong  and 
tenacious  roots  :  I  have  caught  hold  of  the  earth,  to  use  a 
gardener's  phrase,  and  neither  my  enemies  nor  my  friends 
will  find  it  an  easy  matter  to  transplant  me  again." 

There  is  not,  perhaps,  a  stronger  instance  in  the  world 
than  his  Lordship,  that  an  ambitious  mind  can  never  be 
fairly  subdued,  but  will  still  seek  for  those  gratifications 
which  retirement  can  never  supply.  All  this  time  he  was 
mistaken  in  his  passion  for  solitude,  and  supposed  that  to  be 
the  child  of  philosophy  which  was  onl\'  the  effect  of  spleen  : 
it  was  in  vain  that  he  attempted  to  take  root  in  the  shade  of 
obscurity  :  he  was  originally  bred  in  the  glare  of  public 
occupation,  and  he  secretly  once  more  wished  for  transplan- 
tation. He  was  only  a  titular  Lord  ;  he  had  not  been 
thoroughly  restored  ;  and,  as  he  was  excluded  from  a  seat 
in  the  House  of  Peers,  he  burned  with  impatience  to  play  a 
part  in  that  conspicuous  theatre.  Impelled  by  this  desire, 
he  could  no  longer  be  restrained  in  obscurity,  but  once  more 
entered  into  the  bustle  of  public  business,  and  disavowing 
all  obligations  to  the  minister,  he  embarked  in  the  opposition 
against  him,  in  which  he  had  several  powerful  coadjutors  : 
but  previously  he  had  taken  care  to  prefer  a  petition  to  the 
House  of  Commons,  desiring  to  be  reinstated  in  his  former 
emoluments  and  capacities.  This  petition  at  first  occasioned 
very  warm  debates  :  Walpole,  who  pretended  to  espouse  his 
cause,  alleged  that  it  was  very  right  to  admit  him  to  his 
inheritance  ;  and  when  Lord  William  Pawlet  moved  for  a 
clause  to  disqualify  him  from  sitting  in  either  house,  Walpole 
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rejected  the  motion,  secretly  satisfied  with  a  resolution  which 
had  been  settled  in  the  cabinet,  that  he  should  never  more 
be  admitted  into  any  share  of  power.  To  this  artful  method 
of  evading  his  pretensions,  Bolingbroke  was  no  stranger  ; 
and  he  was  now  resolved  to  shake  that  power,  which  thus 
endeavoured  to  obstruct  the  increase  of  his  own  :  taking, 
therefore,  his  part  in  the  opposition  with  Pulteney,  while  the 
latter  engaged  to  manage  the  House  of  Commons,  Boling- 
broke undertook  to  enlighten  the  people.  Accordingly,  he 
soon  distinguished  himself  by  a  multitude  of  pieces,  written 
during  the  latter  part  of  George  the  First's  reign,  and  likewise 
the  beginning  of  that  which  succeeded.  These  were  con- 
ceived with  great  vigour  and  boldness  ;  and  now,  once  more 
engaged  in  the  service  of  his  country,  though  disarmed, 
gagged,  and  almost  bound,  as  he  declared  himself  to  be,  yet 
he  resolved  not  to  abandon  his  cause,  as  long  as  he  could 
depend  on  the  firmness  and  integrity  of  those  coadjutors, 
who  did  not  labour  under  the  same  disadvantages  with  him- 
self. His  letters,  in  a  paper  called  the  Craftsman,  were 
particularly  distinguished  in  this  political  contest  ;  and 
though  several  of  the  most  expert  politicians  of  the  times 
joined  in  this  paper,  his  essays  were  peculiarly  relished  by 
the  public.  However,  it  is  the  fate  of  things  written  to  an 
occasion,  seldom  to  survive  that  occasion  :  the  Craftsman, 
though  written  with  great  spirit  and  sharpness,  is  now  almost 
forgotten,  although,  when  it  was  published  as  a  weekly  paper, 
it  sold  much  more  rapidly  than  even  the  Spectator.  Beside 
this  work,  he  published  several  other  separate  pamphlets, 
which  were  afterwards  reprinted  in  the  second  edition  of 
his  works,  and  which  were  very  popular  in  their  day.  This 
political  warfare  continued  for  ten  years,  during  which  time 
he  laboured  with  great  strength  and  perseverance,  and  drew 
up  such  a  system  of  politics,  as  some  have  supposed  to  be 
the  most  complete  now  existing.  But,  as  upon  all  other 
occasions,  he  had  the  mortification  once  more  to  see  those 
friends  desert  him,  upon  whose  assistance  he  most  firmly 
relied,  and  all  that  web  of  fine  spun  speculation  actually 
destroyed  at  once,  by  the  ignorance  of  some,  and  the  perfidy 
of  others.  He  then  declared  that  he  was  perfectly  cured  of 
his  patriotic  frenzy  ;  he  fell  out  not  only  with  Pulteney*  for 
his  selfish  views,  but  with  his  old  friends  the  Tories,  for 

•  Pulteney,  afterwards  created  Earl  of  Bath,  was  at  that  time  the 
leader  of  the  opposition  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole's  administration.  —  B. 
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abandoning  their  cause  as  desperate  ;  averring',  that  the  faint 
and  unsteady  exercise  of  parts  on  one  side,  was  a  crime  but 
one  degree  inferior  to  the  iniquitous  misapplication  of  them 
on  the  other.  But  he  could  not  take  leave  of  a  controversy 
in  which  he  had  been  so  many  years  engaged,  without  giving 
a  parting  blow,  in  which  he  seemed  to  summon  up  all  his 
vigour  at  once,  and  where,  as  the  poet  says, 

Animam  in  vulnere  posuit. 

This  inimitable  piece  is  entitled,  "  A  Dissertation  on 
Parties,"  and  of  all  his  masterly  pieces  it  is  in  general 
esteemed  the  best. 

Having  finished  this,  which  was  received  with  the  utmost 
avidity,  he  resolved  to  take  leave,  not  only  of  his  enemies 
and  friends,  but  even  of  his  country  ;  and  in  this  resolution, 
in  the  year  1736,  he  once  more  retired  to  France,  where  he 
looked  to  his  native  country  with  a  mixture  of  anger  and 
pity,  and  upon  his  former  professing  friends  with  a  share  of 
contempt  and  indignation.  "  I  expect  little,"  says  he,  "from 
the  principal  actors  that  tread  the  stage  at  present.  They 
are  divided  not  so  much  as  it  seemed,  and  as  they  would 
have  it  believed,  about  measures  :  the  true  division  is  about 
their  different  ends.  Whilst  the  minister  was  not  hard 
pushed,  nor  the  prospect  of  succeeding  to  him  near,  they 
appeared  to  have  but  one  end, — the  reformation  of  the  govern- 
ment. The  destruction  of  the  minister  was  pursued  only  as 
a  preliminary,  but  of  essential  and  indisputable  necessity,  to 
that  end  ;  but  when  his  destruction  seemed  to  approach,  the 
object  of  his  succession  interposed  to  the  sight  of  many,  and 
the  reformation  of  the  government  was  no  longer  their  point 
of  view.  They  had  divided  the  skin,  at  least  in  their 
thought,  before  they  had  taken  the  beast.  The  common 
fear  of  hastening  his  downfall  for  others  made  them  all  faint 
in  the  chase.  It  was  this,  and  this  alone,  that  saved  him, 
and  put  off  his  evil  day." 

Such  were  his  cooler  reflections,  after  he  had  laid  down 
his  political  pen,  to  employ  it  in  a  manner  that  was  much 
more  agreeable  to  his  usual  professions,  and  his  approach- 
ing age.  He  had  long  employed  the  few  hours  he  could 
spare,  on  subjects  of  a  more  general  and  important  nature 
to  the  interests  of  mankind  ;  but  as  he  was  frequently 
interrupted  by  the  alarms  of  party,  he    made  no  great 
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proficiency  in  his  design.  Still,  however,  he  kept  it  in  view, 
and  he  maJies  frequent  mention,  in  his  letters  to  Swift,  of  his 
intentions  to  give  metaphysics  a  new  and  useful  turn.  "  I 
know,"  says  he,  in  one  of  these,  "  how  little  regard  you  pay 
to  writings  of  this  kind  ;  but  I  imagine,  that  if  you  can  like 
any,  it  must  be  those  that  strip  metaphysics  of  all  their 
bombast,  keep  within  the  sight  of  every  well  constituted  eye, 
and  never  bewilder  themselves,  whilst  they  pretend  to  guide 
the  reason  of  others." 

Having  now  arrived  at  the  sixtieth  year  of  his  age,  and 
being  blessed  with  a  very  competent  share  of  fortune,  he 
returned  into  France,  far  from  the  noise  and  hurry  of  party  ; 
for  his  seat  at  Dawley  was  too  near  to  devote  the  rest  of 
his  life  to  retirement  and  study.*     Upon  his  going  to  that 

•  Of  his  new  course  of  life  and  study,  we  have  an  account  in  the 
following  extract  frorn  a  letter  of  Pope  to  Swift,  dated  May  17, 1739  :  — 
"  Your  last,  which  was  delivered  me  by  Mr  Swift,  inquires  where 
and  how  is  Lord  BoUngbroke  ?  who,  in  a  paragraph  in  my  last,  under 
his  own  hand,  gave  you  an  account  of  himself;  and  I  employed  almost 
a  whole  letter  on  his  affairs  afterwards.  He  has  sold  Dawley  for 
twenty-six  thousand  pounds,  much  to  his  own  satisfaction.  His  plan 
of  life  is  now  a  very  agreeable  one,  in  the  finest  countrj-  of  France, 
dinded  between  study  and  exercise  ;  for  he  still  reads  or  writes  five  or 
six  hours  a-day,  and  hunts  generally  twice  a-week.  He  has  the  whole 
forest  of  Fontainbleau  at  his  command,  with  the  king's  stables  and 
dogs,  &c.  his  lady's  son-in-law  being  governor  of  that  place.  She 
resides  roost  part  of  the  year  with  my  lord,  at  a  large  house  they  have 
hired  ;  and  the  rest  with  her  daughter,  who  is  abbess  of  a  royal  convent 
in  the  neighbourhood.  I  never  saw  him  in  stronger  health,  or  in  better 
humour  with  his  friends;  or  more  indifferent  and  dispassionate  as  to 
his  enemies.  He  is  seriously  set  upon  v^nriting  some  parts  of  the 
history  of  his  times,  which  he  has  begun  by  a  noble  introduction, 
presenting  a  view  of  the  whole  state  of  Europe,  from  the  P)Tenean 
treaty.  He  has  hence  deduced  a  siunmarj-  sketch  of  the  natural  and 
incidental  interests  of  each  kingdom,  and  how  they  have  varied  from, 
or  approached  to,  the  true  politics  of  each,  in  the  several  administra- 
tions to  this  time.  The  history  itself  wiU  be  particular  only  on  such 
facts  and  anecdotes  as  he  personally  knew,  or  produces  vouchers  for, 
both  firom  home  and  abroad.  This  puts  into  my  mind  to  tell  you  a 
fear  he  expressed  lately  to  me,  that  some  facts  in  your  history  of  the 
queen's  last  vears  (which  he  read  here  with  me  in  1727)  aie  not 
exactly  statea,  and  that  he  may  be  obliged  to  vary  from  them  in  rela- 
tion, I  believe,  to  the  conduct  of  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  of  which  great 
care  surely  should  be  taken.  And  he  told  me,  that  when  he  saw  you 
in  1727,  ne  made  you  observe  them,  and  that  jou  promised  to  take 
that  care."  —  B. 
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country,  as  it  was  generally  known  that  disdain,  vexation, 
and  disappointment  had  driven  him  there,  many  of  his 
friends,  as  well  as  his  enemies,  supposed,  that  he  was  once 
again  gone  over  to  the  Pretender.  Among  the  number  who 
entertained  this  suspicion  was  Swift,  whom  Pope,  in  one  of 
his  letters,  very  roundly  chides  for  harbouring  such  an  unjust 
opinion.  "  You  should  be  cautious,"  says  he  "  of  censuring 
any  motion  or  action  of  Lord  Bolingbroke,  because  you 
hear  it  only  from  a  shallow,  envious,  and  malicious  reporter. 
What  you  writ  to  me  about  him,  I  find,  to  my  great  scanddl, 
repeated  in  one  of  yours  to  another.  Whatever  you  might 
hint  to  me,  was  this  for  the  profane  ?  The  thing,  if  true, 
should  be  concealed  ;  but  it  is,  f  assure  you,  absolutely 
untrue  in  every  circumstance.  He  has  fixed  in  a  very 
agreeable  retirement  near  Fontainbleau,  and  makes  it  his 
whole  business  vacare  Uteris." 

This  reproof  from  Pope  was  not  more  friendly  than  it 
was  true :  Lord  Bolingbroke  was  too  well  acquainted  with 
the  forlorn  state  of  that  party,  and  the  folly  of  its  conductors, 
once  more  to  embark  in  their  desperate  concerns.  He  now 
saw  that  he  had  gone  as  far  towards  reinstating  himself 
in  the  full  possession  of  his  former  honours,  as  the  mere 
dint  of  parts  and  application  could  go,  and  was,  at  length, 
experimentally  convinced,  that  the  decree  was  absolutely 
irreversible,  and  the  door  of  the  House  of  Lords  finally  shut 
against  him.  He,  therefore,  at  Pope's  suggestion,  retired, 
merely  to  be  at  leisure  from  the  broils  of  opposition,  for  the 
calmer  pleasures  of  philosophy.  Thus  the  decline  of  his 
life,  though  less  brilliant,  became  more  amiable  ;  and  even 
his  happiness  was  improved  by  age,  which  had  rendered  his 
passions  more  moderate,  and  his  wishes  more  attainable. 

But  he  was  far  from  suffering,  even  in  solitude,  his  hours 
to  glide  away  in  torpid  inactivity.  That  active,  restless 
disposition  still  continued  to  actuate  his  pursuits  ;  axid 
having  lost  the  season  for  gaining  power  over  his  contem- 
poraries, he  was  now  resolved  upon  acquiring  fame  from 
posterity.  He  had  not  been  long  in  his  retreat  near 
Fontainbleau,  when  he  began  a  course  of  letters  on  the 
study  and  use  of  history,  for  the  use  of  a  young  nobleman.* 

•  The  young  nobleman  to  whom  these  letters  were  addressed  was 
I  ord  Hyde,  Viscount  Cornbury.  —  B. 
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In  these,  he  does  not  follow  the  methods  of  St  Real  and 
others  who  have  treated  on  this  subject,  who  make  history 
the  great  fountain  of  all  knowledge  ;  he  very  wisely  confines 
its  benefits,  and  supposes  them  rather  to  consist  in  deducing 
general  maxims  from  particular  facts,  than  in  illustrating 
maxims  by  the  application  of  historical  passages.  In  men- 
tioning ecclesiastical  history,  he  gives  his  opinion  very 
freely  upon  the  subject  of  the  divine  original  of  the  sacred 
books,  which  he  supposes  to  have  no  such  foundation.  This 
new  system  of  thinking,  which  he  had  always  propagated  in 
conversation,  and  which  he  now  began  to  adopt  in  his  more 
laboured  compositions,  seemed  no  way  supported  either  by 
his  acuteness  or  his  learning.  He  began  to  reflect  seriously 
on  these  subjects  too  late  in  life,  and  to  suppose  those 
objections  very  new  and  unanswerable  which  had  been 
already  confuted  by  thousands.  "  Lord  Bolingbroke,"  says 
Pope,  in  one  of  his  letters,  "  is  above  trifling  ;  when  he 
writes  of  any  thing  in  this  world,  he  is  more  than  mortal. 
If  ever  he  trifles,  it  must  be  when  he  turns  divine." 

In  the  meantime,  as  it  was  evident  that  a  man  of  his 
active  ambition,  in  choosing  retirement  when  no  longer  able 
to  lead  in  public,  must  be  liable  to  ridicule  in  resuming  a 
resigned  philosophical  air,  in  order  to  obviate  the  censure, 
he  addressed  a  letter  to  Lord  Bathurst  upon  the  true  use  of 
retirement  and  study  ;  in  which  he  shews  himself  still  able 
and  willing  to  undertake  the  cause  of  his  country,  whenever 
its  distresses  should  require  his  exertion.  "  1  have,"  says 
he,  "  renounced  neither  my  country  nor  my  friends  ;  and 
by  friends,  I  mean  all  those,  and  those  alone,  who  are  such 
to  their  country.  In  their  prosperity  they  shall  never  hear 
of  me  ;  in  their  distress  always.  In  that  retreat  wherein 
the  remainder  of  my  days  shall  be  spent,  I  may  be  of  some 
use  to  them,  since,  even  thence,  I  may  advise,  exhort,  and 
warn  them."  Bent  upon  this  pursuit  only,  and  having  now 
exchanged  the  gay  statesman  for  the  grave  philosopher,  he 
shone  forth  with  distinguished  lustre.  His  conversation 
took  a  different  turn  from  what  had  been  usual  with  him  ; 
and,  as  we  are  assured  by  Lord  Orrery,  who  knew  him,  it 
united  the  wisdom  of  Socrates,  the  dignity  and  ease  of 
Pliny,  and  the  wit  of  Horace. 

Yet  still,  amid  his  resolutions  to  turn  himself  from  politics, 
and  to  give  himself  up  entirely  to  the  calls  of  philosophy. 
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he  could  not  resist  embarking  once  more  in  the  debates  of 
his  country  ;  and,  coming  back  from  France,  settled  at 
Battersea,  an  old  seat  which  was  his  father's,  and  had  been 
long  in  the  possession  of  the  family.  He  supposed  he  saw 
an  impending  calamity,  and,  though  it  was  not  in  his  power 
to  remove,  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  retard  its  fall.  To 
redeem  or  save  the  nation  from  perdition  he  thought 
impossible,  since  national  corruptions  were  to  be  purged  by 
national  calamities ;  but  he  was  resolved  to  lend  his  feeble 
assistance  to  stem  the  torrent  that  was  pouring  in.  With 
this  spirit  he  wrote  that  excellent  piece,  which  is  entitled 
"  The  Idea  of  a  Patriot  King ; "  in  which  he  describes  a 
monarch  uninfluenced  by  party,  leaning  to  the  suggestions 
neither  of  Whigs  nor  Tories,  but  equally  the  friend  and  the 
father  of  all.  Some  time  after,  in  the  year  1749,  after  the 
conclusion  of  the  peace  two  years  before,  the  measures 
taken  by  the  administration  seemed  not  to  have  been 
repugnant  to  his  notions  of  political  prudence  for  that 
juncture  :  in  that  year  he  wrote  his  last  production,  con- 
taining reflections  on  the  then  state  of  the  nation,  principally 
with  regard  to  her  taxes  and  debts,  and  on  the  causes  and 
consequences  of  them.  This  undertaking  was  left  unfinished, 
for  death  snatched  the  pen  from  the  hand  of  the  writer. 

Having  passed  the  latter  part  of  his  life  in  dignity  and 
splendour,  his  rational  faculties  improved  by  reflection,  and 
his  ambition  kept  under  by  disappointment,  his  whole  aim 
seemed  to  have  been  to  leave  the  stage  of  life,  on  which  he 
had  acted  such  various  parts,  with  applause.  He  had  long 
wished  to  fetch  his  last  breath  at  Battersea,  the  place  where 
he  was  bom  ;  and  fortune,  that  had  through  life  seemed  to 
traverse  all  his  aims,  at  last  indulged  him  in  this.  He  had 
long  been  troubled  with  a  cancer  in  his  cheek,  by  which 
excruciating  disease  he  died,  on  the  verge  of  fourscore  years 
of  age.  He  was  consonant  with  himself  to  the  last ;  and 
those  principles  which  he  had  all  along  avowed,  he  con- 
firmed with  his  dying  breath,  having  given  orders  that  none 
of  the  clergy  should  be  permitted  to  trouble  him  in  his 
latest  moments. 

His  body  was  interred  in  Battersea  church  with  those  of 
his  ancestors  ;  and  a  marble  monument  erected  to  his 
memory,  with  the  following  excellent  inscription  :  — 
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HERE  LIES 

HENRY  ST  JOHN, 

IS  THE  KEIGN  OF  QUEEN  ANNE 

SECRETARY  OF  WAR,   SECRETARY  OF  STATE, 

AND  VISCOUNT  BOLINGBROKE: 

IN  THE  DAYS  OF  KING   GEORGE  I.   AND 

KING   GEORGE  II. 

SOMETHING  MORE  AND  BETTER. 

HIS  ATTACHMENT  TO  QUEEN  ANNE 

EXPOSED  HIM  TO  A  LONG  AND  SEVERE  PERSECUTION  ; 

HE  BORE  IT  WITH  FIRMNESS  OF  MIND  J 

HE  PASSED  THE  LATTER  PART  OF  HIS  TISIE  AT  HOME, 

THE  ENEMY  OF  NO  NATIONAL  PARTY, 

THE  FRIEND  OF  NO  FACTION; 

DISTINGUISHED  (UNDER  THE  CLOUD  OF  A  PROSCRiniON, 

WHICH  HAD  NOT  BEEN  ENTIRELY  TAKEN  OFF,) 

BY  ZEAL  TO  MAINTAIN  THE  LIBERTY, 

AND  TO  RESTORE  THE  ANCIENT  PROSPERITY, 

OF  GREAT  BRITAIN. 

HE  DIED  THE  12tH  OF  DECEMBER,  1751 

AGED  79. 

In  this  manner  lived  and  died  Lord  Bolingbroke,  ever 
active,  never  depressed,  ever  pursuing  fortune,  and  as 
constantly  disappointed  by  her.  In  whatever  light  we  view 
his  character,  we  shall  find  him  an  object  rather  properer 
for  our  wonder  than  our  imitation,  more  to  be  feared  than 
esteemed,  and  gaining  our  admiration  without  our  love. 
His  ambition  ever  aimed  at  the  summit  of  power,  and 
nothing  seemed  capable  of  satisfying  his  immoderate  desires, 
but  the  liberty  of  governing  all  things  without  a  rival. 
With  as  much  ambition,  as  great  abilities,  and  more  acquired 
knowledge  than  Caesar,  he  wanted  only  his  courage  to  be 
as  successful ;  but  the  schemes  his  head  dictated,  his  heart 
often  refused  to  execute  ;  and  he  lost  the  ability  to  perform, 
just  when  the  great  occasion  called  for  all  his  efforts  to 
engage. 

The  same  ambition  that  prompted  him  to  be  a  politician, 
actuated  him  as  a  philosopher.  His  aims  were  equally 
great  and  extensive  in  both  capacities  :  unwilling  to  submit 
to  any  in  the  one,  or  any  authority  in  the  other,  he  entered 
the  fields  of  science  with  a  thorough  contempt  of  all  that 
had  been  established  before  him,  and  seemed  willing  to 
think  every  thing  wTong,  that  he  might  shew  his  faculty  in 
the  reformation.  It  might  have  been  better  for  his  quiet, 
as  a  man,  if  he  had  been  content  to  act  a  subordinate 
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character  in  the  state  ;  and  it  had  certainly  been  better  for 
his  memory,  as  a  writer,  if  he  had  aimed  at  doing  less  than 
he  attempted.  Wisdom  in  morals,  like  every  other  art  or 
science  is  an  accumulation  that  numbers  have  contributed 
to  increase  ;  and  it  is  not  for  one  single  man  to  pretend, 
that  he  can  add  more  to  the  heap  than  the  thousands  that 
have  gone  before  him.  Such  innovators  more  frequently 
retard  than  promote  knowledge;  their  maxims  are  more 
agreeable  to  the  reader,  by  having  the  gloss  of  novelty  to 
recommend  them,  than  those  which  are  trite  only  because 
they  are  true.  Such  men  are,  therefore,  followed  at  first 
with  avidity,  nor  is  it  till  some  time  that  their  disciples  begin 
to  find  their  error.  They  often,  though  too  late,  perceive  that 
they  have  been  following  a  speculative  inquiry,  while  they 
have  been  leaving  a  practical  good  :  and  while  they  have 
been  practising  the  arts  of  doubting,  they  have  been  losing 
all  firmness  of  principle,  which  might  tend  to  establish  the 
rectitude  of  their  private  conduct.  As  a  moralist,  therefore, 
Lord  Bolingbroke,  by  having  endeavoured  at  too  much, 
seems  to  have  done  nothing  ;  but  as  a  political  writer,  few 
can  equal,  and  none  can  exceed  him.  As  he  was  a  practical 
politician,  his  writings  are  less  filled  with  those  speculative 
illusions,  which  are  the  result  of  solitude  and  seclusion. 
He  wrote  them  with  a  certainty  of  their  being  opposed, 
sifted,  examined,  and  reviled  ;  he  therefore  took  care  to 
build  them  up  of  such  materials  as  could  not  be  easily 
overthrown  :  they  prevailed  at  the  times  in  which  thej'  were 
written,  they  still  continue  to  the  admiration  of  the  present 
age,  and  will  probably  last  for  ever. 


THE  LAST  WILL  AND  TESTAMENT  OF  THE  LATE  RIGHT  HON. 
HENRY  ST  JOHN,  LORD  VISCOUNT  BOLINGBROKE. 

In  the  name  of  God,  whom  I  humbly  adore,  to  whom  I 
offer  up  perpetual  thanksgiving,  and  to  the  order  of  whose 
providence  I  am  cheerfully  resigned  :  This  is  the  Last  Will 
and  Testament  of  me,  Henry  St  John,  in  the  reign  of 
Queen  Anne,  and  by  her  grace  and  favour.  Viscount 
Bolingbroke.  After  more  than  thirty  years'  proscription, 
and  ajfter  the  immense  losses  I  have  sustained  by  unex- 
pected events  in  the  course  of  it ;   by  the  injustice  and 
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treachery  of  persons  nearest  to  me  ;  by  the  negligence  of 
friends,  and  by  the  infidelity  of  servants  :  As  my  fortune  is 
so  reduced  at  this  time,  that  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  make 
such  disposition,  and  to  give  such  ample  legacies  as  I 
always  intended,  I  content,  therefore,  to  give  as  follows  :  — 

My  debts,  and  the  expenses  of  my  burial  in  a  decent  and 
private  manner  at  Battersea,  in  the  vault  where  my  last 
wife  lies,  being  first  paid,  I  give  to  William  Chetwynd  of 
Stafford,  Esq.  and  Joseph  Taylor,  of  the  Inner  Temple, 
London,  Esq.  my  two  assured  friends,  each  of  them  one 
hundred  guineas,  to  be  laid  out  by  them  as  to  each  of  them 
shall  seem  best,  in  some  memorial,  as  the  legacy  of  their 
departed  friend ;  and  I  constitute  them  executors  of  this 
my  will.  The  diamond  ring  which  I  wear  upon  my  finger, 
I  give  to  my  old  and  long  approved  friend,  the  Marquis  of 
Matignon,  and,  after  his  decease,  to  his  son,  the  Count  de 
Gace,  that  I  may  be  kept  in  the  remembrance  of  a  family 
whom  I  love  and  honour  above  all  others. 

Item,  I  give  to  my  said  executors  the  sum  of  four 
hundred  pounds  in  trust,  to  place  out  the  same  in  some  of 
the  public  funds,  or  government  securities,  or  any  other 
securities,  as  they  shall  think  proper,  and  to  pay  the  interest 
or  income  thereof  to  Francis  Arboneau,  my  valet-de- 
chambre,  and  Ann  his  wife,  and  the  survivor  of  them  ; 
and  after  the  decease  of  the  survivor  of  them,  if  their  son, 
John  Arboneau,  shall  be  living,  and  under  the  age  of 
eighteen  years,  to  pay  the  said  interest  or  income  to  him, 
until  he  shall  attain  his  said  age,  and  then  to  pay  the 
principal  money,  or  assign  the  securities  for  the  same,  to 
him  ;  but  if  he  shall  not  be  living  at  the  decease  of  his  father 
and  mother,  or  shall  afterwards  die  before  his  said  age  of 
eighteen  years,  in  either  of  the  said  cases  the  said  principal 
sum  of  four  hundred  pounds,  and  the  securities  for  the  same, 
shall  sink  into  my  personal  estate,  and  be  accounted  part 
thereof. 

Item,  I  give  to  my  two  servants,  Marianne  Tribon,  and 
Rem!  Charnet,  commonly  called  Picard,  each  one  hundred 
pounds  ;  and  to  every  other  servant  living  with  me  at  the 
time  of  my  decease,  and  who  shall  have  lived  with  me  two 
years  or  longer,  I  give  one  year's  wages  more  than  what 
shall  be  due  to  them  at  my  death. 

And  whereas  I  am  the  author  of  several  books  or  tracts 
following,  viz. :  — 
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Remarks  on  the  History  of  England,  from  the  Minutes 
of  Humphrey  Oldcastle.   '  In  twenty-four  letters. 

A  Dissertation  upon  Parties.  In  nineteen  letters  to 
Caleb  Danvers,  Esq. 

The  Occasional  Writer.     Numb.  1,  2,  3. 

The  Vision  of  Camilick. 

An  Answer  to  the  London  Journal  of  December  21, 
1728,  by  John  Trot. 

An  Answer  to  the  Defence  of  the  Inquiry  into  the 
Reasons  of  the  Conduct  of  Great  Britain. 

A  Final  Answer  to  the  Remarks  on  the  Craftsman's 
Vindication. 

All  which  books  or  tracts  have  been  printed  and  published; 
and  I  am  also  the  author  of 

Four  Letters  on  History,  &c. 
Which  have  been  privately  printed,  and  not  published ;  but 
I  have  not  assigned  to  any  person  or  persons  whatsoever 
the  copy,  or  the  liberty'  of  printing  or  reprinting  any  of  the 
said  books,  or  tracts,  or  letters  :  Now,  I  do  hereby,  as  far 
as  by  law  I  can,  give  and  assign  to  David  Mallet,  of  Putney, 
in  the  county  of  Surrey,  Esquire,  the  copy  and  copies 
of  all  and  each  of  the  before  mentioned  books  or  tracts,  and 
fetters,  and  the  liberty  of  reprinting  the  same.  I  also  give 
to  the  said  David  Mallet  the  copy  and  copies  of  all  the 
manuscript  books,  papers,  and  writings,  which  I  have 
written  or  composed,  or  shall  write  or  compose,  and 
leave  at  the  time  of  my  decease.*  And  I  farther  give  to 
the  said  David  Mallet,  all  the  books  which,  at  the  time  of 
my  decease,  shall  be  in  the  room  called  my  library. 

All  the  rest  and  residue  of  my  personal  estate,  whatsoever 
and  wheresoever,  I  give  to  my  said  executors  ;  and  hereby 
revoking  all  former  wills,  I  declare  this  to  be  my  last  will 
and  testament.     In  witness  whereof,  I  have  hereunto  set 

•  Mallet  was  bo  sangTiine  in  his  expectations  of  profit  from  thii 
bequest,  that  he  rejectea  the  offer  of  three  thousand  poiinds,  made  to 
him  by  Millar  the  bookseller,  for  the  copyright.  He  had  afterward* 
reason  to  repent  of  his  refusal,  for  the  first  edition  of  Bollngbroke '• 
collected  works  was  not  sold  off  in  twenty  years.  It  was  when  this 
edition  first  appeared  that  Dr  Johnson  pronounced  the  memorable 
sentence  upon  the  noble  author  and  his  editor  :  —  "  Sir,  he  was  a 
scoundrel  and  a  coward  ;  a  scoundrel  for  charging  a  blunderbuss 
asainst  religion  and  morality  ;  a  cowai'd,  because  he  had  not  resolution 
to  fire  it  off  liimself,  but  left  half  a  crown  to  a  beggarly  Scotchman  tg 
draw  the  trigger  after  his  death  !  "  —  B. 
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my  hand  and  seal  the  twenty-second  day  of  November,  in 
the  year  of  our  Lord  one  thousand  seven  hundred  and 
fifty-one.  Henry  Saint  John,  Eolingbroke. 

Signed,  sealed,  published,  and  declared  by 
the  said  testator,  as  and  for  his  last  will 
and  testament;  in  the  presence  of 

Oliver  Price. 
Thomas  Hall. 

Proved  at  London,  the  fifth  day  of  March,  1 752,  before  the 
worshipful  Robert  Chapman,  doctor  of  laws  and  surrogate, 
by  the  oaths  of  William  Chetwynd  and  Joseph  Taylor, 
Esquires,  the  executors  named  in  the  will,  to  whom  adminis- 
tration was  granted,  being  first  sworn  duly  to  administer. 
William  Legard,  p  t^ 
March,  Peter  St  Eloy,     V  !^^m 

"^2.  Henry  Stevens,    $  Registers. 

In  Dr  Matty's  Life  of  Lord  Chesterfield,  he  mentions 
that  he  had  seen  Lord  Bolingbroke  for  several  months 
labouring  under  a  cruel,  and,  to  appearance,  incurable 
disorder.  A  cancerous  humour  in  his  face  made  a  daily 
progress  ;  and  the  empirical  treatment  he  submitted  to  not 
only  hastened  his  end,  but  also  exposed  him  to  the  most 
excruciating  pain.  He  saw  him,  for  the  last  time,  the  day 
before  his  tortures  began.  Though  the  unhappy  patient, 
as  well  as  his  friend,  did  then  expect  that  he  should  recover, 
and  accordingly  desired  him  not  to  come  again  till  his  cure 
was  completed,  yet  he  still  took  leave  of  him  in  a  manner 
which  shewed  how  much  he  was  affected.  He  embraced 
the  Earl  with  tenderness,  and  said,  "  God,  who  placed  me 
here,  will  do  what  he  pleases  with  me  hereafter,  —  and  He 
knows  best  what  to  do.  May  he  bless  you."  And  in  a 
letter  from  Chesterfield  to  a  lady  of  rank  at  Paris,  he  says, 
"  I  frequently  see  our  friend  Bolingbroke,  but  I  see  him 
with  great  concern.  A  humour  he  has  long  had  in  his  cheek 
proves  to  be  cancerous,  and  has  made  an  alarming  progress 
of  late.  Hitherto  it  is  not  attended  with  pain,  which  is  all 
he  wishes,  for  as  to  the  rest  he  is  resigned.  Truly,  a  mind 
like  his,  so  far  superior  to  the  generality,  would  have  well 
deserved  that  nature  should  have  made  an  effort  in  his 
favour  as  to  the  body,  and  given  him  an  uncommon  share 
of  health  and  duration." 
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The  last  scene  is  thus  lamented,  in  a  letter  to  the  same 
lady  :  —  "  Are  you  not  greatly  shocked  —  but  I  am  sure  you 
are  —  at  the  dreadful  death  of  our  friend  Bolingbroke  ? 
The  remedy  has  hastened  his  death,  against  which  there 
was  no  remedy,  for  his  cancer  was  not  topical,  but  universal, 
and  had  so  infected  the  whole  mass  of  his  blood,  as  to  be 
incurable.  What  I  most  lament  is,  that  the  medicines  put 
him  to  exquisite  pain  —  an  evil  I  dread  much  more  than 
death,  both  for  my  friends  and  myself.  I  lose  a  warm,  an 
amiable,  and  instructive  friend.  I  saw  him  a  fortnight 
before  his  death,  when  he  depended  upon  a  cure,  and  so 
did  I  ;  and  he  desired  I  would  not  come  any  more  till  he 
was  quite  well,  which  he  expected  would  be  in  ten  or 
twelve  days.  The  next  day  the  great  pains  came  on,  and 
never  left  him  till  within  two  days  of  his  death,  during 
which  he  lay  insensible.  What  a  man  !  what  extensive 
knowledge !  what  a  memory  !  what  eloquence  !  His 
passions,  which  were  strong,  were  injurious  to  the  delicacy 
of  his  sentiments  ;  they  were  apt  to  be  confounded  together, 
and  often  wilfully.  The  world  will  do  him  more  justice 
now  than  in  his  lifetime." 
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[We  have  mentioned  in  a  preceding  note,  that  Bolingbroke's  Letters 
on  HistorVj  which  constitute  the  most  objectionable  part  of  his  writings, 
were  addressed  to  Lord  Hyde  Viscount  Corabury.  In  justice  to  tne 
memoiy  of  this  latter  nobleman,  we  publish  his  remonstrance  against 
their  being  published,  when  Mr  Mallet,  to  whom  Lord  Bolingbroke  had 
bequeathed  the  property  of  all  his  works,  was  preparing  them  for  the 
press.  It  can  hardly  be  wondered  at  that  Mallet,  who  loved  money,  and 
openly  professed  the  same  infidel  opinions  with  his  deceased  patron, 
should  nave  disregarded  the  remonstrance  ;  but  every  man  who  wishes 
well  to  society,  must  regret  that  Lord  Cornbury's  advice  was  not 
followed,  and  agree  with  him  that  Lord  Bolingbroke's  reputation  would 
not  have  suffered  by  the  omission B.  ] 


LETTER 

LORD  HYDE  TO  DAVID  MALLET,  ESQ. 

"  Paris,  March  7,  N.S.  1752. 

"  I  LEARN  from  England,  sir,  that  Lord  Bolingbroke  has 
left  his  manuscripts  to  you.*  His  friends  must  see  with 
satisfaction  those  title-deeds  of  his  reputation  in  the  hands 
of  the  author  of  the  life  of  the  great  Lord  Bacon  ;  and  you 
mil  have  had  the  distinguished  honour  of  having  been 
guardian  to  the  fame  of  two  of  the  greatest  geniuses  which 
our  country,  and  perhaps  humanity,  has  produced  ;  but  with 
greater  honour  to  you  in  this  last  instance,  because  you  are 
such  by  the  designation  and  choice  of  the  author  himself. 

"  What  works  of  his  you  may  have  for  the  public  I  know 
not.  That,  for  which  I  was  solicitous,  because  I  believe  it 
would  be  most  instructive  to  the  world,  and  might  be  most 
for  his  honour  —  he  told  me  himself  he  had  laid  aside  ;  I 
mean  the  history  of  the  gi'eat  transactions  of  Europe  from 
the  time  when  he  began  to  consider  and  know  them. 
There  remains  of  that,  I  believe,  no  more  than  a  summary 
review,  which  I  had  the  good  fortune  some  time  ago  to 
draw  from  him,  upon  an  application  which  I  made  to  him 

•  Lord  Hyde  having  heard  at  Paris  of  Lord  Bolingbroke's  legacy 
of  all  his  writings,  printed  and  manuscript,  to  Mr  Mallet,  wrote  from 
thence  the  above  letter,  the  original  of  which  was  sent  by  the  widow 
Mallet,  with  the  manuscript  of  Lord  Bolingbroke's  philosophical  works 
to  the  British  Museum,  in  order  to  justify  her  husband's  integrity  in 
the  edition  of  them. 
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to  direct  me  in  the  study  of  historj'.  You  will  probably 
have  seen  that  summary  review,  which  is  in  a  collection  of 
letters  upon  history,  which  he  did  me  the  honour  to  write 
me.  It  is  but  a  sketch  of  the  Mork  he  had  proposed  to 
himself ;  but  it  is  the  sketch  of  Lord  Bolingbroke.  He 
will  probabh'  have  told  you,  that  those  letters  were  by  his 
direction  delivered  up  by  me  to  Mr  Pope,  who  burnt,  as  he 
told  me,  the  manuscripts,  and  printed  off,  by  a  private  press, 
some  very  few  copies,  which  were  to  be  considered  still  as 
manuscripts,  one  of  which  Mr  Pope  kept,  and  sent  another 
to  Lord  Bolingbroke.  Sir  William  WjTidham,  Lord 
Bathurst,  Lord  Marchmont,  INIr  Murray,  and  Mr  Lyttelton, 
I  think,  had  each  one.  I  do  not  remember  to  have  been 
told  of  any  copies  given,  except  to  myself,  who  have  always 
preserved  mine,  as  I  would  a  MS.  which  was  not  my  own, — 
observing  not  only  the  restrictions  which  Lord  Bolingbroke 
himself  had  recommended  to  me,  but  securing  likewise,  as 
far  as  I  could,  even  in  case  of  my  death,  that  this  work 
should  never  become  public  from  that  copy,  which  is  in  my 
possession.  I  enlarge  upon  this,  because  I  think  myself 
particularly  obliged,  out  of  regard  to  Lord  Bolingbroke,  to 
give  tliis  account  of  that  work  to  the  person  whom  he  has 
intrusted  with  all  his  writings,  in  case  you  might  not  have 
kno\^^^  this  particularity.  And  at  the  same  time  I  think  it 
my  duty,  to  the  memory  of  Lord  Bolingbroke,  to  myself, 
and  to  the  world  too,  to  say  something  more  to  you  in 
relation  to  this  work. 

"  It  is  a  work,  sir,  which  will  instruct  mankind,  and  do 
honour  to  its  author  ;  and  yet  I  will  take  upon  me  to  say, 
that  for  the  sake  of  both,  you  must  publish  it  with  caution. 

"  The  greatest  men  have  their  faults,  and  sometimes  the 
greatest  faults ;  but  the  faults  of  superior  minds  are  the 
least  indifferent,  both  to  themselves  and  to  society. 
Humanity  is  interested  in  the  fame  of  those  who  excelled 
in  it  ;  but  it  is  interested  before  all  in  the  good  of  society, 
and  in  the  peace  of  the  minds  of  the  individuals  that  com- 
pose it.  Lord  Bolingbroke's  mind  embraced  all  objects, 
and  looked  far  into  all  ;  but  not  without  a  strong  mixture 
of  passions,  which  will  always  necessarily  beget  some  pre- 
judices, and  follow  more.  And  on  the  subject  of  religion 
particularly,  (whatever  was  the  motive  that  inflamed  his 
passions  u])on  that  subject  chiefly,)  his  passions  were  the 
most  strong  ;  and  I  will  venture  to  say,  (when  called  upon, 
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as  I  think,  to  say  what  I  have  said  more  than  once  to 
himself,  with  the  deference  due  to  his  age  and  extraordinary 
talents,)  his  passions  upon  that  subject  did  prevent  his 
othenvise  superior  reason  from  seeing,  that,  even  in  a 
political  light  only,  he  hurt  himself,  and  wounded  society, 
by  striking  at  establishments,  upon  which  the  conduct  at 
least  of  society  depends,  and  by  striving  to  overturn  in 
men's  minds  the  systems  which  experience  at  least  has 
justified,  and  which  authority  at  least  has  rendered  respec- 
table, as  necessary  to  public  order  and  to  private  peace, 
without  suggesting  to  their  minds  a  better,  or  indeed  any 
system. 

"  You  will  find,  sir,  what  I  say  to  be  true  in  a  part  of  the 
work  I  mentioned,  where  he  digresses  upon  the  criticism  of 
church  history. 

"  While  this  work  remained  in  the  hands  only  of  those  I 
have  mentioned,  (except,  as  I  have  been  telling  you,  to 
himself  and  to  them  in  j)rivate  conversation,)  1  have  other- 
wise been  silent  upon  that  subject  ;  but  I  must  now  say  to 
you,  sir,  that,  for  the  world's  sake  and  for  his,  that  part  of 
the  work  ought  by  no  means  to  be  communicated  farther. 
And  you  see,  that  it  is  a  digression  not  necessary  to  that 
work.  If  this  digression  should  be  made  public,  it  will  be 
censured,  —  it  must  be  censured,  —  it  ought  to  be  censured. 
It  will  be  criticised,  too,  by  able  pens,  whose  erudition,  as 
well  as  their  reasonings,  will  not  be  easily  answered.  la 
such  a  case,  I  shall  owe  to  myself  and  to  the  world  to  dis- 
claim publicly  that  part  of  a  work,  which  he  did  me  the 
honour  to  address  to  me  ;  but  I  owe  to  the  regard  which 
he  has  sometimes  expressed  for  me,  to  disclaim  it  rather 
privately  to  you,  sir,  who  are  intrusted  with  his  writings, 
and  to  recommend  to  you  to  suppress  that  part  of  the  work, 
as  a  good  citizen  of  the  world,  for  the  world's  peace,  as  one 
intrusted  and  obliged  by  Lord  Bolingbroke,  not  to  raise 
new  storms  to  his  memory.  —  I  am,  sir,  your  very  humble 
servant,  Hvde." 


VOL    IV. 
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LETTER 
DAVID  MALLET,  ESQ.  TO  LOR«  HYDE. 

"  My  Lord,  —  I  received  a  very  real  pleasure,  and  at  the 
same  time  a  sensible  concern,  from  the  letter  your  lordship 
has  honoured  me  \rith.  Nothing  could  be  more  agreeable 
to  me  than  the  favourable  opinion  of  one,  whom  I  have 
long  admired  for  every  quality  that  enters  into  an  estimable 
and  amiable  character  ;  but  then  nothing  can  occasion  me 
more  uneasiness  than  not  to  be  able  to  suppress  that  part 
of  a  work  which  you  would  have  kept  from  public  view. 

"  The  book  was  printed  off  before  your  lordship's  letter 
reached  my  hands  ;  but  this  consideration  alone  would  have 
appeared  trifling  to  me.  I  apprehend  that  I  cannot,  without 
being  unfaithful  to  the  trust  reposed  in  me,  omit  or  alter 
any  thing  in  those  works,  which  my  Lord  Bolingbroke  had 
deliberately  prepared  for  the  press,  and  I  will  publish  no 
other.  As  to  this  in  particular,  his  repeated  commands  to 
me  were,  that  it  should  be  printed  exactly  according  to  the 
copy  he  himself,  in  all  the  leisure  of  retirement,  bad  cor- 
rected with  that  view. 

"  Upon  the  whole,  if  your  lordship  should  think  it  necessary 
to  disclaim  the  reflections  on  Sacred  History,  by  which  I 
presume  is  meant  some  public  and  authentic  declaration, 
that  your  notions  on  this  head  differ  entirely  from  those  of 
your  noble  friend ;  even  in  this  case  I  am  sure  you  will  do 
it  with  all  the  delicacy  natural  to  your  own  disposition,  and 
with  all  the  tenderness  to  his  memory,  that  the  particular 
regard  he  always  bore  you  can  deserve.  I  am,  with  the 
greatest  respect,  my  lord,"  &c. 
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Of  all  the  studies  which  have  emploj'ed  the  industrious 
or  amused  the  idle,  perhaps  Natural  History  deserves  the 
preference  ;  other  sciences  generally  terminate  in  doubt,  or 
rest  in  bare  speculation,  but  here  every  step  is  marked  with 
certainty,  and,  while  a  description  of  the  objects  around  us 
teaches  to  supply  our  wants,  it  satisfies  our  curiosity. 

The  multitude  of  Nature's  productions,  however,  seems 
at  first  to  bewilder  the  inquirer,  rather  than  excite  his 
attention  :  the  various  wonders  of  the  animal,  vegetable,  or 
mineral  world,  seem  to  exceed  all  powers  of  computation, 
and  the  science  appears  barren  from  its  amazing  fertility. 
But  a  nearer  acquaintance  with  this  study,  by  giving  method 
to  our  researches,  points  out  a  similitude  in  many  objects 
which  at  first  appeared  different;  the  mind,  by  degrees, 
rises  to  consider  the  things  before  it  in  general  lights,  till, 
at  length,  it  finds  Nature,  in  almost  every  instance,  acting 
with  her  usual  simplicity. 

Among  the  number  of  philosophers  who,  undaunted  by 
their  supposed  variety,  have  attempted  to  give  a  description 
of  the  productions  of  nature,  Aristotle  deserves  the  first 
place.  This  great  philosopher  was  furnished,  by  his  pupil 
Alexander,  with  all  that  the  then  known  world  could  produce 
to  complete  his  design.     By  such  parts  of  his  work  as  have 
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escaped  the  wreck  of  time,  it  appears  that  he  understood 
nature  more  clearly,  and  in  a  more  comprehensive  manner, 
than  even  the  present  age,  enlightened  as  it  is  with  so  many 
later  discoveries,  can  boast.  His  design  appears  vast,  and 
his  knowledge  extensive  :  he  only  considers  things  in  general 
lights,  and  leaves  ever^'  subject  when  it  becomes  too  minute 
or  remote  to  be  useful.  In  his  History  of  Animals  he  first 
describes  man,  and  makes  him  a  standard  with  which  to 
compare  the  deviations  in  every  more  imperfect  kind  that  is 
to  follow.  But  if  he  has  excelled  in  the  history  of  each,  he, 
together  with  Pliny  and  Theophrastus,  has  failed  in  the 
exactness  of  their  descriptions.  There  are  many  creatures 
described  by  those  naturalists  of  antiquity,  which  are  so 
imperfectly  characterized,  that  it  is  impossible  to  tell  to 
what  animal  now  subsisting  we  can  refer  the  description. 
This  is  an  unpardonable  neglect,  and  alone  sufiBcient  to 
depreciate  their  merits  ;  but  their  credulity,  and  the  muti- 
lations they  have  suffered  by  time,  have  rendered  them  still 
less  useful,  and  justify  each  subsequent  attempt  to  improve 
•what  they  have  left  behind.  The  most  laborious,  as  well  as 
the  most  voluminous  naturalist  among  the  moderns,  is 
Aldrovandus.  He  was  furnished  with  every  requisite  for 
making  an  extensive  body  of  Natural  History.  He  was 
learned  and  rich,  and,  during  the  course  of  a  long  life, 
indefatigable  and  accurate.  But  his  works  are  insupportably 
tedious  and  disgusting,  filled  with  unnecessary  quotations 
and  unimportant  digressions.  Whatever  learning  he  had 
he  was  mlling  should  be  known,  and,  unwearied  himself,  he 
supposed  his  readers  could  never  tire  ;  in  short,  he  appears 
a  useful  assistant  to  those  who  would  compile  a  body  of 
INatural  History,  but  is  utterly  unsuited  to  such  as  only  wish 
to  read  it  with  profit  and  delight. 

Gesner  and  Johnson,  willing  to  abridge  the  voluminous 
productions  of  Aldrovandus,  have  attempted  to  reduce 
Natural  History  into  method,  but  their  efforts  have  been 
so  incomplete  as  scarcely  to  deserve  mentioning.  Their 
attempts  were  improved  upon  some  time  after,  by  Mr  Ray, 
whose  method  we  have  adopted  in  the  Historj'  of  Quad- 
rupeds, Birds,  and  Fishes,  which  is  to  follow.  No 
systematical  writer  has  been  more  happy  than  he  in 
reducing  Natural  History  into  a  form,  at  once  the  shortest, 
yet  most  comprehensive. 

The  subsequent  attempts  of  Mr  Klein  and  Linnaeus,  it  is ' 


DR  BROOKES'S  NATURAL  HISTORY.  263 

true,  have  had  their  admirers,  but  as  all  methods  of  classing 
the  productions  of  Nature  are  calculated  merely  to  ease  the 
memory  and  enlighten  the  mind,  that  writer  who  answers 
such  ends  with  brevity  and  perspicuity  is  most  worthy  of 
regard.  And  in  this  respect  Mr  Ray  undoubtedly  remains 
still  without  a  rival ;  he  was  sensible  that  no  accurate  idea 
could  be  formed  from  a  mere  distribution  of  animals  in 
particular  classes  :  he  has  therefore  ranged  them  according 
to  their  most  obvious  qualities  ;  and,  content  with  brevity 
in  his  distribution,  has  employed  accuracy  only  in  the 
particular  description  of  eveiy  animal.  This  intentional 
inaccuracy  only  in  the  general  system  of  Ray,  Klein  and 
Linnaeus  have  undertaken  to  amend,  and  thus,  by  multi- 
plying divisions,  instead  of  impressing  the  mind  with 
distinct  ideas,  they  only  serve  to  confound  it,  making  the 
language  of  the  science  more  difficult  than  even  the  science 
itself. 

All  order  whatsoever  is  to  be  used  for  the  sake  of  brevity 
and  perspicuity  ;  we  have  therefore  followed  that  of  Mr 
Ray  in  preference  to  the  rest,  whose  method  of  classing 
animals,  though  not  so  accurate,  perhaps,  is  yet  more 
obvious,  and  being  shorter,  is  more  easily  remembered.  In 
his  lifetime  he  published  his  Synopsis  Methodica  Quadru- 
pedum  et  Serpentini  Generis,  and  after  his  death  there 
came  out  a  posthumous  work  under  the  care  of  Dr  Derham, 
which,  as  the  title  page  informs  us,  was  revised  and 
perfected  before  his  death.  Both  the  one  and  the  other 
nave  their  merits,  but  as  he  wrote  currente  calamo,  for  sub- 
sistence, they  are  consequently  replete  with  errors  ;  and, 
though  his  manner  of  treating  iSfatural  History  be  preferable 
to  that  of  all  others,  yet  there  was  still  room  tor  a  new 
work,  that  might  at  once  retain  his  excellencies,  and  supply 
his  deficiencies. 

As  to  the  Natural  History  of  Insects,  it  has  not  been  so 
long  or  so  greatly  cultivated  as  other  parts  of  this  science. 
Our  own  countryman,  Moufett,  is  the  first  of  any  note  that 
I  have  met  with,  who  has  treated  this  subject  with  success. 
However,  it  was  not  till  lately  that  it  was  reduced  to  a 
regular  system,  which  might  be,  in  a  great  measure,  owing 
to  the  seeming  insignificancy  of  the  animals  themselves  ; 
even  though  they  were  always  looked  upon  as  of  great  use 
in  medicine,  and,  upon  that  account  only,  have  been  taken 
notice  of  by  many  medical  writers.     Thus  Dioscorides  has 
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treated  of  their  use  in  physic  ;  and,  it  must  be  owned,  some 
of  them  have  been  well  worth  observation  on  this  account. 
There  were  not  wanting,  also,  those  who  long  since  had 
thoughts  of  reducing  this  kind  of  knowledge  to  a  regular 
form,  among  whom  was  ]Mr  Ray,  who  was  discouraged  by 
the  difficulty  attending  it :  this  study  has  been  pursued,  of 
late,  however,  with  diligence  and  success.  Reaumur  and 
Swammerdara  have  principally  distinguished  themselves  on 
this  account ;  and  their  respective  treatises  plainly  shew, 
that  they  did  not  spend  their  labour  in  vain.  Since  their 
time,  several  authors  have  published  their  systems,  among 
whom  is  Linnaeus,  whose  method  being  generally  esteemed, 
I  have  thought  proper  to  adopt.  He  has  classed  them  in  a 
very  regular  manner,  though  he  says  but  little  of  the  insects 
themselves.  However,  I  have  endeavoured  to  supply  that 
defect  from  other  parts  of  his  works,  and  from  other  authors 
who  have  written  upon  this  subject ;  by  which  means,  it  is 
hoped  the  curiosity  of  such  as  delight  in  these  studies,  will 
be,  in  some  measure,  satisfied.  Such  of  them  as  have  been 
more  generally  admired,  have  been  longest  insisted  upon, 
and  particularly  caterpillars  and  butterflies  ;  relative  to 
which,  perhaps,  there  is  the  largest  catalogue  that  has  ever 
appeared  in  the  English  language. 

Mr  Edwards  and  Mr  Butlbn,  one  in  the  History  of  Birds, 
the  other  of  Quadrupeds,  have  undoubtedly  deserved 
highly  of  the  public,  as  far  as  their  labours  have  extended  ; 
out  as  they  have  hitherto  cultivated  but  a  small  part  in  the 
wide  field  of  Natural  History,  a  comprehensive  system  in 
this  most  pleasing  science  has  been  hitherto  wanting.  Nor 
is  it  a  little  surprising,  when  every  other  branch  of  literature 
has  been  of  late  cultivated  with  so  much  success  among  us, 
how  this  most  interesting  department  should  have  been 
neglected.  It  has  been  long  obvious  that  Aristotle 
was  incomplete,  and  Pliny  credulous,  Aldrovandus  too 
prolix,  and  Linnaeus  too  short,  to  afford  the  proper  enter- 
tainment, yet  we  have  had  no  attempts  to  supply  their 
defects,  or  to  give  a  history  of  nature  at  once  complete 
and  concise,  calculated  at  once  to  please  and  improve. 

How  far  the  author  of  the  present  performance  has 
obviated  the  wants  of  the  public  in  these  respects,  is  left  to 
the  world  to  determine  j  this  much,  however,  he  may  with- 
out vanity  assert,  that  whether  the  system  here  presented 
be  approved  or  not,  be  has  left  the  science  in  a  better  state 
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than  he  found  it.  He  has  consulted  every  author  whom 
he  imagined  might  give  him  new  and  authentic  infor- 
mation, and  painfully  searched  through  heaps  of  lumber 
to  detect  falsehood  ;  so  that  many  parts  of  the  following 
work  have  exhausted  much  labour  in  the  execution,  though 
they  may  discover  little  to  the  superhcial  observer. 

Nor  have  I  neglected  any  opportunity  that  offered  of 
conversing  upon  these  subjects  with  travellers,  upon  whose 
judgments  and  veracity  I  could  rely  :  thus  comparing 
accurate  narrations  with  what  has  been  already  written,  and 
following  either,  as  the  circumstances  or  credibility  of  the 
witness  led  me  to  believe.  But  I  have  had  one  advantage 
over  almost  all  former  naturalists,  namely,  that  of  having 
visited  a  variety  of  countries  myself,  and  examined  the 
productions  of  each  upon  the  spot.  Whatever  America,  or 
the  known  parts  of  Africa,  have  produced  to  excite  curiosity, 
has  been  carefully  observed  by  me,  and  compared  with  the 
accounts  of  others.  By  this  I  have  made  some  improve- 
ments that  will  appear  in  their  place,  and  have  been  less 
liable  to  be  imposed  upon  by  the  hearsay  relations  of 
credulity. 

A  complete,  cheap,  and  commodious  body  of  Natural 
History  being  wanted  in  our  language,  it  was  these  advan- 
tages which  prompted  me  to  this  undertaking.  Such 
therefore  as  choose  to  range  in  the  delightful  fields  of 
Nature,  will,  I  flatter  myself,  here  find  a  proper  guide  ;  and 
those  who  have  a  design  to  furnish  a  cabinet  will  find 
copious  instructions.  With  one  of  these  volumes  in  his 
hand,  a  spectator  may  go  through  the  largest  museum,  the 
British  not  excepted,  see  Nature  through  all  her  varieties, 
and  compare  her  usual  operations  with  those  wanton  pro- 
ductions, in  which  she  seems  to  sport  with  human  sagacity. 
I  have  been  sparing,  however,  in  the  description  of  the 
deviations  from  the  usual  course  of  production,  first,  because 
such  are  almost  infinite;  and  the  natural  historian,  who  should 
spend  his  time  in  describing  deformed  nature,  would  be  as 
absurd  as  the  statuary,  who  should  fix  upon  a  deformed 
man,  from  whom  to  take  his  model  of  perfection. 

But  I  would  not  raise  expectations  in  the  reader  which  it 
may  not  be  in  my  power  to  satisfy  :  he  who  takes  up  a 
book  of  science  must  not  expect  to  acquire  knowledge  at 
the  same  easy  rate  that  a  reader  of  romance  does  entertain- 
ment ;  on  the  contrary,  all  sciences,  and  Natural  History 
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among  the  rest,  have  a  language  and  a  manner  of  treatment 
peculiar  to  themselves,  and  he  who  attempts  to  dress  thera 
in  borrowed  or  foreign  ornaments,  is  every  whit  as  uselessly 
employed  as  the  German  apothecary  we  are  told  of,  who 
turned  the  whole  dispensatory  into  verse.  It  will  be  suffi- 
cient for  me,  if  the  following  system  is  found  as  pleasing  as 
the  nature  of  the  subject  will  bear,  neither  obscured  by  an 
unnecessary  ostentation  of  science,  nor  lengthened  out  by 
an  affected  eagerness  after  needless  embellishment. 

The  description  of  every  object  will  be  found  as  clear  and 
concise  as  possible,  the  design  not  being  to  amuse  the  ear 
with  well-turned  periods,  or  the  imagination  with  borrowed 
ornaments,  but  to  impress  the  mind  with  the  simplest  views 
of  nature.  To  answer  this  end  more  distinctly,  a  picture 
of  such  animals  is  given  as  we  are  least  acquainted  with. 
All  that  is  intended  by  this  is,  only  to  guide  the  inquirer 
with  more  certainty  to  the  object  itself,  as  it  is  to  be  found 
in  nature.  I  never  would  advise  a  student  to  apply  to  any 
science,  either  anatomy,  physic,  or  natural  history,  by 
looking  on  pictures  only :  they  may  serve  to  direct  him 
more  readil}'  to  the  objects  intended,  but  he  must  by  no 
means  suppose  himself  possessed  of  adequate  and  distinct 
ideas  till  he  has  viewed  the  things  themselves,  and  not 
their  representations. 

Copperplates,  therefore,  moderately  well  done,  answer 
the  learner's  purpose  every  whit  as  well  as  those  which  cannot 
be  purchased  but  at  a  vast  expense  ;  they  serve  to  guide  us 
to  the  archetypes  in  nature,  and  this  is  all  that  the  finest 
picture  should  be  permitted  to  do,  for  Nature  herself  ought 
alwavs  to  be  examined  bv  the  learner  before  he  has  done. 
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TO  THE  PUBLIC. 

Experience  everv  day  convinces  us,  that  no  part  of 
learning  affords  so  much  wisdom  upon  such  easy  terms  as 
history.  Our  advances  in  most  other  studies  are  slow  and 
disgusting,  acquired  with  effort  and  retained  with  difficult}- ; 
but  in  a  well  written  history,  every  step  we  proceed  only 
serves  to  increase  our  ardour  :  we  profit  by  the  experience 
of  others,  without  sharing  their  toils  or  misfortunes  ;  and 
in  this  part  of  knowledge,  in  a  more  particular  manner, 
study  is  but  relaxation. 

Of  all  histories,  however,  that  which,  not  confined  to  any 
particular  reign  or  country,  but  which  extends  to  the  tran- 
sactions of  all  mankind,  is  the  most  useful  and  entertaining. 
As  in  geography  we  can  have  no  just  idea  of  the  situation 
of  one  countrj-,  without  knowing  that  of  others ;  so  in 
history  it  is  in  some  measure  necessary  to  be  acquainted 
with  the  whole  thoroughly  to  comprehend  a  part.  A 
knowledge  of  universal  history  is  therefore  highly  useful, 
nor  is  it  less  entertaining.  Tacitus  complains,  that  the 
transactions  of  a  few  reigns  could  not  afford  him  a  sufficient 
stock  of  materials  to  please  or  interest  the  reader ;  but  here 
that  objection  is  entirely  removed,  —  a  History  of  the  World 
presents  the  most  striking  events,  with  the  greatest  variety. 

These  are  a  part  of  the  many  advantages  which  universal 
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history  has  over  all  others,  and  which  have  encouraged  so 
many  writers  to  attempt  compiling  works  of  this  kind  among 
the  ancients,  as  well  as  the  moderns.  Each  invited  by  the 
manifest  utility  of  the  design,  yet  many  of  them  failing 
through  the  great  and  unforeseen  difficulties  of  the  under- 
taking ;  the  barrenness  of  events  in  the  early  periods  of 
history,  and  their  fertility  in  modern  times,  equally  serving 
to  increase  their  embarrassments.  In  recounting  the  transac- 
tions of  remote  antiquity,  there  is  such  a  defect  of  materials, 
that  the  willingness  of  mankind  to  supply  the  chasm  has 
given  birth  to  falsehood,  and  invited  conjecture.  The 
farther  we  look  back  into  those  distant  periods,  all  the 
objects  seem  to  become  more  obscure,  or  are  totally  lost, 
by  a  sort  of  perspective  diminution.  In  this  case,  therefore, 
when  the  eye  of  truth  could  no  longer  discern  clearly,  fancy 
undertook  to  form  the  picture  ;  and  fables  were  invented 
where  truths  were  wanting.  For  this  reason,  we  have 
declined  enlarging  on  such  disquisitions,  not  for  want  of 
materials,  which  offered  themselves  at  every  step  of  our 
progress,  but  because  we  thought  them  not  worth  discussing. 
Neither  have  we  encumbered  the  beginning  of  our  work 
with  the  various  opinions  of  the  heathen  philosophers  con- 
cerning the  creation,  which  may  be  found  in  most  of  our 
systems  of  theology,  and  belong  more  properly  to  the 
divine  than  the  historian.  Sensible  how  liable  we  are  to 
redundancy  in  this  first  part  of  our  design,  it  has  been  our 
endeavour  to  unfold  ancient  history  with  all  possible  con- 
ciseness ;  and,  solicitous  to  improve  the  reader's  stock  of 
knowledge,  we  have  been  indifferent  as  to  the  display  of 
our  own.  We  have  not  stopped  to  discuss  or  confute  all 
the  absurd  conjectures  men  of  speculation  have  thrown  in 
our  way.  We  at  first  had  even  determined  not  to  deform 
the  page  of  truth  with  the  names  of  those,  whose  labours 
had  only  been  calculated  to  encumber  it  with  fiction  and 
vain  speculation.  However,  we  have  thought  proper,  upon 
second  thoughts,  slightly  to  mention  them  and  their  opinions, 
quoting  the  author  at  the  bottom  of  the  page,  so  that  the 
reader,  who  is  curious  about  such  particularities,  may  know 
where  to  have  recourse  for  fuller  information. 

As,  in  the  early  part  of  history,  a  want  of  real  facts  hath 
induced  many  to  spin  out  the  little  that  was  known  with 
conjecture,  so  in  the  modern  part,  the  superfluity  of  trifling 
anecdotes  was  equally  apt  to  introduce  confusion.     In  one 
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case,  history  has  been  rendered  tedious,  fi  om  our  want  of 
knowing  the  truth  ;  in  the  other,  from  knowing  too  much 
of  truth  not  worth  our  notice.  Every  year  that  is  added 
to  the  age  of  the  world,  serves  to  lengthen  the  thread  of 
its  history  ;  so  that,  to  give  this  branch  of  learning  a  just 
length  in  the  circle  of  human  pursuits,  it  is  necessary  to 
abridge  several  of  the  least  important  facts.  It  is  true, 
we  often  at  present  see  the  annals  of  a  single  reign,  or 
even  the  transactions  of  a  single  year,  occupying  folios  : 
but  can  the  writers  of  such  tedious  journals  ever  hope 
to  reach  posterity,  or  do  they  think  that  our  descen- 
dants, whose  attention  will  naturally  be  turned  to  their  own 
concerns,  can  exhaust  so  much  time  in  the  examination  of 
ours  ?  A  plan  of  general  history,  rendered  too  extensive, 
deters  us  from  a  study  that  is  perhaps,  of  all  others,  the 
most  useful,  by  rendering  it  too  laborious  ;  and,  instead  of 
alluring  our  curiosity,  excites  our  despair.  Writers  are 
unpardonable  who  convert  our  amusement  into  labour,  and 
divest  knowledge  of  one  of  its  most  pleasing  allurements. 
The  ancients  have  represented  history  under  the  figure  of  a 
woman,  easy,  graceful,  and  inviting  ;  but  we  have  seen  her 
in  our  days  converted,  like  the  virgin  oi  Kabis,*  into  an 
instrument  of  torture. 

How  far  we  have  retrenched  these  excesses,  and  steered 
between  the  opposites  of  exuberance  and  abridgment,  the 
judicious  are  left  to  determine.  We  here  offer  the  public  a 
History  of  Mankind,  from  the  earliest  accounts  of  time  to 
the  present  age,  in  twelve  volumes,  which,  ujjon  mature 
deliberation,  appeared  to  us  the  proper  mean.  It  has  been 
our  endeavour  to  give  every  fact  its  full  scope  ;  but  at  the 
same  time,  to  retrench  all  disgusting  superfluity,  to  give 
every  object  the  due  proportion  it  ought  to  maintain  in  the 
general  picture  of  mankind,  without  crowding  the  canvass. 
We  hope,  therefore,  that  the  reader  will  here  see  the  revo- 
lutions of  empires  without  confusion,  and  trace  arts  and  laws 
from  one  kingdom  to  another,  without  losing  his  interest  in 

•  Nabis,  a  Spartan  tyrant,  who  caused  a  statue  of  his  wife  to  be 
constructed,  which,  by  means  of  springs,  seized  the  criminal  who  was 
placed  within  its  embrace,  and  tortured  him  in  the  most  excruciating 
manner  by  pressing  him  against  tharp  spikrs  of  steel  hid  under  its 
robe.  We  have  read  of  a  similar  imacjc  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  called 
Madre  Dolirrosa,  which  was  discovered  hy  the  Frcucli  in  the  uungeoas 
of  the  Spanish  Inqui'sition.  —  B. 
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the  narrative  of  their  other  transactions.  To  attain  these 
ends  with  greater  certainty  of  success,  we  have  taken  care, 
in  some  measure,  to  banish  that  late,  and,  we  may  add,  Gothic 
practice,  of  using  a  multiplicity  of  notes,  —  a  thing  as  much 
unknown  to  the  ancient  historians,  as  it  is  disgusting  in  the 
moderns.  Balzac  somewhere  calls  vain  erudition  the  baggage 
of  antiquity  ;  might  we  in  turn  be  permitted  to  make  an 
apophthegm,  we  would  call  notes  the  baggage  of  a  bad  writer. 
It  certainly  argues  a  defect  of  method,  or  a  want  of  perspi- 
cuity, when  an  author  is  thus  obliged  to  write  notes  upon  his 
own  works  ;  and  it  may  assuredly  be  said,  that  whoever 
undertakes  to  write  a  comment  upon  himself.  Mill  for  ever 
remain  without  a  rival  his  own  commentator.  We  have, 
therefore,  lopped  off  such  excrescences,  though  not  to  any 
degree  of  affectation ;  as  sometimes  an  acknowledged  blemish 
may  be  admitted  into  works  of  skill,  either  to  cover  a  greater 
defect,  or  to  take  a  nearer  course  to  beauty.  Having  men- 
tioned the  danger  of  affectation,  it  may  be  proper  to  observe, 
that  as  this,  of  all  defects,  is  most  apt  to  insinuate  itself  into 
such  a  work,  we  have,  therefore,  been  upon  our  guard  against 
it.  Innovation,  in  a  performance  of  this  nature,  should  b)' 
no  means  be  attempted  :  those  names  and  spellings  which 
have  been  used  in  our  language  for  time  immemorial,  ought 
to  continue  unaltered  ;  for,  like  states,  they  acquire  a  sort  of 
jus  diuturnce  possessionis,  as  the  civilians  express  it,  however 
unjust  their  original  claims  might  have  been. 

With  respect  to  chronology  and  geography,  the  one  of 
which  fixes  actions  to  time,  while  the  other  assigns  them  to 
place,  we  have  followed  the  most  approved  methods  among 
the  moderns.  All  that  was  requisite  in  this,  was  to  preserve 
one  system  of  each  invariably,  and  permit  such  as  chose  to 
adopt  the  plans  of  others,  to  rectify  our  deviations  to  their 
own  standard.  If  actions  and  things  are  made  to  preserve 
their  due  distances  of  time  and  place  mutually  with  respect 
to  each  other,  it  matters  little  as  to  the  duration  of  them  ail 
M'ith  respect  to  eternity,  or  their  situation  with  regard  to  the 
universe. 

Thus  much  we  have  thought  proper  to  premise  concern- 
ing a  work  which,  however  executed,  has  cost  much  labour 
and  great  expense.  Had  we  for  our  judges  the  unbiassed 
and  the  judicious  alone,  few  words  would  have  served,  or 
even  silence  would  have  been  our  best  address  ;  but  when 
it  Is  considered  that  we  have  laboured  for  the  public, — that 
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miscellaneous  being,  at  variance  within  itself,  from  the 
differing  influence  of  pride,  prejudice,  or  incapacity — a  public 
already  sated  with  attempts  of  this  nature,  and  in  a  manner 
unwilling  to  find  out  merit  till  forced  upon  its  notice,  —  we 
hope  to  be  pardoned  for  thus  endeavouring  to  shew  where 
it  is  presumed  we  have  had  a  superiority.  A  History  of  the 
World  to  the  present  time,  at  once  satisfactory  and  succinct, 
calculated  rather  for  use  than  curiosity,  to  be  read  rather 
than  consulted,  seeking  applause  from  the  reader's  feelings, 
not  from  his  ignorance  of  learning,  or  affectation  of  being 
thought  learned;  a  history  that  may  be  pirrchased  at  an 
easy  expense,  yet  that  omits  nothing  material,  delivered  in 
a  style  correct,  yet  familiar,  was  wanting  in  our  language  ; 
and,  though  sensible  of  our  own  insufficiency,  this  defect  we 
have  attempted  to  supply.  Whatever  reception  the  present 
age  or  posterity  may  give  this  work,  we  rest  satisfied  with 
our  own  endeavours  to  deserve  a  kind  one.  The  completion 
of  our  design  has  for  some  years  taken  up  all  the  time  we 
could  spare  from  other  occupations,  of  less  importance  indeed 
to  the  public,  but  probably  more  advantageous  to  ourselves. 
We  are  unwilling,  therefore,  to  dismiss  this  subject  without 
observing,  that  the  labour  of  so  great  a  part  of  life  should, 
at  least,  be  examined  with  candour,  ana  not  carelessly  con 
founded  in  that  multiplicity  of  daily  publications,  wnicn 
are  conceived  without  effort,  are  produced  without  praise, 
and  sink  without  censure. 
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There  are  some  subjects  on  which  a  writer  must  decline 
all  attempts  to  acquire  fame,  satisfied  with  being  obscurely 
useful.  After  such  a  number  of  Roman  Histories,  in  almost 
all  languages,  ancient  and  modern,  it  would  be  but  imposture 
to  pretend  new  discoveries,  or  to  expect  to  offer  any  thing  in 
a  work  of  this  kind,  which  has  not  been  often  anticipated  by 
others.  The  facts  which  it  relates  have  been  a  hundred 
times  repeated,  and  every  occurrence  has  been  so  variously 
considered,  that  learning  can  scarcely  find  a  new  anecdote, 
or  genius  give  novelty  to  the  old.  I  hope,  therefore,  for  the 
reader's  indulgence,  if,  in  the  following  attempt,  it  shall 
appear,  that  my  only  aim  was  to  supply  a  concise,  plain,  and 
unaft'ected  narrative  of  the  rise  and  decline  of  a  well  known 
empire.  I  was  contented  to  make  such  a  book  as  could  not 
fail  of  being  serviceable,  though  of  all  others  the  most 
unlikely  to  promote  the  reputation  of  the  writer.  Instead, 
therefore,  of  pressing  forward  among  the  ambitious,  I  only 
claim  the  merit  of  knowing  my  own  strength,  and  falling 
back  among  the  hindmost  ranks,  with  conscious  inferiority. 

I  am  not  ignorant,  however,  that  it  would  be  no  difficult 
task  to  pursue  the  same  art  by  which  many  dull  men,  every 
day,  acquire  a  reputation  in  history  :  such  might  easily  be 
attained,  by  fixing  on  some  obscure  period  to  write  upon, 
where  much  seeming  erudition  might  be  displayed,  lilmost 
unknown,  because  not  worth   remembering  ;    and  many 


PREFACE  TO  THE  ROMAN  HISTORY.  273 

maxims  in  politics  might  be  advanced,  entirely  new,  because 
altogether  false.  But  I  have  pursued  a  contrary  method, 
choosing  the  most  noted  period  in  history,  and  otfering  no 
remarks,  but  such  as  I  thought  strictly  true. 

The  reasons  of  my  choice  were,  that  we  had  no  history  of 
this  splendid  period  in  our  language,  but  what  was  either  too 
voluminous  for  common  use,  or  too  meanly  written  to  please. 
Catrou  and  Rouille's  history,  in  six  volumes  folio,  translated 
into  our  language  by  Bundy,  is  entirely  unsuited  to  the  time 
and  expense  mankind  usually  choose  to  bestow  upon  this 
subject.  Rollin  and  his  continuator  Crevier,  making  nearly 
thirty  volumes  octavo,  seem  to  labour  under  the  same  impu- 
tation ;  as  likewise  Hooke,  who  has  spent  three  quartos  upon 
the  Republic  alone,  the  rest  of  his  undertaking  remaining 
unfinished.*  There  only,  therefore,  remained  the  history 
by  Echard,  in  five  volumes  octavo,  whose  plan  and  mine 
seemed  to  coincide ;  and  had  his  execution  been  equal  to 
his  design,  it  had  precluded  the  present  undertaking.  But 
the  truth  is,  it  is  so  poorly  written,  the  facts  so  crowded,  the 
narration  so  spiritless,  and  the  characters  so  indistinctly 
marked,  that  the  most  ardent  curiosity  must  cool  in  the 
perusal  ;  and  the  noblest  transactions  that  ever  warmed  the 
human  heart,  as  described  by  him,  must  cease  to  interest. 

I  have  endeavoured,  therefore,  in  the  present  work,  or 
rather  compilation,  to  obviate  the  inconveniences  arising 
from  the  exuberance  of  the  former,  as  well  as  from  the 
unpleasantness  of  the  latter.  It  was  supposed,  that  two 
volumes  might  be  made  to  comprise  all  thai  was  requisite 
to  be  known,  or  pleasing  to  be  read,  by  such  as  only 
examined  history,  to  prepare  thera  for  more  important 
studies.  Too  much  time  may  be  given  evefi  to  laudable 
])ursuits,  and  there  is  none  more  apt  than  this  to  allure  the 
student  from  the  necessary  branches  of  learning,  and,  if  I 
may  so  express  it,  entirely  to  engross  his  industry.  What 
is  here  offered,  therefore,  may  be  sufficient  for  all,  except 
such  who  make  history  the  peculiar  business  of  their  lives  : 
To  such,  the  most  tedious  narrative  will  seem  but  an 
abridgment,  as  they  measure  the  merits  of  the  work  rather 

*  Mr  Ilooke's  three  quartos  above  inentioned  reacli  only  to  the 
end  of  the  Gallic  war.  A  fourth  volume,  to  the  end  of  the  Republic, 
was  afterwards  published  in  1771.  .  Dr  Goldsmith's  preface  wa.s 
written  in  1769.  Mr  Hooke''8  quarto  edition  has  been  repuhlisbed  ia 
eleven  volumes  octavn.  ■        >  ■       • 
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by  the  quantity  than  the  quality  of  its  contents  :  others, 
however,  who  think  more  soberly,  will  agree,  that  in  so 
extensive  a  field  as  that  of  the  transactions  of  Rome,  more 
judgment  may  be  shewn  by  selecting  what  is  important, 
than  by  adding  what  is  obscure. 

The  history  of  this  empire  has  been  extended  to  six 
volumes  of  folio  ;  and  I  aver,  that  with  very  little  learning, 
it  might  be  increased  to  sixteen  more  ;  but  what  would  this 
be,  but  to  load  the  subject  with  unimportant  facts,  and  so 
to  weaken  the  narration,  that,  like  the  empire  described,  it 
must  necessarily  sink  beneath  the  weight  of  its  own  acqui- 
sitions ? 

But  while  I  thus  endeavoured  to  avoid  prolixity,  it  was 
found  no  easy  matter  to  prevent  crowding  the  facts,  and  to 
give  every  narrative  its  proper  play.  In  reality,  no  art 
can  contrive  to  avoid  opposite  defects  :  he  who  indulges 
in  minute  particularities,  will  be  often  languid  ;  and  he 
who  studies  conciseness,  will  as  frequently  be  dry  and 
unentertaining.  As  it  was  my  aim  to  comprise  as  much 
as  possible  in  the  smallest  compass,  it  is  feared  the  work 
will  often  be  subject  to  the  latter  imputation ;  but  it  was 
impossible  to  furnish  the  public  with  a  cheap  Roman 
History  in  two  volumes  octavo,  and  at  the  same  time  to 
give  all  that  warmth  to  the  narrativej"  all  those  colourings  to 
the  description,  which  works  of  twenty  times  the  bulk  have 
room  to  exhibit.  I  shall  be  fully  satisfied,  therefore,  if  it 
furnishes  an  interest  sufficient  to  allure  the  reader  to  the 
end  ;  and  this  is  a  claim  to  which  few  abridgments  can 
justly  make  pretensions. 

To  these  objections  there  are  some  who  may  add,  that  T 
have  rejected  many  of  the  modern  improvements  in  Roman 
History,  and  that  every  character  is  left  in  full  possession 
of  that  fame  or  infamj'  which  it  obtained  from  its  contem- 
poraries, or  those  who  wrote  immediately  after. 

I  acknowledge  the  charge,  for  it  appears  now  too  late  to 
rejudge  the  virtues  or  the  vices  of  those  men,  who  were 
but  very  incompletely  known  even  to  their  own  historians. 
The  Romans,  perhaps,  upon  many  occasions,  formed  wrong 
ideas  of  virtue  ;  but  they  were  by  no  means  so  ignorant  or 
abandoned  in  general,  as  not  to  give  to  their  brightest 
characters  the  greatest  share  of  their  applause  ;  and  I  do 
not  know  whether  it  be  fair  to  try  Pagan  actions  by  the 
standard  of  Christian  morality. 
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But  whatever  may  be  my  execution  of  this  work,  I  have 
very  little  doubt  about  the  success  of  the  undertaking  :  the 
subject  is  the  noblest  that  ever  employed  human  attention  ; 
and,  instead  of  requiring  a  writer's  aid,  will  even  support 
him  with  its  splendour.  The  Empire  of  the  World,  rising 
firom  the  meanest  origin,  and  growing  great  by  a  strict 
veneration  for  religion,  and  an  implicit  confidence  in  its 
commanders;  continually  changing  the  mode,  but  seldom 
the  spirit,  of  its  government ;  being  a  constitution,  in  which 
the  military  power,  whether  under  the  name  of  citizens  or 
soldiers,  almost  always  prevailed  ;  adopting  all  the  improve- 
ments of  other  nations  v^ith  the  most  indefatigable  industry, 
and  submitting  to  be  taught  by  those  whom  it  afterwards 
subdued.  This  is  a  picture  that  must  affect  us,  however  it 
be  disposed ;  these  materials  must  have  their  value,  under 
the  hand  of  the  meanest  workman. 
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From  the  favourable  reception  given  to  my  Abridgment 
of  Roman  History,  published  some  time  since,  several 
friends,  and  others  whose  business  leads  them  to  consult  the 
v/ants  of  the  public,  have  been  induced  to  suppose,  that  an 
English  History,  written  on  the  same  plan,  would  be  accep- 
table. 

It  was  their  opinion  that  we  still  wanted  a  work  of  this 
kind,  where  the  narrative,  though  very  concise,  is  not  totally 
without  interest,  and  the  facts,  though  crowded,  are  yet 
distinctly  seen. 

The  business  of  abridging  the  works  of  others  has  hitherto 
fallen  to  the  lot  of  very  dull  men  ;  and  the  art  of  blotting, 
which  an  eminent  critic  calls  the  most  difficult  of  all  others, 
has  been  usually  practised  by  those  who  found  themselves 
unable  to  write.  Hence  our  abridgments  are  generally 
more  tedious  than  the  works  from  which  they  pretend  to 
relieve  us  ;  and  they  have  effectually  embarrassed  that  road 
which  they  laboured  to  shorten. 

As  the  present  compiler  starts  with  such  humble  compe- 
titors, it  will  scarcely  be  thought  vanity  in  him,  if  he  boasts 
himself  their  superior.  Of  the  many  abridgments  of  our 
own  history  hitherto  published,  none  seems  possessed  of 
any  share  of  merit  or  reputation  ;  some  have  been  written 
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in  dialogaie,  or  merely  in  the  stiffness  of  an  index,  and  some 
to  answer  tiie  purposes  of  a  party.  A  very  small  share  of 
taste,  therefore,  was  suiEcient  to  keep  the  compiler  from  the 
defects  of  the  one,- and  a  very  small  share  of  philosophy 
from  the  misrepresentations  of  the  other. 

It  is  not  easy,  however,  to  satisfy  the  different  expectations 
of  mankind  in  a  work  of  this  kind,  calculated  for  every 
apprehension,  and  on  which  all  are,  consequently,  capable 
of  forming  some  judgment.  Some  may  say  that  it  is  too 
long  to  pass  under  the  denomination  of  an  abridgment ; 
and  others,  that  it  is  too  dry  to  be  admitted  as  a  history  : 
it  may  be  objected,  that  reflection  is  almost  entirely  banished 
to  make  room  for  facts,  and  yet,  that  many  facts  are  wholly 
omitted  which  might  be  necessary  to  be  known.  It  must 
be  confessed,  that  all  those  objections  are  partly  true  ;  for 
it  is  impossible,  in  the  same  work,  at  once  to  attain  contrary 
advantages.  The  compiler,  who  is  stinted  in  room,  must 
often  sacrifice  interest  to  brevity  ;  and,  on  the  other  hand, 
while  he  endeavours  to  amuse,  must  frequently  transgress 
the  limits  to  which  his  plan  should  confine  him.  Thus,  all 
such  as  desire  only  amusement  may  be  disgusted  with  his 
brevity,  and  such  as  seek  for  information  may  object  to  his 
displacing  facts  for  empty  description. 

To  attain  the  greatest  number  of  advantages  with  the 
fewest  inconveniences,  is  all  that  can  be  attained  in  an 
abridgment,  the  name  of  which  implies  imperfection.  It 
will  be  sufficient,  therefore,  to  satisfy  the  writer's  wishes,  if 
the  present  work  be  found  a  plain,  unaffected  narrative  of 
facts,  with  just  ornament  enough  to  keep  attention  awake, 
and  with  reflection  barely  sufficient  to  set  the  reader  upon 
thinking.  Verj'  moderate  abilities  were  equal  to  such  an 
undertaking,  and  it  is  hoped  the  performance  will  satisfy 
such  as  take  up  books  to  be  informed  or  amused,  without 
much  considering  who  the  writer  is,  or  envying  any  success 
he  may  have  had  in  a  former  compilation. 

As  the  present  publication  is  designed  for  the  benefit  of 
those  who  intend  to  lay  a  foundation  for  future  study,  or 
desire  to  refresh  their  memories  upon  the  old,  or  who  think 
a  moderate  share  of  history  sufficient  for  the  purposes  of 
life,  recourse  has  been  had  only  to  those  authors  which  are 
best  known,  and  those  facts  only  have  been  selected  which 
are  allowed,  on  all  hands,  to  be  true.  Were  an  epitome  of 
history  the  field  for  displaying  erudition,  the  author  could 
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shew  that  he  has  read  many  books  which  others  have 
neglected,  and  that  he  also  could  advance  many  anecdotes 
which  are  at  present  very  little  know-n.  But  it  must  be 
remembered,  that  all  these  minute  recoveries  could  be 
inserted  only  to  the  exclusion  of  more  material  facts,  which 
it  would  be  unpardonable  to  omit.  He  foregoes,  therefore, 
the  petty  ambition  of  being  thought  a  reader  of  forgotten 
books  ;  his  aim  being  not  to  add  to  our  present  stock  of 
historv',  but  to  contract  it. 

The  books  which  have  been  used  in  this  abridgment, 
are  chiefly  Rapin,  Carte,  Smollett,  and  Hume.  They  have 
each  their  peculiar  admirers,  in  proportion  as  the  reader  is 
studious  of  historical  antiquities,  fond  of  minute  anecdote,  a 
warm  partisan,  or  a  deliberate  reasoner.  Of  these,  I  have 
particularly  taken  Hume  for  my  guide,  as  far  as  he  goes  ; 
and  it  is  but  justice  to  say,  that  wherever  I  was  obliged  to 
abridge  his  work,  I  did  it  with  reluctance,  as  I  scarcely  cut 
out  a  single  line  that  did  not  contain  a  beauty. 

But  though  I  must  warmly  subscribe  to  the  learning, 
elegance,  and  depth  of  Mr  Hume's  history,  yet  I  cannot 
entirely  acquiesce  in  his  principles.  With  regard  to  religion, 
he  seems  desirous  of  playing  a  double  part, — of  appearing 
to  some  readers  as  if  he  reverenced,  and  to  others  as  if  he 
ridiculed  it.  He  seems  sensible  of  the  political  necessity 
of  religion  in  every  state  ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  he  would 
every  where  insinuate,  that  it  owes  its  authority  to  no 
higher  an  origin.  Thus  he  weakens  its  influence,  while  he 
contends  for  its  utilitv,  and  vainly  hopes,  that  while  free- 
thinkers shall  applaud  his  scepticism,  real  believers  will 
reverence  him  for  his  zeal. 

In  his  opinions  respecting  government,  perhaps  also  he 
may  be  sometimes  reprehensible ;  but  in  a  country  like 
<  \as,  where  mutual  contention  contributes  to  the  security 
of  the  constitution,  it  will  be  impossible  for  a  historian, 
who  attempts  to  have  any  opinion,  to  satisfy  all  parties.  It 
is  not  yet  decided  in  politics,  whether  the  diminution  ot 
kingly  power  in  England  tends  to  increase  the  happiness  or 
the  freedom  of  the  people.  For  my  own  part,  from  seeing 
the  bad  eff'ects  of  the  tyranny  of  the  great  in  those  repub- 
lican states  that  pretend  to  be  free,  I  cannot  help  wishing 
that  our  monarclis  may  still  be  allowed  to  enjoy  the  power 
of  controlling  the  encroachments  of  the  great  at  home. 
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A  king  may  easily  be  restrained  from  doing  wrong,  as  he 
is  but  one  man  ;  but  if  a  number  of  the  great  are  permitted 
to  divide  all  authority,  who  can  punish  them  if  they  abuse  it  ? 
Upon  this  principle,  therefore,  and  not  from  empty  notions 
of  divine  or  hereditary  right,  some  may  think  I  have  leaned 
towards  monarchy.  But  as,  in  the  things  I  have  hitherto 
written,  I  have  neither  allured  the  vanity  of  the  great  by 
flatter}',  nor  satisfied  the  malignity  of  the  vulgar  by  scandal, 
as  I  have  endeavoured  to  get  an  honest  reputation  by  liberal 
pursuits,  it  is  hoped  the  reader  will  admit  my  impartiality. 


THE  PREFACE 
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Natural  History,  considered  in  its  utmost  extent, 
comprehends  two  object?  :  First,  that  of  discovering,  ascer- 
taining, and  naming  all  the  various  productions  of  Nature ; 
secondly,  that  of  describing  the  properties,  manners,  and 
relations,  which  they  bear  to  us,  and  to  each  other.  The 
first,  which  is  the  most  difficult  part  of  the  science,  is 
systematical,  dry,  mechanical,  and  incomplete  :  The  second 
is  more  amusing — exhibits  new  pictures  to  the  imagination, 
and  improves  our  relish  for  existence,  by  widening  the 
prospect  of  Nature  around  us. 

Both,  however,  are  necessary  to  those  who  would  under- 
stand this  pleasing  science  in  its  utmost  extent.  The  first 
care  of  every  inquirer,  no  doubt,  should  be,  to  see,  to  visit, 
and  examine  every  object,  before  he  pretends  to  inspect  its 
habitudes  or  its  histor\'.  From  seeing  and  observing  the 
thing  itself,  he  is  most  naturally  led  to  speculate  upon  its 
uses,  its  delights,  or  its  inconveniences. 

Numberless  obstructions,  however,  are  found  in  this  part 
of  his  pursuit,  that  frustrate  his  diligence  and  retard  his 
curiosity.  The  objects  in  Nature  are  so  many,  and  even 
those  of  the  same  kind  are  exhibited  in  such  a  variety  of 
forms,  that  the  inquirer  finds  himself  lost  in  the  exuberance 
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before  him,  and,  like  a  man  who  attempts  to  count  the  stars 
unassisted  by  art,  his  powers  are  all  distracted  in  barren 
superfluity. 

To  remedy  this  embarrassment,  artificial  systems  have 
been  devised,  which,  grouping  into  masses  those  parts  of 
Nature  more  nearly  resembling  each  other,  refer  the  inquirer 
for  the  name  of  the  single  object  he  desires  to  know,  to  some 
one  of  those  general  distributions,  M'here  it  is  to  be  found 
by  farther  examination.  If,  for  instance,  a  man  should  in 
his  waiks  meet  with  an  animal,  the  name,  and  consequently 
the  history,  of  which  he  desires  to  know,  he  is  taught,  by 
systematic  writers  of  Natural  History,  to  examine  its  most 
obvious  qualities,  whether  a  quadruped,  a  bird,  a  fish,  or  an 
insect.  Having  determined  it,  for  explanation  sake,  to  be 
an  insect,  he  examines  whether  it  has  wings  ;  if  he  finds  it 
possessed  of  these,  he  is  taught  to  examine  whether  it  has 
two  or  four  ;  if  possessed  of  four,  he  is  taught  to  observe 
whether  the  two  upper  wings  are  of  a  shelly  hardness,  and 
serve  as  cases  to  those  under  chem  ;  if  he  finds  the  wings 
composea  in  tnis  manner,  he  is  then  taught  to  pronounce, 
that  this  insect  is  one  of  the  beetle  kind.  Of  the  beetle 
kind  there  are  three  different  classes,  distinguished  from 
each  other  by  their  feelers  ;  he  examines  the  insect  before 
him,  and  finds  that  the  feelers  are  elevated,  or  knobbed,  at 
the  ends  :  of  beetles,  with  feelers  thus  formed,  there  are  ten 
kinds,  and  among  those  he  is  taught  to  look  for  the  precise 
name  of  that  which  is  before  him.  If,  for  instance,  the 
knob  be  divided  at  the  ends,  and  the  belly  be  streaked  with 
white,  it  is  no  other  than  the  Dor,  or  the  Maybug,  an  animal, 
the  noxious  qualities  of  which  give  it  a  very  distinguished 
rank  in  the  history  of  the  insect  creation.  In  this  manner, 
a  system  of  Natural  History  may,  in  some  measure,  be 
compared  to  a  dictionary  of  words  :  both  are  solely 
intended  to  explain  the  names  of  things  ;  but,  with  this 
difference,  that  in  the  dictionary  of  words  we  are  led  from 
the  name  of  the  thing  to  its  definition,  whereas,  in  the 
system  of  Natural  History,  we  are  led  from  the  definition 
to  find  out  the  name. 

Such  are  the  efforts  of  writers,  who  have  composed  their 
works  with  great  labour  and  ingenuity,  to  direct  the  learner 
in  his  progress  through  Nature,  and  to  inform  him  of  the 
name  of  every  animal,  plant,  or  fossil  substance,  that  he 
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happens  to  meet  with ;  but  it  would  be  only  deceiving  the 
reader  to  conceal  the  truth,  which  is,  that  books  alone  can 
never  teach  him  this  art  in  perfection  ;  and  the  solitary  stu- 
dent can  never  succeed.  Without  a  master  and  a  previous 
knowledge  of  many  of  the  objects  in  Nature,  his  book  will 
only  serve  to  confound  and  disgust  him.  Few  of  the 
individual  plants  or  animals  that  he  may  happen  to  meet 
with  are  in  that  precise  state  of  health,  or  that  exact  period 
of  vegetation,  whence  their  descriptions  were  taken.  Per- 
haps he  meets  the  plant  only  with  leaves,  but  the  syste- 
matic writer  has  described  it  in  flower  ;  perhaps  he  meets 
the  bird  before  it  has  moulted  its  first  feathers,  while  the 
systematic  description  was  made  in  the  state  of  full  per- 
fection :  he  thus  ranges,  without  an  instructor,  confused, 
and  with  sickening  curiosity,  from  subject  to  subject,  till  at 
last  he  gives  up  the  pursuit,  in  the  multiplicity  of  his  disap- 
pointments. Some  practice,  therefore,  much  instruction  and 
diligent  reading  are  requisite  to  make  a  ready  and  expert 
naturalist,  who  shall  be  able,  even  by  the  help  of  a  system, 
to  find  out  the  name  of  ever}'  object  he  meets  with.  But  when 
this  tedious,  though  requisite  part  of  study  is  attained,  nothing 
but  delight  and  variety  attend  the  rest  of  his  journey. 
Wherever  he  travels,  like  a  man  in  a  country  where  he  has 
many  friends,  he  meets  with  nothing  but  acquaintances  and 
allurements  in  all  stages  of  his  way.  The  mere  uninformed 
spectator  passes  on  in  gloomy  solitude,  but  the  naturalist, 
in  every  plant,  in  every  insect,  and  every  pebble,  finds 
something  to  entertain  his  curiosity,  and  excite  his  specu- 
lation. 

Hence  it  appears,  that  a  system  may  be  considered  as  a 
dictionary  in  the  study  of  Nature.  The  ancients,  however, 
who  have  all  written  most  delightfully  on  this  subject,  seem 
entirely  to  have  rejected  those  humble  and  mechanical  helps 
of  science.  They  contented  themselves  with  seizing  upon 
the  great  outlines  of  history,  and  passing  over  what  was 
common  as  not  worth  the  detail,  they  only  dwelt  upon  what 
was  new,  great,  and  surprising,  and  sometimes  even  warmed 
the  imagination  at  the  expense  of  truth.  Such  of  the 
moderns  as  revived  this  science  in  Europe,  undertook  the 
task  more  methodically,  though  not  in  a  manner  so  pleasing. 
Aldrovandus,  Gesner,  and  Johnson,  seemed  desirous  of 
uniting  the  entertaining  and  rich  descriptions  of  the  ancients 
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wilh  the  dry  and  systematic  arrangement  of  which  they  M-ere 
the  first  projectors.  This  attempt,  however,  was  extremely 
imperfect,  as  the  great  variety  of  Nature  was,  as  yet,  but 
very  inadeqiKitely  known.  Nevertheless,  by  attempting  to 
carry  on  both  objects  at  once — first,  of  directing  us  to  the 
name  of  the  things,  and  then  giving  the  detail  of  its  history 
— they  drew  out  their  works  into  a  tedious  and  unreasonable 
length  ;  and  thus  mixing  incompatible  aims,  they  have  left 
their  labours  rather  to  be  occasionally  consulted,  than  read 
with  delight,  by  posterity. 

The  later  moderns,  with  that  good  sense  which  they  have 
carried  into  every  other  part  of  science,  have  taken  a  different 
method  in  cultivating  Natural  History.  They  have  been 
content  to  give,  not  only  the  brevity,  but  also  the  dry  and 
disgusting  air  of  a  dictionary  to  their  systems.  Ray,  Klein, 
Brisson,  and  Linnaeus,  have  had  only  one  aim, — that  of 
pointing  out  the  object  in  Nature,  of  discovering  its  name, 
and  where  it  was  to  be  found  in  those  authors  that  treated 
of  it  in  a  more  prolix  and  satisfactory  manner.  Thus 
Natural  History,  at  present,  is  carried  on  in  two  distinct  and 
separate  channels,  the  one  serving  to  lead  us  to  the  thing, 
the  other  conveying  the  history  of  the  thing  as  supposing  it 
already  known. 

The  following  Natural  History  is  written  with  only  such 
an  attention  to  system  as  serves  to  remove  the  reader's 
embarrassments,  and  allure  him  to  proceed.  It  can  make 
no  pretensions  in  directing  him  to  the  name  of  every  object 
he  meets  with  :  that  belongs  to  works  of  a  very  different 
kind,  and  written  with  very  different  aims.  It  will  fully 
answer  my  design,  if  the  reader,  being  already  possessed  of 
the  name  of  any  animal,  shall  find  here  a  short,  though 
satisfactory  history  of  its  habitudes,  its  subsistence,  its 
raani  e  rs ,  ys  friendships  and  hostilities.  My  aim  has  been 
to  carry  on  just  as  much  method  as  was  sufficient  to  shorten 
my  descriptions  by  generalizing  them,  and  never  to  follow 
order  where  the  art  of  writing,  which  is  but  another  name 
for  good  sense,  infonnjd  me  that  it  would  only  contribute 
to  the  reader's  embarrassment. 

Still,  however,  the  reader  will  perceive  that  I  have  formed 
a  kind  of  system  in  the  history  of  every  part  of  Animated 
Nature,  directing  myself  by  the  great  and  obvious  distinctions 
that  she  herself  seems  to  have  made,  which,  though  too  few 
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to  point  exactly  to  the  name,  aie  yet  sufficient  to  illuminate 
the  subject,  and  remove  the  reader's  perplexity.  M.  BufFon, 
indeed,  who  has  brought  greater  talents  to  this  part  of 
learning  than  any  other  man,  has  almost  entirely  rejected 
method  in  classing  quadrupeds.  Tliis,  with  great  deference 
to  such  a  character,  appears  to  me  running  into  the  opposite 
extreme  :  and,  as  some  moderns  have  of  late  spent  much 
time,  great  pains,  and  some  learning,  all  to  very  little  pur- 
pose, in  systematic  arrangement,  he  seems  so  much  disgusted 
by  their  trifling,  but  ostentatious  efforts,  that  he  describes 
his  animals  almost  in  the  order  they  happen  to  come  before 
liira.  This  want  of  method  seems  to  be  a  fault,  but  he 
can  lose  little  by  a  criticism,  which  every  dull  man  can 
make,  or  by  an  error  in  arrangement,  from  which  the  dullest 
are  the  most  usually  free. 

In  other  respects,  as  far  as  this  able  philosopher  has  gone, 
I  have  taken  him  for  my  guide.  The  warmth  of  his  style 
and  the  brilliancy  of  his  imagination  are  inimitable.  Lea- 
ving him,  therefore,  without  a  rival  in  those,  and  only 
availing  myself  of  his  information,  I  have  been  content  to 
describe  things  in  my  ovm  way  ;  and  though  many  of  the 
materials  are  taken  from  him,  yet  I  have  added,  retrenched, 
and  altered  as  I  thought  proper.  It  was  my  intention  at 
one  time,  whenever  I  differed  from  him,  to  have  mentioned 
it  at  the  bottom  of  the  page ;  but  this  occurred  so  often, 
that  I  soon  found  it  would  look  like  envy,  and  might,  per- 
haps, convict  me  of  those  very  errors  which  I  was  wanting 
to  lav  upon  him. 

I  lidve,  therefore,  as  being  every  way  his  debtor,  con- 
cealed my  dissent,  where  my  opinion  was  different ;  but 
wherever  I  borrow  from  him,  I  take  care  at  the  bottom  of 
the  page  to  express  my  obligations.  But,  though  my 
obligations  to  this  WTiter  are  many,  they  extend  but  to  the 
smallest  part  of  the  work,  as  he  has  hitherto  completed  only 
the  historj'  of  quadrupeds.  I  was,  therefore,  left  to  my 
reading  alone,  to  make  out  the  history  of  birds,  fishes,  and 
insects,  of  which  the  arrangement  was  so  difficult,  and  the 
necessarj'  information  so  widely  diffused,  and  so  obscurely 
related  when  found,  that  it  proved  by  much  the  most 
laborious  part  of  the  undertaking.  Thus,  having  made 
use  of  M.  Buffon's  lights  in  the  first  part  of  this  work,  I 
may,  with  some  share  of  confidence,  recommend  it  to  the 


HISTORY  OF  THE  EARTH.  285 

public.  But  what  shall  I  say  of  that  part,  where  I  have 
been  entirely  left  without  his  assistance  ?  As  I  would 
affect  neither  modesty  nor  confidence,  it  will  be  sufficient 
to  say,  that  my  reading  upon  this  part  of  the  subject  has 
been  very  extensive  ;  and  that  I  have  taxed  my  scanty 
circumstances  in  procuring  books,  which  are  on  this  subject, 
of  all  others,  the  most  expensive.  In  consequence  of  this 
industrj-,  I  here  offer  a  work  to  the  public,  of  a  kind  Mhich 
has  never  been  attempted  in  ours,  or  any  other  modern 
language  that  I  know  of.  The  ancients,  indeed,  and  Pliny 
in  particular,  have  anticipated  me  in  the  present  manner 
of  treating  Natural  History.  Like  those  historians  who 
described  the  events  of  a  campaign,  they  have  not  conde- 
scended to  give  the  private  particulars  of  every  individual 
that  formed  the  army  ;  they  were  content  with  characterizing 
the  generals,  and  describing  their  operations,  while  they 
left  it  to  meaner  hands  to  carry  the  muster-roll.  I  have 
followed  their  manner,  rejecting  the  numerous  fables  which 
they  adopted,  and  adding  the  improvements  of*  the  moderns, 
which  are  so  numerous,  that  they  actually  make  up  the  bulk 
of  Natural  History. 

The  delight  which  I  found  in  reading  Pliny,  first  inspired 
me  M-ith  the  idea  of  a  work  of  this  nature.  Having  a 
taste  rather  classical  than  scientific,  and  having  but  little 
employed  myself  in  turning  over  the  dry  labours  of  modern 
system  makers,  my  earliest  intention  was  to  translate 
this  agreeable  writer,  and  by  the  help  of  a  commentary, 
to  make  my  work  as  amusing  as  I  could.  Let  us  dignii'y 
Natural  History  ever  so  much  with  the  grave  appellation 
of  a  useful  science,  yet  still  we  must  confess,  that  it  is  the 
occupation  of  the  idle  and  the  speculative,  more  than  of  the 
ambitious  part  of  mankind.  My  intention  was  to  treat  what 
I  then  conceived  to  be  an  idle  subject,  in  an  idle  manner  ; 
and  not  to  hedge  round  plain  and  simple  narratives  with 
hard  words,  accumulated  distinctions,  ostentatious  learning, 
and  disquisitions  that  produced  no  conviction.  Upon  the 
appearance,  however,  of  M.  Buffon's  work,  I  dropped  my 
former  plan,  and  adopted  the  present,  being  convinced  by 
his  manner,  that  the  best  imitation  of  the  ancients  was  to 
write  from  our  own  feelings,  and  to  imitate  nature. 

It  will  be  my  chief  pride,  therefore,  if  this  work  may  be 
found  an  innocent  amusemeiit  for  those  who  have  nothing 
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else  to  employ  them,  or  who  require  a  relaxation  from 
labour.  Professed  naturalists  will,  no  doubt,  find  it  super- 
ficial ;  and  yet  I  should  hope,  that  even  these  will  discover 
hints  and  remarks,  gleaned  from  various  reading,  not 
wholly  trite  or  elementary  :  I  would  wish  for  their  appro- 
bation. But  my  chief  ambition  is  to  drag  up  the  obscure 
and  gloomy  learning  of  the  cell  to  open  inspection  ;  to 
strip  it  from  its  garb  of  austerity,  and  to  shew  the  beauties 
of  that  form,  which  only  the  industrious  and  the  inquisitive 
have  been  hitherto  permitted  to  approach. 


PREFACE 


BEAUTIES  OF  ENGLISH  POETRY. 


FIRST  PRINTED  IN  THE  YEAR  MDCCLXVII. 


My  bookseller  having  informed  me  that  there  was  no 
collection  of  English  Poetry  among  us,  of  any  estimation, 
I  thought  a  few  hours  spent  in  making  a  proper  selection 
would  not  be  ill  bestowed. 

Compilations  of  this  kind  are  chiefly  designed  for  such 
as  either  want  leisure,  skill,  or  fortune,  to  choose  for  them- 
selves ;  for  persons  whose  professions  turn  them  to  different 
pursuits,  or  who,  not  yet  arrived  at  sufficient  maturity, 
require  a  guide  to  direct  their  application.  To  our  youth, 
particularly,  a  publication  of  this  sort  may  be  useful ;  since, 
if  compiled  with  any  share  of  judgment,  it  may  at  once 
unite  precept  and  example,  shew  them  what  is  beautiful, 
and  inform  them  why  it  is  so  :  I  therefore  offer  this,  to  the 
best  of  my  judgment,  as  the  best  collection  that  has  as  yet 
appeared  ;  though,  as  tastes  are  various,  numbers  will  be 
of  a  very  different  opinion.  Many,  perhaps,  may  wish  to 
see  in  it  the  poems  of  their  favourite  authors,  others  may 
wish  that  I  had  selected  from  works  less  generally  read, 
and  others  still  may  wish  that  I  had  selected  from  their 
own.  But  my  design  was  to  give  a  useful,  unaffected 
compilation ;  one  that  might  tend  to  advance  the  reader's 
taste,  and  not  impress  him  with  exalted  ideas  of  mine. 
Nothing  is  so  common,  and  yet  so  absurd,  as  affectation  in 
criticism.     The  desire  of  being  thought  to  have  a  more 
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discerning  taste  than  others,  has  often  led  writers  to  labour 
after  error,  and  to  be  foremost  in  promoting  deformity. 

In  this  compilation  I  run  but  few  risks  of  that  kind  ; 
ever}'  poem  here  is  well  known,  and  possessed  —  or  the 
public  has  been  long  mistaken  —  of  peculiar  merit :  every 
poem  has,  as  Aristotle  expresses  it,  a  beginning,  a  middle, 
and  an  end,  in  which,  however  trifling  the  rule  may  seem, 
most  of  the  poetry  in  our  language  is  deficient :  I 
claim  no  merit  in  the  choice,  as  it  was  obvious,  for  in  all 
languages  best  productions  are  most  easily  found.  As  to 
the  short  introductory  criticisms  to  each  poem,  they  are 
rather  designed  for  boys  than  men  ;  for  it  will  be  seen  that 
I  declined  all  refinement,  satisfied  with  being  obvious  and 
sincere.  In  short,  if  this  work  be  useful  in  schools,  or 
amusing  in  the  closet,  the  merit  all  belongs  to  others ;  I 
have  nothing  to  boast,  and  at  best  can  expect,  not  applause, 
but  pardon.  OLIVER  GOLDSMITH. 

THE  RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK. 

This  seems  to  be  Mr  Pope's  most  finished  production, 
and  is,  perhaps,  the  most  perfect  in  our  language.  It 
exhibits  stronger  pow'ers  of  imagination,  more  harmony  of 
numbers,  and  a  greater  knowledge  of  the  world,  than  any 
other  of  this  poet's  works  :  and  it  is  probable,  if  our 
country  were  called  upon  to  shew  a  specimen  of  their 
genius  to  foreigners,  this  would  be  the  work  fixed  upon. 

IL  PEXSEROSO. 

1  HAVE  heard  a  very  judicious  critic  say,  that  he  had  a 
higher  idea  of  Milton's  style  in  poetry,  from  the  two 
following  poems,  than  from  his  Paradise  Lost.  It  is  certain 
the  imagination  shewn  in  them  is  correct  and  strong.  The 
introduction  to  both  in  irregular  measure  is  borrowed  from 
the  Italians,  and  hurts  aa  English  ear. 

AN  ELEGY,  WRITTEN  IN  A  COUNTRY  CHLRCH-YARD. 

This  is  a  very  fine  poem,  but  overloaded  with  epithet. 
The  heroic  mcEisure  with  alternate  rhyme  is  very  properly 
adapted  to  the  solemnity  of  the  subject,  as  it  is  the  slowest 
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movement  that  our  language  admits  of.     The  latter  part  of 
the  poem  is  pathetic  and  interesting. 

LONDON,   IN   IMITATION  OF  THE  THIRD  SATIRE  OF  JUVENAL. 

This  poem  of  Mr  Johnson's  is  the  best  imitation  of  the 
original  that  has  appeared  in  our  language,  being  possessed 
of  all  the  force  and  satirical  resentment  of  Juvenal.  Imita- 
tion gives  us  a  much  truer  idea  of  the  ancients  than  even 
translation  could  do. 


THE  SCHOOLMISTRESS,  IN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER. 

This  poem  is  one  of  those  happinesses  in  which  a  poet 
excels  himself,  as  there  is  nothing  in  all  Shenstone  which 
any  way  approaches  it  in  merit  ;  and,  though  I  dislike  the 
imitations  of  our  old  English  poets  in  general,  yet  on  this 
minute  subject,  the  antiquity  of  the  style  produces  a  very 
ludicrous  solemnity. 

cooper's  HILL. 

This  poem  by  Denham,  though  it  may  have  been  exceeded 
by  later  attempts  in  description,  yet  deserves  the  highest 
applause,  as  it  far  surpasses  all  that  went  before  it :  the 
concluding  part,  though  a  little  too  much  crowded,  is  very 
masterly. 

ELOISA  TO  ABELARD. 

The  harmony  of  numbers  in  this  poem  is  very  fine.  It 
is  rather  drawn  out  to  too  tedious  a  length,  although  the 
passions  vary  with  great  judgment.  It  maybe  considered 
as  superior  to  any  thing  in  the  epistolary  way  ;  and  the 
many  translations  which  have  been  made  of  it  into  the 
modem  languages,  are  in  some  measure  a  proof  of  this. 

AN  EPISTLE  FROM  MR  PHILIPS,  TO  THE  EARL  OF  DORSET. 

The  opening  of  this  poem  is  incomparably  fine.  The 
latter  part  is  tedious  and  trifling. 

VOL.  IV.  T 
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A  LETTER  FROM  ITALV,  TO  THE  RIGHT  HOXOURABLE 
CHARLES  LORD   HALIFAX,   1701.* 

Few  poems  have  done  more  honour  to  English  genius 
than  this.  There  is  in  it  a  strain  of  pohtical  thinking  that 
was,  at  that  time,  new  in  our  poetry.  Had  the  harmony 
of  this  been  equal  to  that  of  Pope's  versification,  it  would 
be  incontestably  the  first  poem  in  our  language  ;  but  there 
is  a  dryness  in  the  numbers,  which  greatly  lessens  the 
pleasure  excited  both  by  the  poet's  judgment  and  imagina- 
tion. 

Alexander's  feast  ;  or,  the  power  of  music,    an  ode, 

IN  HONOUR  OF  ST  CECILIa's  DAY. 

This  ode  has  been  more  applauded,  perhaps,  than  it  has 
been  felt  ;  however,  it  is  a  very  fine  one,  and  gives  its 
beauties  rather  at  a  third  <^v  fourth  than  at  a  first  perusal. 

ODE  FOR  MUSIC  ON  ST  CECILIa's  DAY.f 

This  ode  has  by  many  been  thought  equal  to  the  former. 
As  it  is  a  repetition  of  Dryden's  manner,  it  is  so  far  inferior 
to  him.  The  whole  hint  of  Orpheus,  -with  many  of  the 
lines,  has  been  taken  from  an  obscure  Ode  upon  Music, 
published  in  Tate's  Miscellanies. 

THE  shepherd's  WEEK,  IN  SIX  PASTORALS. 

These  are  Mr  Gay's  principal  performance.  They 
were  originally  intended,  I  suppose,  as  a  burlesque  on  those 
of  Philips;  but,  perhaps  without  designing  it,  he  has  hit  the 
true  spirit  of  pastoral  poetry.  In  fact,  he  more  resembles 
Theocritus  than  any  other  English  pastoral  writer  whatso- 
ever. There  runs  through  the  whole  a  strain  of  rustic 
pleasantry,  which  should  ever  distinguish  this  species  of 
composition  ;  but  how  far  the  antiquated  expressions  used 
here  may  contribute  to  the  humour,  I  will  not  determine ; 
for  my  own  part,  I  could  \\-i<h  the  simplicity  were  preserved, 
without  recurring  to  such  obsolete  antiquity  for  the  manner 
of  expressing  it. 

•  By  Addison.  —B.  f  By  Pope,  —a 
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MAC  FLECKNOE. 

The  severity  of  this  satire,  and  the  excellence  of  its 
versification,  give  it  a  distinguished  rank  in  this  species  of 
composition.  At  present,  an  ordinary  reader  would  scarcely 
suppose  that  Shadv.ell,  who  is  here  meant  by  Mac  Flecknoe, 
was  worth  being  chastised  ;  and  that  Dryden,  descending 
to  such  game,  was  like  an  eagle  stooping  to  catch  flies. 

The  truth,  however,  is,  Shadwell  at  one  time  held 
divided  reputation  with  this  great  poet.  Every  age  pro- 
duces its  fashionable  dunces,  who,  by  following  the  trjinsieut 
topic  or  humour  of  the  day,  supply  talkative  ignorance  with 
materials  for  conversation. 

ON  POETRY.    A  RHAPSODY. 

Here  follows  one  of  the  best  versified  poems  in  our 
language,  and  the  most  masterly  production  of  its  author. 
The  severity  with  which  Walpole  is  here  treated  was  in 
consequence  of  that  minister's  having  refused  to  provide 
for  Swift  in  England,  when  applied  to  for  that  purpose,  in 
the  year  17'25  (if  I  remember  right.)  The  severity  of  a 
poet,  however,  gave  Walpole  very  little  uneasiness,  A 
man  whose  schemes,  like  this  minister's,  seldom  extended 
beyond  the  exigency  of  the  year,  but  little  regarded  the 
contempt  of  posterity. 

OF  THE  USE  OF  RICHES. 

This  poem,  as  Mr  Pope  tells  us  himself,  cost  much 
attention  and  labour ;  and,  from  the  easiness  that  appears 
in  it,  one  would  be  apt  to  think  as  much. 

FROM  THE  DISPENSARY.      CANTO  VI. 

This  sixth  canto  of  the  Dispensarj',  by  Dr  Garth,  has 
more  merit  than  the  whole  preceding  part  of  the  poem,  and, 
as  I  am  told,  in  the  first  edition  of  this  vvork  it  is  more  cor- 
rect than  as  here  exhibited  ;  but  that  edition  1  have  not 
been  able  to  find.  The  praises  bestowed  on  this  poem  are 
more  than  have  been  given  to  any  other  :  but  our  approba- 
tion at  present  is  cooler,  for  it  owed  part  of  its  fame  to 
l)arty. 
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SELIM  ;    OR,  THE  SHEPHERD's  MORAL. 

The  following  eclogues,  written  by  Mr  Collins,  are  very 
pretty  :  the  image?,  it  must  be  owned,  are  not  very  local ; 
for  the  pastoral  subject  could  not  well  admit  of  it.  The 
description  of  Asiatic  magnificence  and  manners  is  a  sub- 
ject as  yet  unattempted  amongst  us,  and,  I  believe,  capable 
of  furnishing  a  great  variety  of  poetical  imagerj\ 

THE  SPLENDID  SHILLING.* 

This  is  reckoned  the  best  parody  of  Milton  in  our 
language  :  it  has  been  an  hundred  times  imitated  without 
success.  The  truth  is,  the  first  thing  in  this  way  must  pre- 
clude all  future  attempts,  for  nothing  is  so  easy  as  to 
burlesque  any  man's  manner,  when  we  are  once  shewed  the 
way. 

A  PIPE  OF  TOBACCO,  IN  IMITATION  OF  SIX  SEVERAL 
AUTHORS. 

Mr  Hawkins  Browne,  the  author  of  these,  as  I  am 
told,  had  no  good  original  manner  of  his  own,  yet  we  see 
how  well  he  succeeds  when  he  turns  an  imitator  ;  for  the 
following  are  rather  imitations  than  ridiculous  parodies. 

A  NIGHT  PIECE  ON  DEATH. 

The  great  fault  of  this  piece,  written  by  Dr  Parnell,  is, 
that  it  is  in  eight  syllable  lines,  very  improper  for  the 
solemnity  of  the  subject ;  otherwise,  the  poem  is  natural, 
and  the  reflections  just. 

A  FAIRY  TALE,       BY  DR  PARNELL. 

Never  was  the  old  manner  of  speaking  more  happily 
applied,  or  a  talc  better  told,  than  this. 

falemon  and  lavima. 

Mr  Thomson,  though  in  general  a  verbose  and  affected 
poet,   has   told  this  story  with  unusual   simplicity  :  it  is 

*  By  J.  PhLllips.  —  13. 
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rather  given  here  for  being  much  esteemed  by  the  public 
than  by  the  editor. 

THE  BASTARD. 

Almost  all  things  written  from  the  heart,  as  this  certainly 
was,  have  some  merit.  The  poet  here  describes  sorrows 
and  misfortunes  which  were  by  no  means  imaginary  ;  and 
thus  there  runs  a  truth  of  thinking  through  this  poem, 
without  which  it  would  be  of  little  value,  as  Savage  is,  in 
other  respects,  but  an  indifferent  poet. 

THE  POET  AXD  HIS  PATRON. 

Mr  More  was  a  poet  that  never  had  justice  done  him 
while  living  ;  there  are  few  of  the  moderns  have  a  more 
correct  taste,  or  a  more  pleasing  manner  of  expressing  their 
thoughts.  It  was  upon  these  fables  he  chiefly  founded  his 
reputation,  yet  they  are  by  no  means  his  best  production. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  A  LADY. 

This  little  poem,  by  Mr  Nugent,  is  very  pleasing.  The 
easiness  of  the  poetry,  and  the  justice  of  the  thoughts,  con- 
stitute its  principal  beauty. 

HANS  CARVEL. 

This  bagatelle,  for  which,  by  the  bye,  Mr  Prior  has  got 
his  greatest  reputation,  was  a  tale  told  in  all  the  old  Italian 
collections  of  jests,  and  borrowed  from  thence  by  Fontaine. 
It  had  been  translated  once  or  twice  before  into  English, 
yet  was  never  regarded  till  it  fell  into  the  hands  of  Mr 
Prior. 

A  strong  instance  how  much  every  thing  is  improved  in 
the  hands  of  a  man  of  genius. 

BAUCIS  AND  PHILEMON.* 

This  poem  is  very  fine,  and,  though  in  the  same  strain 
with  the  preceding,  is  yet  superior. 

•  By  Swift.  —  B. 
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TO  THE  EARL  OF  AVARAVICK.  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR  ADDISO>r. 

This  eleg-y  (by  Mr  Tickell)  is  one  of  the  finest  in  our 
language  :  there  is  so  little  new  that  can  be  said  upon  the 
death  of  a  friend,  after  the  complaints  of  Ovid  and  the 
Latin  Italians  in  this  way,  that  one  is  surprised  to  see  so 
much  novelty  in  this  to  strike  us,  and  so  much  interest  to 
affect. 

COLIN  AND  LUCY.  A  BALLAD. 

Through  all  Tickell's  works  there  is  a  strain  of  ballad- 
thinking,  if  I  may  so  express  it ;  and  in  this  professed  ballad 
he  seems  to  have  surpassed  himself.  It  is,  perhaps,  the 
best  in  our  language  in  this  way. 


THE  TEARS  OF  SCOTLAND. 

This  ode,  by  Dr  Smollett,  does  rather  more  honour  to 
the  author's  feelings  than  his  taste.  The  mechanical  part, 
with  regard  to  numbers  and  language,  is  not  so  perfect  as 
so  short  a  work  as  this  requires ;  but  the  pathetic  it  con- 
tains, particularly  in  the  last  stanza  but  one,  is  exquisitely 
fine. 

ON  THE  death  OF  THE  LORD  PROTECTOR. 

Our  poetry  was  not  quite  harmonized  in  Waller's  time  ; 
so  that  this,  which  would  be  now  looked  upon  as  a  slovenly 
sort  of  versification,  was,  with  respect  to  the  times  in  which 
it  was  written,  almost  a  prodigy  of  harmony.  A  modern 
reader  will  chiefly  be  struck  with  the  strength  of  thinking, 
and  the  turn  of  the  compliments  bestowed  upon  the  usurper. 
Every  body  has  heard  of  the  answer  our  poet  made 
Charles  II,  who  asked  him  how  his  poem  upon  Cromwell 
came  to  be  finer  than  his  panegyric  upon  himself.  "  Your 
majesty,"  replies  Waller,  "  knows  that  poets  always  succeed 
best  in  fiction." 

THE  STORY  OF  PHCFBUS  AND  DAPHNE,  APPLIED.* 

The  French  claim  this  as  belonging  to  them.  To 
whomsoever  it  belongs,  the  thought  is  finely  turned. 

*  By  Swift.  —  B. 
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NIGHT  THOUGHTS.    BY  DR  YOUXG. 

These  seem  to  be  the  best  of  the  collection,  from 
whence  only  the  two  first  are  taken.  They  are  spoken  of 
differently,  either  with  exaggerated  applause  or  contempt, 
as  the  reader's  disposition  is  either  turned  to  mirth  or 
melancholy. 

SATIRE  I. 

Young's  Satires  were  in  higher  reputation  when  published 
than  they  stand  in  at  present.  He  seems  fonder  of  dazzling 
than  pleasing ;  of  raising  our  admiration  for  his  ^^^t,  than 
our  dislike  of  the  follies  he  ridicules. 


A  PASTORAL  BALLAD. 

The  ballads  of  Mr  Shenstone  are  chiefly  commended  for 
the  natural  simplicity  of  the  thoughts,  and  the  harmony  of 
the  versification.  However,  they  are  not  excellent  in 
either. 

PHOEBE.    A  PASTORAL. 

This,  by  Dr  Byrom,  is  a  better  effort  than  the  preceding. 

A  SONG. 

"  Despairing  beside  a  clear  stream." 
This,  by  Mr  Rowe,  is  better  than  any  thing  of  the  kind 
in  our  language. 

AN  ESSAY  ON  POETRY. 

This  work,  by  the  Duke  of  Buckingham,  is  enrolled 
among  our  great  English  productions.  The  precepts  are 
sensible,  the  poetry  not  indifferent,  but  it  hsis  been  praised 
more  than  it  deserves. 
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CADENUS  AND  VANESSA.     . 

This  is  thought  one  of  Dr  Swift's  correctest  pieces  ; 
its  chief  merit,  indeed,  is  the  elegant  ease  with  which  a 
story,  but  ill  conceived  in  itself,  is  told. 

ALMA  ;  OR,  THE  PROGRESS  OF  THE  MIND. 

rtavras  y'lXui;,  x.ai  vra,\irtt  xovii,  xa)  •ita.yra.  to  fujit*' 
VldiTa  yap  l|  aXoyaiv  UTi  ra,  yiyvo/iiva. 

What  Prior  meant  by  this  poem  I  can't  understand  :  by 
the  Greek  motto  to  it  one  would  think  it  was  either  to 
laugh  at  the  subject  or  his  reader.  There  are  some  parts 
of  it  very  fine  ;  and  let  them  save  the  badness  of  the  rest. 


PREFACE 

TO 

A  COLLECTION  OF  POEMS, 

FOR   YOUNG   LADIES, 

DEVOTIONAL,  MORAL,  AND  ENTERTAINING. 

FIRST  PR^^•TED  IN  THE  TEAR  MDCCLXVIl. 


Doctor  Fordyce's  excellent  Sermons  for  Young  Women, 
in  some  measure  gave  rise  to  the  following  compilation.  In 
that  work,  where  he  so  judiciously  points  out  all  the  defects 
of  female  conduct  to  remedy  them,  and  all  the  proper 
studies  which  they  should  pursue,  with  a  view  to  improve- 
ment, Poetry  is  one  to  which  he  particularly  would  attach 
them.  He  only  objects  to  the  danger  of  pursuing  this 
charming  study  through  all  the  immoralities  and  false 
pictures  of  happiness  with  which  it  abounds,  and  thus 
becoming  the  martyr  of  innocent  curiosity. 

In  the  following  compilation  care  has  been  taken  to 
select,  not  only  such  pieces  as  innocence  may  read  without 
a  blush,  but  such  as  will  even  tend  to  strengthen  that  inno- 
cence. In  this  little  work  a  lady  may  find  the  most 
exquisite  pleasure,  while  she  is  at  the  same  time  learning 
the  duties  of  life  ;  and,  while  she  courts  only  entertainment, 
be  deceived  into  wisdom.  Indeed,  this  would  be  too  great 
a  boast  in  the  preface  to  any  original  work  ;  but  here  it 
can  be  made  with  safety,  as  every  poem  in  the  following 
collection  would  singly  have  procured  an  author  great 
reputation. 
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They  are  divided  into  Devotional,  Moral,  and  Enter- 
taining, thus  comprehending  the  three  great  duties  of  life, — 
that  which  we  owe  to  God,  to  our  neighbour,  and  to  our- 
selves. 

In  the  first  part,  it  must  be  confessed,  our  English  poets 
have  not  very  much  excelled.  In  that  department,  namely, 
the  praise  of  our  Maker,  by  which  poetry  began,  and  from 
which  it  deviated  by  time,  we  are  most  faultily  deficient. 
There  are  one  or  two,  however,  particularly  the  Deity,  by  Mr 
Boyse  ;  a  poem,  when  it  first  came  out,  that  lay  for  some  time 
neglected,  till  introduced  to  public  notice  by  Mr  Hervey 
and  Mr  Fielding.  In  it  the  reader  will  perceive  many 
striking  pictures,  and  perhaps  glow  with  a  part  of  that 
gratitude  which  seems  to  have  inspired  the  writer. 

In  the  Moral  part  I  am  more  copious,  from  the  same 
reason,  because  our  language  contains  a  large  number  of 
the  kind.  Voltaire,  talking  of  our  poets,  gives  them  the 
preference  in  moral  pieces  to  those  of  any  other  nation  ; 
and  indeed  no  poets  have  better  settled  the  bounds  of  duty, 
or  more  precisely  determined  the  rules  for  conduct  in  life, 
than  ours.  In  this  department  the  fair  reader  will  find  the 
Muse  has  been  solicitous  to  guide  her,  not  with  the  allure- 
ments of  a  syren,  but  the  integrity  of  a  friend. 

In  the  Entertaining  part  my  greatest  difficulty  was  what 
to  reject.  The  materials  lay  in  such  plenty  that  I  was 
bewildered  in  my  choice  ;  in  this  case,  then,  I  was  solely 
determined  by  the  tendency  of  the  poem  ;  and  where  I 
found  one,  however  well  executed,  that  seemed  in  the  least 
tending  to  distort  the  judgment,  or  inflame  the  imagination, 
it  was  excluded  without  mercy.  I  have  here  and  there, 
indeed,  when  one  of  particular  beauty  oflPered  with  a  few 
blemishes,  lopped  off  the  defects,  and  thus,  like  the  tyrant," 
who  fitted  all  strangers  to  the  bed  he  had  prepared  for  theui, 
I  have  inserted  some,  by  first  adapting  them  to  my  plan  : 
we  only  differ  in  this,  that  he  mutilated  with  a  bad  design, 
I  from  motives  of  a  contrary  nature. 

It  will  be  easier  to  condemn  a  compilation  of  this  kind, 
than  to  prove  its  inutility.  While  young  ladies  are  readers, 
and  while  their  guardians  are  solicitous  that  they  shall  only 
read  the  best  books,  there  can  be  no  danger  of  a  work  of 
this  kind  beijig  disagreeable.     It  offers,  in  a  very  small 

*  Procrustes.  —  B. 
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compass,  the  very  flowers  of  our  poetn-,  and  that  of  a  kind 
adapted  to  the  sex  supposed  to  be  its  readers.  Poetry  is 
an  art,  which  no  young  lady  can,  or  ought  to  be  wholly 
ignorant  of.  The  pleasure  which  it  gives,  and  indeed  the 
necessity  of  knowing  enough  of  it  to  mix  in  modern  con- 
versation, will  evince  the  usefulness  of  my  design,  which  is 
to  supply  the  highest  and  the  most  innocent  entertainment 
at  the  smallest  expense ;  as  the  poems  in  this  collection,  if 
sold  singly,  would  amount  to  ten  times  the  price  of  what 
I  am  able  to  afford  the  present. 
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[This  Introduction  is  here  printed  for  the  first  time  with  Goldsmith's 
Prefaces,  a  distinction  which  it  certainly  merits  on  account  of  its 
excellence.  The  work  to  wliich  it  properly  belongs  is  little  known  : — 
it  is.  indeed,  superficial ;  but  the  author  displays  in  it  his  usual  art  of 
communicating  his  knowledge  in  a  pleasing  manner  ;  and  the  Survey 
of  Experimental  Philosophy  may  s,n\\.  be  consulted  with  advantage  by 
those  whose  acquaintance  with  science  is  too  limited  to  enable  them  to 
understand  more  scientific  works.  —  B. 


In  order  to  explain  all  the  appearances  of  nature,  the 
ancients  usuallj'  considered  man  as  a  being  newly  introduced 
into  the  world,  ignorant  of  all  he  saw,  and  astonished  with 
every  object  around  him.  In  this  great  variety,  the  first 
efforts  of  such  a  being  would  be  to  procure  subsistence, 
and,  careless  of  the  causes  of  things,  to  rest  contented  with 
their  enjoyment. 

The  next  endeavour  of  such  a  creature  would  be  to  know 
by  what  means  he  became  blest  with  such  a  luxuriance  of 
possession  ;  he  feels  the  grateful  vicissitudes  of  day  and 
night  —  perceives  the  difference  of  seasons  —  he  finds  some 
things  noxious  to  his  health,  and  others  grateful  to  his 
appetite  :  he  would  therefore  eagerly  desire  to  be  informed 
how  these  things  assumed  such  qualities,  and  would 
himself,  from  want  of  experience,  form  some  wild  con- 
jecture concerning  them.  He  would,  for  instance,  assert, 
as  the  primeval  ancients  have  done,  that  the  sun  was  made 
of  red-hot  iron,  that  at  night  it  sunk  into  the  sea  to  rest 
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from  its  journey  ;  that  summer  issued  through  a  chasm 
made  in  the  skies  for  that  purpose  :  and  in  this  manner  he 
would  account  for  every  other  appearance  that  excited  his 
curiosity. 

Succeeding  observations  would,  however,  soon  contradict 
his  first  prejudices,  and  he  would  begin  to  treasure  up  a 
history  of  the  changes,  that  every  object  served  to  work 
either  upon  himself  or  upon  each  other.  Thus  his  mind 
would  become  stored  with  the  appearances  of  natural  bodies, 
and  with  useful  observations  upon  their  effects.  The  number 
of  these  observations  would  in  time  arise  to  a  considerable 
amount,  and  this  would  once  more  induce  him  to  reduce 
them  into  form  ;  and,  by  combining  them,  to  arrive  at  their 
causes.  From  hence  new  systems  would  be  erected,  more 
plausible  indeed  than  those  already  made  by  savage  man, 
but  still,  from  a  want  of  a  sufficient  number  of  materials, 
extremely  defective  :  so  that  fancy  would  be  obliged  to 
supply  the  greatest  share  of  the  fabric. 

At  length,  after  frequently  experiencing  the  futility  of 
system,  man  would  be  obliged  to  acknowledge  his  ignorance 
of  the  causes  of  most  appearances,  and  now,  grown  more 
modest,  would  set  himself  down,  not  only  to  collect  new 
observations,  in  order  to  enlarge  his  history  of  nature,  but 
in  a  manner  to  torture  nature  by  experiments,  and  oblige 
her  to  give  up  those  secrets,  which  she  had  hitherto  kept 
concealed.  Several  of  these  newly  acquired  observations 
being  thus  added  to  the  former  obvious  amount,  would  at 
length  form  the  groundwork  of  a  system  ;  and,  by  comparing 
each  part,  and  uniting  the  whole,  man  would  at  last  begin 
to  discover  the  simplicity  of  nature  under  all  her  seeming 
variety. 

Such  is  the  progress  of  natural  philosophy  in  the  human 
mind,  which,  from  enjoyment,  proceeds  to  conjecture ;  from 
thence  to  observation  of  facts,  which,  from  their  paucity, 
give  birth  to  hypothetical  system,  which  is  succeeded  by 
experimental  investigation,  and  this  at  length  gives  rise  to 
the  true  experimental  system,  which,  though  still  defective, 
is  yet  built  upon  the  surest  foundation. 

Experimental  philosophers,  therefore,  or  those  who 
endeavour  to  discover  the  hidden  operations  of  nature,  and 
find  out  new  properties  by  trials  made  upon  her,  are  the 
only  sect  from  whom  any  expectations  are  to  be  had  of 
advancing  this  science,  and  making  us  intimately  acquainted 
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with  whatever  we  see.  We  should  leave  to  the  Platonists 
their  properties  of  number  and  geometrical  figures  ;  to  the 
Peripatetics  their  privations,  elementary  virtues,  occult 
qualities,  sympathies,  antipathies,  and  faculties  ;  to  the 
Mechanists  their  matter,  motion,  subtle  particles,  and 
actions  of  efBuvia,  and  only  follow  where  experience  shall 
guide  us. 

The  ancients  seem  to  have  been  but  little  acquainted  with 
the  arts  of  making  experiments  for  the  investigation  of 
natural  knowledge.  It  is  true,  they  treasured  up  numberless 
observations,  which  nature  offered  to  their  view,  or  which 
chance  might  have  given  them  an  opportunity  of  seeing ; 
but  they  seldom  went  farther  than  barely  the  natural  history 
of  every  object  :  they  seldom  laboured,  by  variously  com- 
bining natural  bodies,  if  I  may  so  express  it,  to  create  new 
appearances,  in  order  to  afford  matter  for  speculation. 

They  were  but  little  emploj'cd  in  thus  diving  into  the 
secret  recesses  of  nature  :  they  read  the  book  as  it  la3- 
before  them  ;  but  then  they  read  with  great  assiduitj-. 
Many  facts  which  they  have  advanced,  and  which  had  at 
first  been  denied  by  the  moderns,  have  been  afterwards 
found  to  be  true.  They  only  sought  for  such  qualities  in 
nature  as  might  be  useful  to  the  arts.  Little  concerned  as 
to  satisfying  mere  curiosity,  they  considered  it  as  an 
intellectual  pleasure,  and  only  sought  to  gratify  it  by  mere 
intellectual  speculations. 

But  whatever  assistance  they  might  have  given  to  real 
j)hilosophy,  the  obscure  ages,  which  succeeded  theirs, 
seemed  not  disposed  to  avail  themselves  of  their  researches. 
In  these  times  of  darkness,  they  rested  perfecth'  satisfied 
with  words  instead  of  things,  —  adopted  the  vain  speculations 
of  antiquity,  and  added  many  more  of  their  own.  Yet,  in 
the  midst  of  this  barbarous  period,  there  arose  a  man,  who 
seemed  formed  to  enlighten  his  contemporaries,  if  the 
darkness  had  not  been  too  great  for  any  single  luminary  to 
dispel.  Roger  Bacon,  an  Englishman  and  a  monk  of  the 
twelfth  century,  pursued  the  true  method  of  investigating 
nature  :  he  even  ventured  to  ridicule  the  unmeaning 
philosophy  of  Aristotle,  or  rather  of  his  commentators  ; 
made  several  experiments  in  optics,  chemistry,  and  every 
part  of  natural  knowledge  ;  and,  even  at  that  early  period, 
found  out  the  use  of  gunpowder.  The  only  recompense 
he  had  from  his  ignorant  contemporaries  was  to  be  accused 
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of  ma»ic,  and  to  have  his  woiks  despised  by  such  as  never 
read  them,  or  were  incapable  of  comprehending  them  if 
they  had. 

The  remarkable  men,  who  succeeded  Bacon  in  the  pursuit 
of  natural  knowledge,  studied  it  rather  as  chemists  than 
philosophers  :  they  applied  themselves  to  the  analj'zation 
of  particular  bodies  by  fire,  and  to  their  uses  in  medicine, 
rather  than  to  consider  nature  with  a  general  view,  to  the 
discovery  of  the  laws  of  her  operations.  Though  they 
were  rich  in  a  variety  of  curious  and  useful  discoveries,  yet 
they  knew  nothing,  for  instance,  of  the  laws  of  motion,  or 
the  properties  of  fluids,  upon  a  knowledge  of  which  the 
whole  system  of  modern  philosophy  is  founded. 

The  great  man,  to  whom  experimental  philosophy  next 
owed  its  obligations,  was  of  the  same  name  and  the  same 
country  with  the  former.  Francis  Bacon,  Lord  Verulam, 
first  discovered  the  general  principles,  which  were  to  serve 
as  guides  in  the  study  of  nature.  He  first  proposed  the 
usefulness  of  experiments  alone,  and  hinted  at  several, 
which  others  afterwards  made  with  success.  He  set  out 
with  taking  a  general  survey  of  natural  knowledge,  divided 
it  into  its  parts,  inquired  into  the  degree  of  perfection  at 
that  time  attained  by  each.  He  considered  philosophy  as 
only  an  instrument,  which  made  us  better  or  happier  ;  and, 
an  enemy  to  all  systems,  exhorted  men  to  study  only  what 
was  useful.  This  great  man  having  thus  broke  through 
many  of  the  chains  in  which  true  science  was  bound,  was 
still  deterred  from  attempting  others,  which  prejudice  and 
authority  seemed  to  fasten. 

In  this  review  of  experimental  philosophy,  Des  Cartes 
must  not  be  passed  over,  although  mentioned  rather  for  his 
fame  than  his  services.  He  contributed  not  a  little  to 
explode  the  errors  of  scholastic  philosophy  ;  but,  unfor- 
tunately, it  was  to  substitute  Iiis  ov.n.  Though  he  was  very 
ca])able  of  reasoning  closely,  yet,  to  accommodate  his 
j)hilosophy  to  the  multitude,  he  drew  up  rather  a  romance 
than  a  system.  Like  all  M'orks  that  strike  the  imagination, 
it  pleased  while  new  ;  but,  wanting  the  basis  of  reason,  the 
whole  fabric  has  long  since  fallen  to  the  ground.  As  his 
hypothesis,  however,  has  been  once  embraced  by  the  greatest 
j)art  of  Europe,  and  still  continues  to  have  its  partisans, 
it  may  not  be  amiss  to  give  the  learner  a  superficial  idea 
of  it. 
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It  is  on  all  hands  acknowledged,  that  the  most  obvious 
appearances  in  nature  are  those  which  are  least  understood. 
Why,  for  instance,  a  stone,  when  thrown  upward,  should 
fall  to  the  ground  back  again,  and  not  continue  to  go  up  to 
the  skies,  is  one  of  those  difficulties,  which,  though  disre- 
garded by  the  vulgar,  has  puzzled  the  philosophers  of  every 
age.  To  express  it  more  philosophically,  —  the  descent  of 
bodies  to  the  surface  of  the  earth  is  a  phenomenon  long 
sought  after  without  success,  and  for  the  cause  of  which 
Des  Cartes  thus  attempted  to  account.  "  We  are  certain, 
from  astronomical  observations,'"  says  he,  "  that  the  earth 
turns  continually  round  upon  itself,  like  a  top,  with  a  very 
rapid  motion,  carrying  with  it  every  thing  immediately 
attached  to  its  surface.  But,  though  the  earth  thus  moves 
with  great  swiftness,  yet  there  is  diffused  around  it  a  very 
subtle  matter,  which,  as  it  has  less  weight  than  the  earth, 
has  therefore  much  greater  velocity,  the  lightest  bodies 
being  the  most  easily  moved  :  so  that  this  subtle  matter 
whirls  round  the  earth  infinitely  faster  than  the  earth  itself 
can  move.  If,  therefore,  a  stone  is  thrown  from  the  earth's 
surface  upward  into  this  subtle  matter,  it  must  soon  be 
pressed  downward  by  it  to  the  earth  again,  in  the  same  manner 
as  if  a  person,  in  the  midst  of  a  whirlpool,  should  throw  a 
plank  from  him  into  the  surrounding  current  ;  this  plank 
would  be  soon  driven  back  to  him  in  the  centre  again  by 
the  circulating  fluid,  and  he  could  never  by  such  means  get 
free.  In  this  way  every  one  of  the  planets  may  be  con- 
sidered with  its  vortex  or  whirlpool  of  subtle  matter  turning 
round  it,  and  pressing  all  the  bodies  that  are  thrown  upward 
back  upon  its  surface."  Besides  these  particular  vortexes 
in  which  each  moved,  they  were  represented  as  having 
alton;ether  one  common  vortex,  which  regulated  their 
motions,  and  in  this  manner  all  their  revolutions  were  in  the 
gross  accounted  for.  An  hypothesis  thus  formed  by  the 
fancy  was  liable  to  a  thousand  objections,  which  were 
drawn  from  experience.  Each  of  these,  the  followers  of 
Des  Cartes  endeavoured  to  answer,  till  at  length  the  whole 
philosophical  machine  was  found  so  much  clogged,  that  it 
became  utterly  disregarded  by  its  warmest  asserters  :  they 
therefore  quitted  a  fortress,  which  they  found  could  be 
assailed  on  every  side  with  advantage. 

But,  notwithstanding  all  his  errors,  he  diffused  a  passion 
for  natural  knowledge,  and  excited  a  spirit  of  inquiry,  which 
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insensibly  spread  itself  over  Europe.  The  academy  of 
Cimento  at  Florence,  Boyle,  Mariotte,  Torricelli,  Huygens, 
and  Pascal,  all  improved  philosophy  by  producing  new 
objects  of  speculation.  The  societies  of  London  and  Paris 
still  farther  enlarged  the  landmarks  of  the  science,  and 
adopted  the  experimental  methods  of  investigating  nature. 
Though  they  had  not  yet  arrived  at  the  true  system  of 
nature,  yet  they  might  justly  be  said  to  be  on  the  road. 

At  length  Newton  appeared,  who  first  effected  what  his 
predecessors  had  hitherto  only  aimed  at ;  namely,  the 
application  of  geometry  to  nature,  and,  by  uniting  experi- 
ments with  mathematical  calculations,  discovered  new  laws 
of  nature,  in  a  manner  at  once  precise,  profound,  and 
amazing.  Whatever  all  his  predecessors,  from  time  imme- 
morial, had  handed  down  concerning  this  science,  does  not 
amount  to  the  tenth  part  of  the  discoveries  of  the  English 
philosopher  only.  Equally  conspicuous  for  his  researches 
in  optics,  as  for  his  system  of  the  world,  he  had  the  pleasure 
of  seeing  his  countrymen  at  once  seize  the  truths  he  revealed 
to  mankind.  France,  for  some  years,  rather  through  national 
prejudice  than  philosophical  conviction,  opposed  his  fame, 
and  in  their  academies  and  universities  continued  to  teach 
the  opinions  of  their  countryman  Des  Cartes.  Truth, 
however,  at  length  prevailed :  the  contemporaries  of  Newton, 
who  might  have  opposed  his  merits  from  envy,  being 
deceased,  the  succeeding  generation  adopted  his  discoveries, 
and  his  system  now  prevails  in  every  polite  part  of  Europe. 
Thus  far  we  have  seen  experimental  philosophy  con- 
tinuing to  improve  ;  but  it  will  be  but  justice  to  observe, 
that  the  successors  of  Newton  have  not  since  his  time  made 
that  rapid  progress  in  this  science  that  was  once  expected. 
This  judicious  philosopher  knew  precisely  those  parts  of 
nature  which  admitted  of  geometrical  applications.  Nothing 
could  be  more  happily  conceived  than  his  applying  mathe- 
matical calculations  to  the  heavenly  bodies,  upon  which  no 
natural  experiments  could  be  made,  and  the  greatness  of 
whose  bulks  and  distances  could  more  easily  be  measured 
by  numbers,  and  conceal  the  minute  deviations  of  nature 
from  universal  theorems. 

His  followers,  much  less  judicious,  have  expected  more 
from  geometry  than  the  art  could  grant  ;  and,  by  erroneous 
imitation,  have  applied  it  to  parts  of  nature  which  are 
incapable  of  admitting  mathematical  calculations.     Thus 
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we  have  seen  the  force  of  muscular  motion  determined  by 
numbers  ;  the  velocity  with  which  the  blood  circulates 
calculated  with  geometrical  precision  ;  the  fermentation  of 
liquors  has  undergone  the  same  scrutiny  ;  and  the  most 
inconstant  appearances  of  nature  have  been  determined 
with  inflexible  demonstration. 

It  would  be  absurd  to  deny  the  great  use  of  geometry  in 
natural  inquiries  ;  but  sure  it  may  be  said,  without  offence, 
that  mathematicians  expect  more  from  its  assistance,  than 
they  have  been  hitherto  able  to  find.  If  we  expect  to  make 
discoveries  in  nature  merely  by  the  helps  of  geometry,  it  is 
probable  we  shall  be  disappointed,  as  this  art  is  rather  fitted 
to  give  precision  to  discoveries  already  made,  than  to 
conduct  us  to  new.  Though  it  may  serve  as  a  vehicle, 
through  which  to  deliver  our  discoveries  to  others,  yet  it  is 
seldom  by  this  method  that  we  have  happened  upon  them 
ourselves. 

However  this  may  be,  it  is  rather  to  accidental  experi- 
ments, than  to  painful  inductions,  that  we  are  indebted  for 
the  modern  discoveries  in  this  science.  Electricity,  mag- 
netism, and  congelation,  have  been  rather  the  result  of 
accident  than  of  investigation.  Of  these  we  know  but 
some  of  the  properties  ;  nor  have  we  any  substantial  theory 
as  yet  concerning  them.  In  fact,  mankind  at  last  begin  to 
perceive,  that  our  knowledge  of  nature  is  much  more 
limited  than  we  lately  imagined  it  to  be.  In  the  last  age  it 
was  fashionable  to  suppose,  that  we  could  satisfactorily 
account  for  every  appearance  around  us  :  at  present,  the 
real  philosopher  seems  to  rest  satisfied,  that  there  is  much 
in  this  science  yet  to  be  discovered,  and  that  what  he 
already  knows  bears  no  proportion  to  what  remains  un- 
known. He  no  longer,  therefore,  pretends  to  assign  causes 
for  all  things,  but  waits  till  time,  industry,  or  accident,  shalJ 
bj'ing  new  lights  to  guide  the  inquiry. 


APPENDIX. 


APPENDIX. 


We  have  mentioned  in  another  place,  (see  vol.  i.  p.  106,) 
the  slight  dispute  between  Goldsmith  and  Dr  Percy  regarding 
the  originality  of  the  beautiful  ballad  of  Edwin  and  Angelina, 
the  hint  of  which  was  supposed  to  have  been  taken  from  the 
Friar  of  Orders  Grey.  A  still  heavier  charge  of  plagiarism 
was  made  a  few  years  afterwards  in  the  Quiz,  a  collection  of 
essays  by  a  Society  of  Gentlemen,  where  the  author  of  the  Hermit 
is  broadly  accused  of  taking  the  whole  ballad  from  a  French 
original.  The  Monthly  Reviewers,  in  a  short  notice  of  this 
obscure  collection  of  essays,  in  their  number  for  September, 
1797,  insert  the  French  poem.  It  bears  the  title  of  Raimond 
et  Angeline,  and  is  a  very  pretty  translation  of  Goldsmith's 
ballad,  slightly  curtailed,  and  adapted  to  the  French  taste. 
That  our  readers  may  have  an  opportunity  of  judging  of  the 
merit  of  this  little  poem,  we  shall  insert  it,  together  with  the 
controversy  to  which  it  gave  rise. 


RAIMOND  ET  ANGELINE. 

"  Entens  ma  voix  gemis.saate. 

Habitant  de  ces  vallons  ! 
Guide  ma  marche  tremblante 

Qui  se  perd  dans  les  buissons : 
N'est  il  pas  quelque  chaumi^re 

Dang  le  fond  ae  ce  reduit, 
Ou  je  vois  une  lumi^re 

Perce  I'ombre  de  la  uuit?  " 
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"  Mon  fils  !  "  dit  le  Solitaire, 

"  Grains  ce  feu  qui  te  seduit ; 
C'est  une  vapeur  leg^re, 

EUe  egare  qui  la  suit. 
Viens  dans  ma  cellule  obscure, 

Je  t'ofirirai  de  bon  coeur, 
Mon  pain  noir,  ma  couche  dure, 

Mon  repos,  et  mon  bonheur." 

Ces  accens  faisant  sourire 

Le  Voyageur  attendri ; 
Un  secret  penchant  I'attire 

Vers  le  bienfaisant  abri ; 
Un  toit  de  chaume  le  couvre  i 

Et  r  Hermite  hospitaller 
Pousse  un  loquet  qui  les  ouvre 

L' humble  porta  du  foyer. 

Devant  lui  son  chien  folatre 

Et  partage  sa  gaiet^ ; 
Le  griUon  chante  dans  I'atre ; 

Etincellant  de  clart^. 
Mais  helas  !  rien  n'a  des  charmw 

Pour  son  hote  malheureux, 
Rien  ne  put  tarir  les  larraes 

Qui  s'  echappent  de  ses  yeux. 

L'Hermite  voit  sa  triste?se 

Et  voudroit  la  soulager ; 
"  D'ou  vient  I'ennui  qui  te  presse  ?  " 

Dit  il  au  jeune  etranger ; 
"  Est-ce  une  amiti^  trahie  ? 

Est-ce  un  amour  dedaign^  ? 
Ou  la  mis&re  ennemie, 

Qui  te  rende  infortune  ? 

"  Helas  !  tons  les  biens  du  monde 

Sont  peu  dignes  de  nos  voeux ; 
Et  r  inseos^  qui  s'y  joint 

Est  plus  meprisable  qu'  eux. 
L'amitie,  s'il  en  est  une, 

N'est  qu'un  fantome  imposteur  j 
Un  vent  qui  suit  la  fortune, 

Et  s'eloigne  du  malheur. 

"  L'amour  est  plus  vain  encore 

C'est  un  eclat  emprunt^  ; 
Un  nom  faux  dont  se  decore 

L'arabitieusc  beaute : 
On  ne  voit  l'amour  fidelle, 

S  'il  daigne  quitter  les  cieux, 
Qu'cn  nid  de  la  tourterelle 

Qu'ii  ^chauffe  de  ses  feux. 
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"  Va,  crois  moi,  deviens  plus  sage, 

Meprise  un  sex  trompeur  !  " 
L'hote  emu  de  ce  langage 

S'embellit  par  sa  rougeur ; 
Son  front  ou  la  candeur  briUe, 

Les  yeux,  sa  bouche,  et  son  sein, 
Font  reconnoitre  une  fille 

Dans  le  charmant  Pelerin. 

*<  Voyez,"  dit  elle,  "  une  amante 

Qui  cherche  en  vain  le  repos  ; 
Voyez  une  fille  errante 

Dont  1  'amour  cause  les  maux  : 
Long  terns  superbe  inhumaine 

Ignorant  du  prix  d'un  coeur, 
A  tuir  une  tendre  chaine 

J'avois  mit  tout  mon  bonheur. 

"  Dans  cette  foule  volage 

Qui  venoit  grossir  mon  coeur, 
Raimond  m'oflfroit  son  hommage, 

Sans  m'oser  parler  d  'amour : 
Le  ciel  etoit  dans  son  ame, 

Le  lis  qui  s'ouvre  au  matin 
N'est  pas  plus  pur  que  la  flame 

Qui  s  'allumoit  dans  son  sein. 

"  Sa  naissance  etoit  commune, 

Raimond  sans  bien,  sans  emploi, 
N'avoit  qu'un  coeur  pour  fortune  — 

Mais  ce  coeur  fut  tout  a  moi : 
Las  de  mon  ingratitude 

D  me  quitte  pour  toujours ; 
£t  dans  une  solitude 

II  alia  finir  ses  jours. 

"  Maintenant  d^sesper^ 

Victime  d'un  fol  orgueil, 
Je  m'en  vais  dans  la  contr^e 

Qui  renferme  son  cercueil : 
La,  je  n'ai  point  d'autre  envie 

Que  de  mourir  a  ses  pieds, 
Payant  des  jours  de  ma  vie 

Ceux  qu'U  m'a  sacrifi^." 

"  Non  !  non  !  "  dit  Raimond  lui-meme, 

En  la  serrant  dans  ses  bras, 
"  Non,  celui  que  ton  coeur  aime 

N'a  point  subi  tr^pas  ; 
Regarde,  O  mon  Angeline, 

Cher  objet  de  mes  regrets, 
Regarde,  O  fille  divine, 

Get  amant  qui  tu  pleuioia." 
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Angeline  est  dans  1  'ivresse 

Sa  transport  coupe  sa  voix  : 
"  Ah  !  "  dit  elle,  avec  tendresse, 

"  Est  ce  toi  que  je  revois? 
Vivons,  mouions  1  'un  pour  1  'autre, 

II  ne  faut  plus  nou8  quitter ; 
Qu  'un  seul  tr^pas  soil  le  notre 

Qu'aurons  nous  a  regretter  !  " 

"  We  insert  the  whole  of  the  pretended  original,"  say  the  Monthly 
Re\'iewers,  "  as  we  conceive  that  it  will  give  great  pleasure  to  our 
readers :  but,  in  transcribing  the  poem,  which  is  said  to  be  taken 
from  an  old  and  scarce  French  novel,  the  title  of  which  is  JLes  Deux 
Habitants  de  Lozanne,  we  feel  some  apprehension  of  mistakes,  from 
the  general  inaccuracy  which  we  have  observed  to  prevail  in  the 
printing  of  the  volume  before  us,  as  the  orthography  is  in  an  uncom- 
mon degree  perverted. 

"  We  have  endeavoured  to  correct  many  of  the  errors  of  the  printed 
copy,  and  to  give  the  reader  this  cliarming  and  simple  ballad  as  cor- 
rectly as  the  various  faults  to  which  we  have  alluded  would  permit  us, 
by  inserting  some  conjectural  emendations. 

"  After  all,  it  is  possible  (we  mean  barely  possible)  that  Goldsmith 
was  innocent  of  the  theft  with  which  he  is  here  charged.  We  recollect 
a  report,  at  the  time  when  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield  was  first  published, 
that  the  favourite  ballad  in  question  was  not  the  composition  of  Gold- 
smith ;  and  that  it  was  given  to  him  by  an  ingenious  friend,  whose 
name  was  then  freely  mentioned,  but  which  we  now  spare  to  repeat, 
from  respect  to  a  character  which  is  deservedly  held  in  high  estimation 
in  the  republic  of  letters. 

"  With  respect  to  the  French  composition,  some  have  even  questioned 
its  originality  ;  alleging,  that  it  is  not  the  French  of  the  age  in  which  it 
is  said  to  have  been  written  ;  but  we  have  not  leisure  to  undertake,  on 
this  occasion,  the  office  of  detection. " 

The  following  letter  appeared  in  the  Review  for  November 
of  the  6ame  year  :  — 

"  TO  THE  AUTHORS  OF  THE  MOXTHLT  REVIEW. 

"  Yoo  owe  the  trouble  of  a  letter  from  an  unknown  correspondent 
to  a  motive  which  you  have  too  much  candour  not  to  approve.  The 
subject  requires  no  farther  introduction,  and  will  speak  for  itself. 

"  In  your  account  of  the  Quiz,  (  Review  for  September,  Article  66,) 
you  insert  a  French  poem,  given  by  the  authors  as  the  original  of 
Goldsmith's  Edwin  and  Angelina,  and  which  seems  to  be  considered 
by  you  as  such.  As  the  English  poet,  unfortunately  for  the  world 
and'  himself,  cannot  assert  his  claim  to  his  own  work,  it  is  a  necessary 
duty  of  an  old  acquaintance  and  friend  of  his  to  do  it  for  him. 

"  To  judge  only  from  internal  evidence,  there  is  no  need  of  very 
profound  judgment  to  discover  at  once  that  the  French  is  a  transla- 
tion from  the  English ;  and  as  it  is  possible  that  the  translator  is  living, 
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and  may  read  this,  he  would  do  better  to  acknowledge  his  imitation, 
than  take  to  himself  the  silent  enjoyment  of  an  honour  not  his  due 
^perhaps  an  honour  unsought  and  unapproved. 

"  As  I  would  wish  this  point  should  be  detennined  upon  principle* 
of  taste  and  judgment,  (for  the  assertion  of  an  anonymous  correspondent, 
that  other  proof  could  be  obtained,  cannot  be  supposed  to  have  much 
weight,)  it  may  be  observed,  that  the  title  of  '  Raymond  and  Angelina' 
does  as  well  for  an  English  as  a  French  poem  ;  but  as  '  Edwin  and 
Angelina'  would  not  be  so  well  in  French,  the  translator  rejected  the 
original  title  emd  %dopted  another.  Let  it  also  be  remembered  that  the 
French  were  once  in  the  habit  of  making  popular  English  poems  of 
this  kind  their  own.  Old  Robin  Grey  was  translated  by  Florian ; 
to  whom,  fi-om  mere  circumstances,  I  should  attribute  the  poem  in 
question  :  but  I  may  be  mistaken,  and,  as  is  above  mentioned,  the 
author  may  be  living  to  own  his  agreeable  imitation,  which  I  should 
be  glad  to  see  without  the  faults  that  at  present  disguise  it.  * 

"  My  zeal  for  the  honour  of  an  original  English  poet  has  occasioned 
the  above  remarks,  which  I  have  purposely  contracted,  out  of  a  proper 
regard  to  your  limits  for  insertion." 

To  this  letter  the  Re^'iewe^s  append  the  following  note  :  — 

"  Begging  our  correspondent's  pardon,  we  did  not  consider  the  French 
poem  as  really  the  original  of  Goldsmith's  Edwin  and  Angelina. 
The  parenthesis,  ("  barely  possible,")  in  our  observation,  pointed 
obliquely  another  way ;  and  perhaps  our  delicacy  has  occasioned 
our  being  misunderstood :  but  we  did  apprehend  that  we  had  suf- 
ficiently manifested  our  scepticism,  without  presuming  to  decide  on 
a  point  which  required  more  examination  than  we  had  leisure  to  afford 
to  the  subject.  On  the  whole,  our  ideas  and  those  of  our  corre- 
spondent seem  to  be  nearly  the  same.  We  shall  be  happy  to  hear 
again  from  him,  on  any  fiiture  occasion." 

With  this  the  controversy  seems  to  have  rested  for  some 
time,  till  it  was  revived  in  the  European  Magazine  for  April, 
1812,  in  the  following  letter,  the  writer  of  which  had  probably 
never  seen  the  papers  in  the  MonlJdy  Review,  as  he  quotes  the 
French  ballad,  without  any  reference  to  the  Quiz,  the  Review, 
or  the  work  of  il.  Leonard,  from  a  volume  called  Tales  of 
Other  Realms.  Besides,  his  edition  slightly  differs  from  that 
given  in  the  Review. 

"  TO  THE  EDITOR  OF  THE  EUROPEAN  MAGAZIKE. 

"  Sir,  — Much  has  been  said  lately  on  the  claim  of  Dr  Goldsmith 
and  of  Dr  Percy  to  the  original  merit  of  their  respective  poems,  the 
Hermit  and  the  Friar  of  Orders  Grey. 

♦  The  KTiter  probably  alludes  to  the  numerous  blunders  in  spelling  which  the  Rt- 
viewer*  omined  to  correct  irhen  cbey  reprinted  the  poem.  —  B> 
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"  When  Dr  Goldsmith  was  collecting  materials  for  his  Traveller, 
he,  most  probably,  met  with  the  ballad  that  gave  birth  to  his  Hermit, 

—  Raiinond  et  Angeline,  of  which  it  is  a  fine  translation,  and  not  an- 
original  poem,  nor  an  imitation  of  Mr  Percy's  Friar  of  Orders  Grey. 

"  This  original,  of  higher  antiquity  by  a  century  than  its  translation, 
may  be  seen  at  length  in  a  volume  of  travels,  denominated  by  its  author 
Tales  of  other  Realms,  and  which,  by  accident,  fell  into  my  hands 
this  morning :  the  prototj-pe  was  manifest  to  me  on  the  first  reading ; 
although  the  author  of  the  Dook  which  contains  it,  did  not  seem  aware, 
when  he  gave  it  to  the  pubhc,  that  it  should  have  any  other  claim  to 
notice  than  its  intrinsic  beauty. 

"  It  were  desirable  that  you  would  give  it  a  place  in  your  pa^es, 
together  with  a  free  translation,  stanza  by  stanza,  that  the  public 
might  be  enabled  to  judge  of  its  being  the  true  parent  of  the  Hermit. 

—  And  I  am,  sir,  your  obedient  servant,  An  Idler." 
"  Bath,  March  3,  1812." 

This  letter  was  answered  rather  angrily,  by  another  Idler,  in 
the  number  for  May  of  the  same  Magazine,  who  reprinted  a 
former  note  by  him,  which  appeared  in  the  Monthly  Review  for 
1798.  With  this  letter,  which  appears  to  be  sufficiently  con- 
clusive on  the  subject,  we  close  this  curious  controversy. 


TO  THE  EDITOa  OF  THE  EUROPEAN  MAGAZINE. 

"  Sir,  —  I  must  confess  I  was  not  a  little  oflFended  at  the  letter  signed 
'  An  Idler,'  inserted  in  your  last  Magazine.  The  writer  has,  indeed, 
written  a  letter  in  character,  for  it  is  a  very  idle  one.  I  regret  my 
language  is  not  more  urbane ;  but  when  you  come  to  the  close  of  this 
letter,  I  flatter  mj'self  you  will  perceive  it  is  not  improper.  If  the 
productions  of  deceased  authors  are  to  be  liable  to  be  accused  of  pla- 
giarism, on  weak  surmises  and  false  statements,  it  would  be  difficult  to 
mark  where  this  evil  is  to  end. 

"  '  The  Idler'  sets  off  by  informing  us,  that  Dr  Goldsmith's  popular 
ballad  of  Edwin  and  Angelina  is  '  not  an  original  poem,  but  a  fine 
imitation ; '  that  '  the  original  is  of  higher  antiquity  by  a  century  than 
its  translation ; '  and  that  '  this  original  may  be  seen  at  length  in  a 
volume  of  travels,  denominated  by  its  author.  Tales  of  other  Realms,' 
which  '  The  Idler'  has  transcribed  for  you.  With  these  travels  I  am 
unacquainted  ;  I  imagine  this  book  to  be  some  modern  publication  — 
however,  with  the  vn-iter  of  those  travels  I  have  no  quarrel ;  for,  though 
he  gives  the  poem  in  question,  we  are  told  he  raises  no  accusation 
against  Goldsmith. 

"  In  the  year  1798,  I  had  to  perform  the  duty  I  am  now  doing  to  the 
manes  of  Goldsmith.  A  certain  publication,  entitled  '  The  Quiz,  by 
a  Society  of  Gentlemen,  Vol.  I.'  for  the  world  was  fortunately  deprived 
of  a  second,  presented  us  with  the  same  poem,  but  in  a  manner  which 
evidently  betrayed  a  purposed  design  to  deceive  the  world,  and  to  injure 
our  favourite  poet ;  for  the  Quiz  told  us,  that  '  it  was  taken  fi-om 
an  old   and  scarce  French  novel,    entitled  Zrcs  deux  Habitans  de 
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Z,ausnnne.'  On  this  subject  I  addressed  a  note  to  the  Monthly  Review, 
which  may  be  found  in  the  Review  for  July,  1798,  and  which  I  will 
now  transcribe,  as  '  The  Idler'  may  be  answered  as  the  Quiz  has 
been,  and  retreat  from  the  field  in  silence. 

"  In  the  Review  for  September  1797,  p.  113,  in  the  critique  on  a 
publication  entitled  the  Quiz,  is  given  a  French  poem,  which  the 
writers  have  ventured  to  tell  the  public  is  taken  '  from  an  old  and 
scarce  French  novel,'  and  which,  they  have  the  eflfrontery  to  add,  is 
the  original  of  Goldsmith's  charming  ballad.  The  title  which  they 
give  to  the  work  is,  Xes  deux  Habitans  de  Lausanne. 

"  For  the  honour  of  Goldsmith,  and  the  love  of  truth,  I  beg  leave  to 
infoim  you,  that  the  poem,  literally  as  those  writers  have  given  it,  ia 
to  be  found  in  so  modern  a  book  as  Lettres  de  deux  Amans,  Habitans 
de  Lyon,  by  M.  Leonard,  1792.  Their  accusation  of  Goldsmith 
being,  probably,  the  only  part  of  this  work  which  has  been  deemed 
worth  notice,  and  much  inquiry  having  been  ineffectually  made  for  a 
book  imder  the  title  which  they  have  given  to  it,  this  notice  may  not 
be  unnecessary. 

"  M.  Leonard  is  the  author  of  some  pastorals,  and  a  young  writer ;  and, 
probably,  had  he  seen  our  English  journals,  would  have  corrected  the 
ignorance  or  malignity  of  these  anonymous  writers. 

"  What  particularly  angered  me  at  the  time,  was  the  deception  prac- 
tised on  the  reader :  the  writers  of  the  Quiz  were  transcribing  a 
French  translation  of  Goldsmith's  poem,  published  only  four  or  five 
years  from  the  time  they  were  writing,  and  had  the  audacity  to  call  it 
'  an  old  and  scarce  French  novel ;  and  now  our  '  Idler '  calls  this 
poem  of  Raimond  et  Angeline,  '  this  original,  of  higher  antiquity 
by  a  century  than  its  translation,'  —  meaning,  by  the  translation. 
Goldsmith's  Edwin  and  Angelina.  Where  did  the  '  Idler '  derive 
his  authority?  No  one  who  has  the  slightest  knowledge  of  the  French 
language,  could  ever  suppose  that  a  single  verse  of  M.  Leonard's  poem 
was  ancient :  it  is  the  most  modern  French.  A  few  years  ago,  it  was 
a  fashionable  employment  among  the  young  French  poets,  to  imitate 
or  translate  our  little  ballad  poems,  to  which  they  gave  the  title  of 
'  Romances.'  Old  Robin  Grey  was  translated  by  Florian.  I 
could  adduce  more  instances,  but  you  can  fill  your  pages  with  more 
entertaining  matter And  I,  too,  am  An  Idler." 

"  May2,  1812." 


EPITAPH  ON  EDWARD  PURDON.  — (See  voh  i.  p.  1.33.) 

The  thought  of  this  epitaph  H  borrowed  from  the  following 
one  by  Swift :  — 

Well  then,  poor  G fies  under  ground  ! 

So  there  's  an  end  of  honest  Jack  : 
So  little  justice  here  he  found, 

'Tis  ten  to  one  he  '11  ne'er  come  back. 
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LOCALITY  OF  AUBURN. 

It  has  been  disputed  among  the  admirers  of  Goldsmith, 
%vhether  the  scene  of  the  Deserted  Village  is  laid  in  England 
or  in  Ireland,  and  quotations  from  the  poem  itself  have  been 
adduced,  in  support  of  their  opinion,  by  both  parties.  The 
truth  seems  to  be,  however,  that  while  the  poem  generally 
refers  to  England,  —  and,  indeed,  there  are  particular  allusions 
which  cannot  possibly  apply  to  Ireland,  —  the  author,  at 
the  same  time,  naturally  referred  for  his  village  description  to 
the  locality  most  familiar  to  his  memory,  and  most  intimately 
connected  with  his  fondest  associations.  That  his  reflections 
refer  to  England  is  evident,  from  his  dedication  to  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds,  where  he  says,  "  I  know  you  will  object,  (and  indeed 
several  of  our  best  and  wisest  friends  concur  in  the  opinion,) 
that  the  depopulation  it  deplores  is  no  where  to  be  seen,  and 
the  disorders  it  laments  are  only  to  be  found  in  the  poet's  own 
imagination.  To  this  I  can  scarcely  make  any  other  answer, 
than  that  I  sincerely  believe  what  I  have  written ;  that  I  have 
taken  all  possible  pains,  in  my  country  excursions,  for  these 
four  or  five  years  past,  to  be  certain  of  what  I  allege ;  and  that 
all  my  ^aews  and  inquiries  have  led  me  to  believe  those  miseries 
real,  which  I  here  attempt  to  display." 

That  in  his  particular  description  of  Auburn  he  drew  from 
a  scene  endeared  to  him  by  many  fond  recollections,  and  that 
Auburn  and  Lishoy  are  the  same,  will,  we  think,  be  proved 
to  the  satisfaction  of  the  most  sceptical,  by  the  following 
extracts :  — 

"  The  poem  of  the  Deserted  Village"  says  Dr  Strean,  in  a  letter 
printed  in  Mr  ]\Iangin's  Essay  on  Light  Reading,  "  took  its  origin 
from  the  circumstance  of  General  Robert  Napier,  the  grandfather  of 
the  gentleman  who  now  lives  in  the  house,  within  half  a  mile  of  Lishoy, 
built  by  the  General,  having  purchased  an  extensive  tract  of  the  country 
surrounding  Lishoy,  or  ^Auburn ;  in  consequence  of  which,  many 
families,  here  called  cottiers,  were  removed  to  make  room  for  the 
intended  improvements  of  what  was  now  to  become  the  wide  domain 
of  a  rich  man,  warm  with  the  idiia  of  changing  the  face  of  his  new 
acquisition,  and  were  forced,  '  with  fainting  steps,'  to  go  in  search  of 
'  torrid  tracts,'  and  '  distant  climes.' 

"  This  fact  alone  might  be  sufficient  to  establish  the  seat  of  the 
poem ;  but  there  cannot  remain  a  doubt  in  any  unprejudiced  mind, 
when  the  following  arc  added  ;  viz.  that  the  character  of  the  Village 
Preacher,  the  above  named  Henry,  the  brother  of  the  Poet,  is  copied 
from  nature.     He  is  described  exactly  as  he  lived  j  and  his  '  modest 
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niaasion'  as  it  existed.  Burn,  the  name  of  the  village  master,  and  the 
site  of  his  school-house,  and  Catharine  Giraghty,  a  lonely  widow,  — 

The  wretched  matron,  forced  in  ase,  for  bread. 
To  strip  tbe  brook  with  mantliiig  cressea  spread, 

(and  to  this  day  the  brook  and  ditches  near  the  spot  where  her  cabin 
stood  abound  with  cresses, )  still  remain  in  the  memory  of  the  inhabi- 
tants, and  Catharine's  children  Uve  in  the  neighbourhood.  The  pool, 
the  busv  mDl,  the  house  where  '  nut-brown  draughts  inspired,'  are 
still  visited  as  the  poetic  scene  ;  and  the  '  hawthorn  bush,'  growing  in 
an  open  space  in  front  of  the  house,  which  I  knew  to  have  three  trunks, 
is  now  reduced  to  one,  the  other  two  having  been  cut,  from  time  to 
time,  by  persons  carn'ing  pieces  of  it  away  to  be  made  into  toys,  &c. 
ia  honour  of  the  bard,  and  of  the  celebrity  of  his  poem.  All  these 
contribute  to  the  same  proof;  and  the  '  decent  church,'  which  I 
attended  for  upwards  of  eighteen  years,  and  which  '  tops  the  neigh- 
bouring bill,'  is  exactly  described  as  seen  from  Lishoy,  the  residence 
of  the  Preacher." 

The  next  extract  is  taken  from  a  notice  in  a  respectable 
periodical,  and  confirms  the  description  given  by  Dr  Strean :  — 

"  About  three  miles  from  Ballymahon,  a  very  central  town  in  the 
sister  kingdom,  is  the  mansion  and  village  of  Auburn,  so  called  by 
their  present  possessor,  Captain  Hogan.  Through  the  taste  and 
improvement  of  this  gentleman,  it  is  now  a  beautiful  spot,  although 
fifteen  years  since  it  presented  a  very  bare  and  unpoetical  aspect.  This, 
however,  was  owing  to  a  cause  which  sen-es  strongly  to  corroborate  the 
assertion,  that  Goldsmith  had  this  scene  in  view  when  he  wrote  his 
poem  of  the  Deserted  Village.  The  then  possessor,  General  Napier, 
turned  all  his  tenants  out  of  their  farms,  that  he  might  enclose  them  in 
liis  own  private  domain.  Littleton,  the  mansion  of  the  General,  stands 
not  far  off,  a  complete  emblem  of  the  desolating  spirit  lamented  by  the 
poet,  dilapidated  and  converted  into  a  barrack. 

"  The  chief  object  of  attraction  is  Lishoy,  once  the  parsonage-house 
of  Henry  Goldsmith,  that  brother  to  whom  the  poet  dedicated  his 
Traveller,  and  who  is  represented  as  the  Village  Pastor, 

Passing  rich  with  forty  pounds  a-vear. 

"  When  I  was  in  the  country,  the  lower  chambers  were  inhabited 
by  pigs  and  sheep,  and  the  drawing-rooms  by  oats.  Captain  Hogan, 
however,  has,  I  believe,  got  it  since  into  his  possession,  and  has,  of 
course,  improved  its  condition. 

"  Though  at  first  strongly  inclined  to  dispute  the  identity  of  Auburn, 
Lishoy  House  overcame  lay  scruples.  As  I  clambered  over  the  rotten 
gate,  and  crossed  the  grass-grown  lawn,  or  court,  the  tide  of  association 
became  too  strong  for  casuistry:  here  the  poet  dwelt  and  wrote,  and 
here  his  thoughts  fondly  recurred  when  composing  bis  Traveller,  in  a 
foreign  land.  Yonder  was  the  decent  church,  that  literally  '  topped 
the  neigbouring  hill.'  Before  me  lay  the  little  hill  of  Knockrue,  on 
which  he  declares,  in  one  of  his  letters,  he  had  rather  sit  with  a  book 
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in  hand,  than  mingle  in  the  proudest  assemblies.  And  above  all, 
startlingly  true,  beneath  my  feet  was 

Yonder  copse,  where  once  the  garden  smiled. 
And  £iiU  where  many  a  garden  flower  grows  wild. 

"  A  painting  fi-om  the  life  could  not  be  more  exact.  '  The  stubborn 
curtant-busb'  lifts  its  head  above  the  rank  grass,  and  the  proud  holy- 
hock  flaunts  where  its  sisters  of  the  flower-knot  are  no  more. 

"  In  the  middle  of  the  village  stands  the  old  '  hawthorn  tree,'  built 
up  with  masonry,  to  distinguish  and  preserve  it :  it  is  old  and  stunted, 
and  suflFers  much  from  the  depredations  of  post-chaise  travellers,  who 
generally  stop  to  procure  a  twig.  Opposite  to  it  is  the  village  alehouse, 
over  the  door  of  which  swings  '  The  Three  Jolly  Pigeons.'  Within, 
every  thing  is  arranged  according  to  the  letter : 

The  white-wash'd  wall,  the  nicely  sanded  floor, 
The  vamish'd  clock,  that  click'd  behind  the  door. 
The  chest  contrived  a  double  debt  to  pay, 
A  bed  by  ni^ht,  a  chest  of  drawers  by  day  ; 
The  pictures  placed  for  omament  and  use. 
The  twelve  good  rules,  the  royal  game  of  goose. 

"  Captain  Hogan,  I  have  heard,  found  great  difficulty  in  obtaining 
'  the  twelve  good  rules,'  but  at  length  purchased  them  at  some  London 
book  stall,  to  adorn  the  white-washed  parlour  of  '  The  Three  Jolly 
Pigeons.'  However  laudable  this  may  be,  nothing  shook  my  faith  in 
the  reality  of  Auburn  so  much  as  this  exactness,  which  had  the  disa- 
greeable air  of  being  got  up  for  the  occasion.  The  last  object  of 
pilgrimage  is  the  quondam  habitation  of  the  schoolmaster, 

There  in  his  noisy  mansion  skill'd  to  rule. 

"  It  is  surroucfded  with  fragrant  proofs  of  its  identity  in 

The  blossom'd  furze,  unprofitably  gay. 

"  Here  is  to  be  seen  the  chair  of  the  poet,  which  fell  into  the  hands 
of  its  present  possessors  at  the  wreck  of  the  parsonage-house  j  they  have 
frequently  refused  large  offers  of  purchase ;  but  more,  I  daresay,  for  the 
sake  of  drawing  contributions  from  the  curious,  than  from  any  reverence 
{oT  the  bard.  The  chair  is  of  oak,  with  back  and  seat  of  cane,  which 
precluded  all  hopes  of  a  secret  drawer,  like  that  lately  discovered  in 
Gay's.  Thsre  is  no  fear  of  its  being  worn  out  by  the  devout  earnest- 
ness of  sitters  —  a  wear  and  tear  that  Geofirey  Crayon  so  humorously 
describes — as  the  cocks  and  hens  have  usurped  undisputed  possession  of 
it,  and  protest  most  clamorously  against  all  attempts  to  g€t  it  cleansed, 
or  to  seat  one's  self. 

"  The  controversy  concerning  the  identity  of  this  Auburn,  was 
formerly  a  standing  theme  of  discussion  among  the  learned  of  the 
neighbourhood,  but  since  the  pros  and  cons  have  been  all  ascertained, 
the  argument  has  died  away.  Its  abettors  plead  the  singular  agreement 
between  the  local  history  of  the  place  and  the  Auburn  of  the  poem,  and 
the  exactness  with  which  the  scenery  of  the  one  answers  to  the  descrip- 
.tion  of  the  other.  To  this  is  opposed  the  mention  of  the  nightingale. 
And  fiU'd  each  pause  the  nightingale  bad  made ; 
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there  being  no  such  bird  in  the  island.  The  objection  is  shghted,  on 
the  other  hand,  by  considering  the  passage  as  a  mere  poetical  licence. 
Besides,  say  they,  '  the  Robin  is  the  Irish  nightingale.'  And  if  it  be 
hinted,  how  unlikely  it  was  that  Goldsmith  should  have  laid  the  scene 
in  a  place  from  which  he  was  and  had  been  so  long  absent,  the  rejoinder 
is  always,  '  Pray,  sir,  was  ^Milton  in  hell  when  he  built  Pandemonium?  ' 
"  The  line  is  naturally  drawn  between;  there  can  be  no  doubt  that 
the  poet  intended  England  by 

■  The  land  to  hastening  ills  a  prey, 


Where  wealth  accumulates  and  men  decay. 

"  But  it  is  very  natural  to  suppose,  that  at  the  same  time  his  imagi- 
nation had  in  view  the  scenes  of  his  youth,  which  gives  such  strong 
features  of  resemblance  to  the  picture." 

To  these  proofs  of  the  identity  of  Auburn  and  Lishoy,  which 
seem  to  be  sufficiently  satisfactory,  we  shall  only  add  one 
passage  from  the  poem  itself,  where  the  author  evidently  alludes, 
in  no  fictitious  character,  to  the  scene  of  his  childhood  and  early 
youth :  — 

Sweet  Auburn  !  parent  of  the  blissful  hour, 
Thy  glades  forlorn  confess  the  tjrant's  power. 
Here,  as  I  take  my  sohtary  rounds, 
Amidst  thy  tangling  walks  and  ruin'd  grounds, 
And,  many  a  year  elapsed,  return  to  view 
Where  once  the  cottage  stood,  the  hawthorn  grew, 
Remembrance  wakes  with  all  her  busy  train, 
Swells  at  my  breast,  and  turns  the  past  to  pain. 

In  all  my  wanderings  round  this  world  of  care, 
In  all  my  griefs  —  and  God  has  given  my  share  — 
I  still  had  hopes,  my  latest  hours  to  crown. 
Amidst  these  humble  bowers  to  lay  me  down ; 
To  husband  out  life's  taper  at  the  close. 
And  keep  the  flame  from  wasting,  by  repose  j 
I  still  ha!d  hopes — for  pride  attends  us  still  — 
Amidst  the  swains  to  shew  my  book-learn'd  skill, 
Around  my  fire  an  evening  group  to  draw. 
And  tell  of  all  I  felt,  and  aU  I  saw  j 
And,  as  a  hare,  whom  hounds  and  horns  pursue, 
Pants  to  the  place  from  whence  at  first  she  flew, 
I  still  had  hopes,  my  long  vexations  past. 
Here  to  return  —  and  die  at  home  at  last. 
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GOLDSMITH'S  QUARREL  WITH  EVANS  THE 
BOOKSELLER. 

The  following  is  the  letter  which  occasioned  the  fracas 
between  Goldsmith  and  Evans  the  bookseller,  mentioned  in 
our  Life  of  the  Poet,  vol.  i.  pp.  43-6.  It  is  said  to  have 
been  written  by  Dr  Kenrick,  who  was,  at  the  time,  on  terms 
of  apparent  friendship  with  Goldsmith,  but  whose  malice 
seldom  spared  friend  or  foe,  when  they  became  sufficiently 
eminent  to  attract  public  attention.  The  letter  is  remarkable 
less  for  its  wit  than  its  malignity,  and  would  scarcely  have 
deserved  insertion  in  this  place,  had  it  not  given  rise  to  a  very 
ridiculous  event  in  Goldsmith's  personal  history. 


FOR  THE  LOKDOK  PACKET. TO  DR  GOLDSMITH. 

Vous  vous  noyez  par  vanite. 

"  Sir,  —  The  happy  knack  which  you  have  learnt  of  ptrffing  your 
own  compositions,  provokes  me  to  come  forth.  You  have  not  been  the 
editor  of  newspapers  and  magazines,  not  to  discover  the  trick  of  literary 
humbug.  But  the  gauze  is  so  thin,  that  the  very  fooUsh  part  of  the 
world  see  through  it,  and  discover  the  Doctor's  monkey  face  and 
cloven  foot.  Your  poetic  vanity  is  as  unpardonable  as  your  personal. 
Would  man  believe  it,  and  will  woman  bear  it,  to  be  told,  that  for 
hours  the  great  Goldsmith  will  stand  surveying  his  grotesque  orang- 
outang's figure  in  a  pier  glass?   Was  but  the  lovely  H k*  as  much 

enamoured,  you  would  not  sigh,  my  gentle  swain,  in  vain.  But  your 
vanity  is  preposterous.  How  will  this  same  bard  of  Bedlam  ring  the 
changes  in  tue  praise  of  Goldy  !  But  what  has  he  to  be  either  proud 
or  vain  of?  The  Traveller  is  a  flimsy  poem,  built  upon  false  princi- 
ples— principles  diametrically  opposite  to  liberty.  What  is  the  Good- 
Natured  Man  but  a  poor,  water-gruel,  dramatic  dose  ?  MTiat  is 
the  Deserted  Village  but  a  pretty  poem,  of  easy  numbers,  without 
fancy,  dignity,  genius,  or  fire  ?  And,  pray,  what  may  be  the  last 
speaking  pantomime,  so  praised  by  the  Doctor  himself,  but  an  inco- 
herent piece  of  stuff,  the  figure  of  a  woman  with  a  fish's  tail,  without 
plot,  incident,  or  intrigue  ?  We  are  made  to  laugh  at  stale  dull  jokes, 
wherein  we  mistake  pleasantry  for  wit,  and  grimace  for  humour ; 
wherein  everj-  scene  is  unnatural,  and  inconsistent  with  the  rules,  the 
laws  of  nature,  and  of  the  drama  ;  viz.  two  gentlemen  come  to  a  man 
of  fortune's  house,  eat,  drink,  &c.  and  take  it  for  an  inn.  The  one  is 
iotended  as  a  lover  for  the  daughter  :  he  talks  with  her  for  some  hours ; 
and  when  he  sees  her  again,  in  a  different  dress,  he  treats  her  as  a  bar- 
girl,  and  swears  she  squinted.  He  abuses  the  master  of  the  house,  and 
threatens  to  kick  him  out  of  his  own  doors.  The  Squire,  whom  we 
are  told  is  to  be  a  fool,  proves  the  most  sensible  being  of  the  piece  ;  and 
he  makes  out  a  whole  act,  by  bidding  his  mother  lie  close  behind  a 

*  Miss  Homcck.  —  B. 
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bush,  persuading  her  that  his  father,  her  own  husband,  is  a  highway- 
man, and  that  he  is  come  to  cut  their  throats  :  and  to  give  his  cousin 
an  opportunity  to  go  oflF,  he  drives  his  mother  over  hedges,  ditches, 
and  through  ponds.  There  is  not,  sweet  sucking  Johnson,  a  natural 
stroke  in  the  whole  play,  but  the  young  fellow's  giving  the  stolen 
jewels  to  the  mother,  supposing  her  to  be  the  landlady.  That  Mr 
Colman  did  no  justice  to  this  piece,  I  honestly  allow ;  that  he  told  all 
his  friends  that  it  would  be  damned,  I  positively  aver  ;  and,  from  such 
ungenerous  insinuations,  without  a  dramatic  merit,  it  rose  to  public 
notice  ;  and  it  is  now  the  ton  to  go  and  see  it,  though  I  never  saw  a 
person  that  either  liked  it,  or  approved  it,  any  more  than  the  absurd 
plot  of  Home's  tragedy  of  Alonzo.  Mr  Goldsmith,  correct  your 
arrogance,  reduce  your  vanity,  and  endeavour  to  believe,  as  a  man. 
you  are  of  the  plmnest  sort ;  and,  as  an  author,  but  a  mortal  piece  of 
mediocrity. 


Brise  le  mirroir  iiiiidele, 
Qui  vous  cache  la  verite. 


"  Tom  Tickle." 


DR  JOHNSON'S  EPITAPH  ON  DR  GOLDSmTH. 

It  has  been  already  mentioned  in  the  Life  of  Goldsmith,  (see 
vol.  i.  p.  31,)  that  this  epitaph  gave  rise  to  a  sort  of  respectful 
remonstrance  by  some  of  the  poet's  friends,  which  was  forwarded 
to  Dr  Johnson  in  the  form  of  a  Round  Robin.  Our  readers 
will  not  be  displeased  to  find  this  literary  curiosity,  together 
with  its  history,  transferred  from  the  amusing  pages  of  Boswell 
to  the  illustration  of  the  works  of  the  poet,  whose  memory  so 
many  distinguished  men  w-ere  anxious  to  honour.  We  also 
transcribe  two  letters  from  Johnson  to  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds 
on  the  same  subject :  — 

TO  SIR  JOSHUA    REYNOLDS. 

"  Dear  Sir,  —  I  have  been  kept  away  from  you,  I  know  not  well 
bow,  and  of  these  vexatious  hinderances  I  know  not  when  there  will  be 
an  end.  I  therefore  send  you  the  poor  dear  Doctor's  epitaph.  Read  it 
first  yourself;  and  if  you  then  think  it  right,  shew  it  to  the  Club.  I 
am,  you  know,  willing  to  be  corrected.  If  you  think  any  thing  much 
amiss,  keep  it  to  yourself,  till  we  come  together.  I  have  sent  two 
copies,  but  prefer  the  card.  The  dates  must  be  settled  by  Dr  Percy. 
I  am,  sir,  your  most  humble  servant,  Sam.  Johnson." 

"  May  J1^6,  1776." 

TO  THE  SAME. 

"  Sir,  — Miss  Reynolds  has  a  mind  to  send  the  epitaph  to  DrBeattie; 

I  am  very  willing,  but  having  no  copy,  cannot  immediately  recollect 

it.     She  tells  me  you  have  lost  it.     Try  to  recollect,  and  put  down  as 

much  as  you  retain  ;  you  perhaps  may  have  kept  what  I  have  dropped. 

VOL.  IV.  X 
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The  lines  for  which  I  am  at  a  loss  are  something  of  rerum  civilium 
sive  naturalium.*  It  was  a  sorry  trick  to  lose  it;  help  me  if  you 
can.     I  am,  sir,  vour  most  humble  ser^'ant, 

"  June  22,  1776'.  Sam.  Joh.nson." 

"  The  gout  grows  better  but  slowly." 

"  It  was,  I  think,  after  I  had  left  London  in  this  year,"  continues 
Boswell,  "  that  this  epitaph  gave  occasion  to  a  Remonstrance  to  the 
Monarch  of  literatuie,  for  an  account  of  which  I  am  indebted  to  Sir 
William  Forbes  of  Pitsligo. 

"  Sir  William  Forbes  writes  to  me  thus :  '  I  enclose  the  Round 
Robin.  Thisjeu  d'  esprit  took  its  rise  one  day  at  dinner  at  our  friend 
Sir  Joshua  RejTiolds's.  All  the  company  present,  except  myself, 
were  friends  and  acquaintance  of  Dr  Goldsmith.  The  epitaph, 
written  for  him  by  Dr  Johnson,  became  the  subject  of  conversation, 
and  various  emendations  were  suggested,  which  it  was  agieed  should 
be  submitted  to  the  Doctor's  consideration.  But  the  question  was, 
who  should  have  the  courage  to  propose  them  to  him.  At  last  it  was 
hinted,  that  there  could  be  no  way  so  good  as  that  of  a  Round  Robin, 
as  the  sailors  call  it,  which  they  make  use  of  when  they  enter  into  a 
conspiracy,  so  as  not  to  let  it  be  known  who  puts  his  name  first  or  la^^t 
to  the  paper.  This  proposition  vsas  instantly  assented  to ;  and  Dr 
Barnard,  Dean  of  Derry,  now  Bishop  of  Killaloe,  drew  up  an  address 
to  Dr  Johnson  on  the  occasion,  replete  with  wit  and  humour,  but 
which  it  was  feared  the  Doctor  might  think  treated  the  subject  with 
too  much  levit\'.  Mr  Burke  then  projiosed  the  address  as  it  stands  in 
the  paper  in  writing,  to  which  I  had  the  honour  to  officiate  as  clerk. 

"  '  Sir  Joshua  agieed  to  carry  it  to  Dr  Johnson,  who  received  it 
with  much  good  humour,  f  and  desired  Sir  J(!shua  to  tell  the  gentle- 
men, that  he  would  alter  the  epitaph  in  any  manner  they  pleased,  -as 
to  the  sense  of  it ;  but  he  would  never  consent  to  disgrace  the  walls  tf 
Westminster  Abbey  with  an  English  inscription. 

"  '  I  consider  this  Round  Robin  as  a  species  of  literary  curiosity 
worth  presei-ving,  as  it  marks,  in  a  certain  degree,  Dr  Johnson's 
character.' " 

"  We,  the  circumscribers,  having  read  w  ith  great  pleasure,  an  intended 
epitaph  for  the  monument  of  Dr  Goldsmith,  which,  considered  al)- 
stractedly,  appears  to  be,  for  elegant  composition  and  masterly  style,  in 
eveiy  respect  worthy  of  the  pen  of  its  learned  author,  arc  yet  of  opinion, 
that  the  cJiaracter  of  the  deceased  as  a  writer,  particularly  as  a  poet,  is 
perhaps  rot  delineated  with  all  the  exactness  which  Dr  Johnson  is 
capable  of  giving  it.  We,  therefore,  with  deference  to  his  superior 
judgment,  humbly  request  that  he  would  at  least  take  the  trouble  of 
revising  it,  and  of  making  such  additions  and  alterations  as  he  sh;Jl 

»  These  words  must  have  been  in  the  other  copy.  They  »rc  not  In  thai  whidi  n  as 
preferred. 

t  "  He,  however,  upon  seeing  Dr  W.arton's  name  to  the  suegestlon,  that  the  epitaph 
should  be  in  En»Ush,  obs€r\'ed  to  Sir  Jokhito,  '  I  wonder  that  Joe  Warton,  a  scholar  tiy 
profession,  should  be  such  a  fool.'  He  .said,  too,  •  I  should  have  thought  Mund  Durke 
W"uld  have  had  more  sense.*  Mr  L.in;;ton,  who  was  one  of  the  company  at  Sir  J<«i.!jiia'«, 
like  a  sturdy  sehol;:r,  resolutely  refused  to  sifii  the  liottmi  J?eiin.  This  epitaph  ia 
er.jravcd  upca  Dr  Goldsmith's  monunuut  without  an^-  alteration." 
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think  proper,  upon  a  farther  perusal.  But,  if  we  might  venture  to 
express  our  wishesi  thev  would  lead  us  to  request  that  he  would  write  the 
epitaph  in  English  rather  than  in  Latin,  as  vs  e  think  that  the  memoiy  of 
so  eminent  an  EngUsh  writer  ought  to  be  perpetuated  in  the  language  to 
which  his  works  are  likely  to  be  so  lasting  an  ornament ;  which  we  also 
know  to  have  been  the  opinion  of  the  late  Doctor  himself." 

This  remonstrance  was  circumscribed  with  the  following  names  :  — 
"  Edm.  Burke,  Tho.  Franklin,  Ant.  Chamier,  G.  Colman,  Wm.  Vackell, 
J.  Re>'nolds,  W.  Forbes,  T.  Barnard,  R.  B.  Sheridan,  P.  Metcalfe,  E. 
Gibbon,  Jos.  AVarton." 


CELEBRATION  OF  GOLDSMITH'S  BIRTH-DAY. 

It  will  be  gratifying  to  the  admirers  of  Goldsmith,  to  find 
that  his  memory  is  still  fondly  cherished  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  his  birth-place.  The  following  accomit  is  extracted  from 
the  Gentleman's  Magazine  for  1820. 

On  the  29th  of  November,  some  distinguished  friends  of  taste  and 
literature  in  Ireland,  held  a  meeting  at  Ballymahon,  to  celebrate  the 
anniversary  of  the  celebrated  poet,  Oliver  Goldsmith  ;  and  also  for  the 
purpose  of  devising  the  most  practicable  means  of  erecting  a  pillar  to  his 
memor}',  on  that  fascinating  spot,  in  Lishoy,  which  presented  to  his  eye 
the  most  agreeable  horizon  in  nature.  Unlike  Swift,  Congreve,  and 
other  ingrates,  who  either  denied  their  country,  or  left  no  traces  in  their 
writings  by  which  it  could  be  ascertained.  Goldsmith  identified  himself 
and  his  divine  poetry  with  the  localities  of  his  natal  spot,  his  inimitable 
delineations  of  which  have  elicited  such  universal  feelings  of  admiration 
and  delight.  His  memory,  therefore,  is  well  entitled  to  some  public 
testimomal  of  regard  from  a  country  which  derives  so  much  honour  from 
his  birth ;  and  we  feel  no  doubt  of  the  success  of  this  laudable  and 
spirited  undertaking.  We  have  been  given  to  understand  that  it  will 
not  be  necessary  for  any  individual  to  subscribe  more  than  a  small  sum, 
payable,  in  separate  portions,  on  the  two  succeeding  birth-days  of  the 
Poet ;  for  it  is  reasonably  expected  that  the  subscription  will  be  as 
general  in  Ireland  as  the  teeling  wliich  has  suggested  it,  in  a  country  so 
remarkably  distinguished  for  the  literary  taste  and  capabilities  of  its 
people.  The  Scotch  have  set  us  an  example,  very  lately,  by  erecting  a 
splendid  pillar,  near  Dumfries,  to  the  memory  of  Burns.  The  Bard  of 
Avon  has  long  Ijeeu  the  idol  of  taste  in  England,  where,  in  every  village 
that  can  lioast  of  having  produced  an  eminent  literary  character,  the  spot 
of  liis  nativity  is  pointed  out  with  conscious  exultation  ;  but  in  Ireland, 
the  only  raemoriaJ  of  her  Goldsmith,  buried  in  a  foreign  land  — of  him 
whose  heart,  untravcUed,  still  fondly  turned  to  hor  —  is  his  own  old  liaw- 
thom  tree  in  Lishoy,  now  nearly  cut  away  by  literarj'  pilgrims,  wh<i«e 
devotion  to  Goldsmith  and  his  Deserted  Village,  shame  the  apathy  of  a 
I'ountry  which  has  left  both  without  a  mark  of  public  honour  for  almost 
ialf  a  century. 
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On  the  opening  of  tte  business,  the  Reverend  Mr  Graham,  of  Lifford, 
addressed  the  meeting  nearly  in  the  following  words  :  — 

"  We  are  assembled  here,  gentlemen,  upon  an  occasion  as  interesting 
to  the  scholar,  the  philosopher,  or  the  statesman,  as  any  other  which  has 
occurred  in  this  island  for  many  centuries.  We  are  all  sufficiently  aware 
of  the  great  value  of  education,  particularly  of  that  description  of  it  which 
has  been  denominated  classical  —  how  it  distinguishes  one  man  from 
another,  almost  as  much  as  nature  has  distinguished  man  from  the  order 
of  beings  below  him  in  the  creation.  Education  of  that  kind  acquires 
and  preserves  rank  in  society,  as  well  as  the  means  of  supporting  that 
rank.  Countless  famihes  have  risen  by  it  into  opulence  and  distinction, 
— witness  the  descendants  of  men  of  the  diiferent  learned  professions, 
who  are  now,  in  almost  every  county  of  Ireland,  proprietors  of  that  soil 
on  which  the  founders  of  their  families,  with  difficult)',  obtained  the 
rudiments  of  the  education  which  raised  them  from  the  lower  walks  of 
life,  to  be  rulers  of  the  land,  to  sit  among  princes  :  and  as  many  at  least 
have,  by  the  neglect  of  education,  fallen  in  a  generation  or  two  from 
the  highest  walks  of  life,  into  the  lowest  state  of  obscurity  and  indigence. 
Connected  most  intimately  with  the  cause  of  education  is  that  of  litera- 
ture, by  which  the  minds  of  mankind  are  smoothed,  harmonized,  and 
rendered  capable  of  calmly  investigating  truth,  and  separating  it  from 
falsehood ;  and  by  it,  next  to  the  divine  influence  of  the  Christian  faith, 
are  men  rescued  from  that  degraded  demi-savage  state,  which  ever 
prevails  in  the  absence  of  education,  rendering  them  unsocial,  diffident, 
suspicious,  and  hostile  to  the  slightest  gleam  of  the  light  of  knowledge, 
which  never  fails  to  prove  offensive  to  eyes  habituated  to  darkness,  — 

Omnes  hi  metuunt  versus,  odeve  Poetas. 

"  The  press  is  ever  charged  with  electric  horrors  for  them  —  '  Quis- 
quis  tibi  timet,  odit,  hoiTet.'  From  such  persons  only  may  we  expect 
either  opposition  or  want  of  support  on  the  present  occasion,  and  of  such 
a  TruUeberian  race  did  Goldsmith  himself  speak,  in  his  letter  to  his 
brother-in-law,  Daniel  Hudson,  Esq.  directed  to  the  post-office  of 
BaUymahon,  on  the  27th  of  December,  1 757,  in  which  the  following 
passages  may  be  found  :  — '  Unaccountable,  indeed,  is  it,  that  a  man 
should  have  an  affection  for  a  place,  who  never  received,  when  in  it, 
above  common  civUity  —  who  never  brought  any  thing  out  of  it  but  his 
brogue  and  liis  blunders.  But  to  be  serious,  let  me  ask  myself  what 
gives  me  a  wish  to  see  Ireland  again  ?  The  country  is  a  fine  one,  perhaps  ? 

JVo There  is  good  company  in  Ireland?     No.      The  conversation  is 

there  made  up  of  an  obscene  toast,  or  an  improper  song  ;  the  vivacity 
supported  by  some  humble  cousin,  who  has  just  folly  enough  to  earn  his 
dinner.  —  Then,  perhaps,  there  is  more  wit  and  learning  among  the 
Irish  ?  No.  There  has  been  more  money  spent  in  the  encouragement  of  a 
favourite  race-mare  there  in  one  season,  than  given  in  rewards  to  men  of 
learning  since  the  times  of  Usher.' 

"  But  the  times,  gentlemen,  are  now  altered  for  the  better  in  all  parts 
of  the  British  empire,  as  well  as  in  Ireland.  We  now  hear  of  jjoets 
purchasing  estates,  of  booksellers  enrolled  among  the  legislatoi-s  ot  the 
realm ;  and  when  a  man  writes,  none  of  his  friends  (as  in  the  days  of 
Goldsmith)  imagine  that  he  starves,  or  that  he  lives  in  a  garret.     We, 
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therefore,  consider  this  to  be  a  favourable  opportunity  of  paying  a  debt 
of  public  gratitude,  too  long  due,  and  bitberto  most  sbamefully  neglected, 
and,  therefore,  have  called  this  meeting,  in  the  hope  of  its  proving  the 
means  of  drawing  the  public  attention  to  the  subject  of  a  monument  ia 
honour  of  Ohver  Goldsmith,  that  prodigy  of  talent  and  purity,  con- 
sidering the  time  in  which  he  hved,  and  the  low  state  of  literature  in 
the  countrj-  which  produced  him.  His  poetrj'  stands  unrivalled,  at  this 
day,  for  true  sublimit)-  and  genuine  pathos.  Disdaining  the  meretricious 
ornament  and  gaudy  imagery  which  characterizes  more  than  one  of  our 
modem  poets,  his  finds  the  way  at  once  to  the  heart ;  and  such  is  the 
classical  purits'  of  his  muse,  that  no  sentiment  is  to  be  found  in  bin 
charming  poems,  which  the  most  scrupulous  father  would  withhold 
from  the  pure  and  uncorrupted  mind  of  liis  child.  The  same  obser- 
vation may  be  made  of  liis  prose :  his  imrivalled  Vicar  of  Wakefield, 
his  Citizen  of  the  World,  his  £!ssai/s,  his  Abridgment  of  History, 
—  in  fact,  to  use  the  words  of  a  distinguished  Christian  philosopher, 
who  was  never  knovm  to  give  such  unquahfied  praise  to  any  other 
(Miter,  ancient  or  modem,  — 

Nullum  tere  scrn>endi  genus  non  tetigit. 
Nullum  quod  tetigit  non  ornavit ; 

Sive  risus  eeseut  movendi, 

Sive  lachr>*ni*, 
Affectuum  potens,  at  lenis  dominator  : 
Ingenio  sublimis,  vividus,  versatilis, 
Oratione  grandis,  nitidus,  venu&tus. 

"  But,  superadded  to  his  general  merit  as  a  poet,  a  philosopher,  and 
historian.  Goldsmith  possesses  a  more  endearing  claim,  if  possible,  upon 
the  veneration  of  his  countrj- ;  unhke  Swift,  Congreve,  and  others,  he 
never  denied  his  country,  or  left  it  a  matter  of  doubt  to  posteritj- ; 
on  the  contrarj-,  we  see  that,  although  he  had  left  it  early  and  poor  — 
though  he  could  boast  of  having  received  no  more  than  common  civility 
in  it,  and  but  Uttle  of  that  even,  from  persons  on  whom  he  had  the 
strongest  claim,  —  the  love  of  Ireland  was  ever  uppermost  in  his  mind 
wherever  he  went.  Her  lovely  scenery  is  immortalized  in  his  poems, 
and  he  never  gave  up  his  intention  of  returning  to  the  spot  where  first 
he  drew  his  breath,  '  till  he  resigned  that  breath  in  the  arms  of  a  beloved 
countrjTnan,  who  attended  his  deathbed  with  the  tender  soUcitude  of  an 
aflFectionate  brother.'  To  his  brother,  the  Reverend  Henrj'  Goldsmith, 
at  Lissoy,  was  his  Traveller  addressed,  and  to  the  post-ottice  of  Bally- 
mahon  the  packet,  containing  that  immortal  poem,  was  directed.  That 
Lissoy  is  the  identical  spot  from  which  he  drew  the  enchanting  scenery 
of  his  Deserted  V'dlage,  has  been  demonstrated  by  the  late  ingenious 
Dr  Newell  of  Cambridge  University,  who,  a  few  years  ago,  republished 
his  poems,  with  drawings  of  the  Parsonage-house,  the  Chiu'ch,  the  Mill, 
and  the  Hawthorn  tree,  accompanied  by  notes,  which  put  the  matter 
beyond  aU  doubt  to  those  acquainted  with  the  local  history  of  the  countrj' ; 
and  this  demonstration,  gentlemen,  came  from  the  pen  of  a  learned 
Englishman,  not^vitlistanding  a  line  or  two  in  the  poem  which  would 
seem  to  indicate  that  the  description  was  mtended  for  an  English  village : 

A  time  there  wan,  ere  England's  griefs  began. 
When  every  rood  of  ground  maintain'd  its  man. 

"  The  scene  of  his  celebrated  comedy.  The  Mistakes  of  a  N'ight, 
was  laid  in  the  town  of  Ardagh,  in  this  immediate  neighbourhood,  a» 
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related  in  Otridge's  splendid  edition  of  his  hoiks,  and  confirmed  to  me 
by  the  late  Sir  Thomas  Fethei'ston,  Baronet,  a  short  time  before  his 
ileath.  Some  friend  had  given  the  young  Poet  a  present  of  a  gfuinea 
on  his  going  from  his  mother's  residence  in  this  to\Mi,  to  a  school  in 
Edgeworthstown,  where,  it  appears,  he  finished  his  education,  of  which 
he  received  the  rudiments  from  the  reverend  I\Ir  Hughes,  vic^r  of  this 
parish.  He  had  diverted  himself  on  the  way  the  whole  day,  by  viewing 
tl\e  gentlemen's  seats  on  the  road,  until  the  fall  of  night,  when  he  found 
himself  a  mile  or  two  out  of  his  direct  road,  in  the  middle  of  the  street 
of  Ardagh.  Here  he  inquired  for  the  best  house  in  the  place,  meaning 
an  inn ;  but  being  wUfully  misunderstood  by  a  wag,  a  fencing-master, 
of  the  name  of  Kelly,  who  boasted  of  having  been  the  iusti-uctor  of  the 
celebrated  Marquis  of  Granby,  he  was  directed  to  the  large  old-fr^hioned 
residence  of  Sir  Ralph  Fetherston,  the  landlord  of  the  town,  wh.ere  he 
was  shewn  into  the  parlour,  when  he  fomid  the  hospitable  master  of  the 
house  sitting  by  a  good  fire.  His  mistake  was  immediately  perceived  by 
Sir  Ralph,  who  being  a  man  of  humour,  and  well  acquainted  with  the 
Poet's  family,  encouraged  him  in  the  deception.  Goldsmith  ordered  a 
good  supper,  invited  his  host  and  the  family  to  partake  of  it,  ti-eated 
them  ^vith  a  bottle  or  hvo  of  wine,  and  at  going  to  bed,  ordered  a  hot 
cake  to  be  prepared  for  his  breakfast ;  nor  was  it  till  his  departure,  when 
he  called  for  the  bill,  that  he  discovered  that  while  he  imagined  he  was 
at  an  inn,  he  had  been  hospitably  entertained  in  a  private  family  of  the 
first  rank  in  the  country. 

"  It  was  originally  intended,  gentlemen,  to  hold  this  first  a^miversary 
of  the  birth  of  our  Poet  in  Dublin,  where,  at  this  season  of  the  year, 
we  might  hope  for  an  attendance  far  more  numerous  than  under  awy 
circurnstances  could  be  hoped  for  here ;  but  it  occurred  to  some  of  us, 
bound  by  ties  whose  force  the  Poet  felt,  that  in  this  neighbourhood,  if 
not  in  this  very  spot,  directly  opposite  to  the  house  in  which  he  dwelt 
for  many  a  year  with  his  widowed  mother,  the  proceedings  ought  to 
commence,  wliich  will,  we  hope,  lead  to  the  erection  of  some  testimonial 
equally  worthy  of  his  memory  and  the  spirit  of  a  ccuntj-  which  claims 
the  honom-  of  his  birth. 

"  The  necessity  of  our  being  among  the  first  to  earn-  so  just  and  so 
patriotic  an  undertaking  into  etfect,  may  be  readily  proved.  I  need  not 
inform  you,  gentlemen,  that  the  natal  spot  of  Goldsmith,  as  well  as  that 
of  Homer,  is  in  some  danger  of  being  disputed  by  posterity.  Such  has 
been  the  blimdering  stupidity  of  several  of  the  early  editors  of  our  Poet's 
works,  in  the  biographical  scraps  which  they  prefixed  to  them,  that  one 
of  them  tells  us  he  was  born  at  Elphin,  in  the  county  of  Roscommon, 
merely  because  he  had  many  relations  in  that  neighbourhood,  and  among 
them  his  cousin-german,  the  grandfather  of  my  venerable  friend  here, 
John  Goldsmith,  of  Ballyoughter,  Esq.  ;  and  in  the  very  same  page 
almost,  gives  us  liis  epitaph,  written  by  Dr  Johnson,  dii-ectly  con» 
tvadicting  that  allegation  in  these  words,  which  are  inscribed  on  his 
monument  in  Westniin.ster  Abbey  : 


"  Another  bipsTaplie"")  worthy  to  be  classed  among  the  early  editors 
of  Rbakes])eai-e,  gives  tlie  original  words  of  this  epitaph,  and  translat(-s 
them  thus  iu  a  parallel  column,  transferring  the  birth-place  of  the  Poot 
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into  the  county  of  Wexford,  — '  He  was  born  at  Femes,  in  the  province 
of  Leinster,  at  a  place  where  Pallas  had  set  her  name.'  An  unlucky- 
mistake  respecting  the  natal  spot^of  our  Poet,  occurs  also  on  the  bool^ 
of  Trinity  College,  owing  to  the  residence  of  his  uncle  Henrj'  at  Lishoy, 
OT  the  circumstance  of  his  father  having  resided  there ;  the  entry  mns 
thus: — '  1744,  Olivarius  Goldsmith,  Siz.  Filius  Caroli  Clerici,  ann. 
agens  15,  natus  in  Comitatu  Westmeath,  educatus  sub  Ferula  M. 
Hughes — Tutor,  M.  Wilder. '  But,  notwithstanding  these  very  con- 
tradictory statements,  we  may  give  full  credit  to  the  united  testimony  of 
many  respectable  persons,  including  some  of  the  nearest  relations  of 
the  Poet,  but  lately  gone  to  their  graves,  that  Ohver  Goldsmith,  who 
has  been,  in  the  same  spirit  of  error,  so  often  denominated  a  Doctor, 
was  lx)m  witliin  a  mile  and  a  half  of  Ballj-mahon,  on  the  southern  bank 
of  the  river  Inny,  at  PaUas,  in  the  parish  of  Cloncalla,  commonly  called 
Fome)'.  The  walls  of  the  house  are  yet  standing  ;  the  roof  fell  in  but 
two  years  ago  ;  it  is  distinctly  visible  from  the  canal  between  this  and 
Tenelick,  and  in  it,  perhaps,  rather  than  on  any  other  spot,  even  his 
beloved  '  mount  before  Lisnoy  gate,'  should  his  monumental  pillar  be 
erected.  The  name  of  the  townland  in  which  this  interesting  rum  stands 
is  spelled  PaUice  in  our  barony  books  ;  but  those  who  can  feel  the  charm 
of  classic  allusion  under  such  a  temptation,  will  readily  pardon  the  great 
Antaeus  of  literature,  the  author  of  the  Dictionary  of  the  English 
Language,  for  having  once  in  his  lifetime  spelled  a  word  erroneously. 
This  evidence,  gentlemen,  I  consider  to  be  conclusive ;  for  Dr  Johnson 
cannot  be  supposed  to  have  known  that  such*  obscure  places  as  Pallice 
or  Forney  existcl,  except  from  the  lips  of  the  Poet  himself,  who  was  ou 
the  mast  intimate  terms  of  friendship  with  him. 

"If  we,  in  Ballynnahon,  have,  on  this  occasion,  dwelt  with  too  much 
minuteness  upon  this  disputed  point,  our  best  apology  is,  that  the  con- 
tending for  the  honour  of  the  birth-place  of  such  an  ornament  to  his 
oountT)',  is  a  pardonable  ambition ;  and  it  will  be  recollected,  too,  iu 
favour  of  our  claim,  as  well  as  iu  apology  for  our  maintenance  of  it, 
that  one  of  the  wishes  dearest  to  the  poet's  heart,  when  unable  to  return 
to  the  ])lace  of  his  nativity,  was,  '  that  his  brother  and  his  sister,  Lissoy 
and  Ballymahon,  would  altogether  make  a  migration  to  him  into  the 
county  of  Middlesex. 

"  We  have  now,  gentlemen,  only  to  read  some  of  the  many  interesting 
letters  addressed  to  us  on  this  occasion,  and  aftenvards  proceed  to  the 
consideration  of  the  most  practicable  means  of  accomplishmg  the  object 
of  our  meeting.  Our  unaertaking  is  an  honourable  one,  but  we  should 
recollect  in  limine,  that  the  success  of  it  depends  upon  causes  entirely 
beyond  our  control.  It  is,  as  it  were,  a  touchstone  of  the  times  we 
live  in ;  if  it  succeeds,  the  statesman  and  the  philosopher  may  augur 
favourably  of  the  rising  intelligence  and  prosjjcrity  ot  our  island  —  if 
not,  the  very  effort  will  stand  in  record  on  the  pages  of  our  history,  to 
protect  this  generation,  at  least,  from  the  Boeotian  imputation  of  insen- 
sibility to  the  honour  which  devolves  upon  our  coimtry,  for  having 
produced  such  a  man.  As  for  him,  to  use  the  language  of  cue  of  his 
earliest  admirers,  — 


IliB  own  harmonious  lays 

Have  sciilpturod  out  hi«  monument  of  praiie  ; 
Thpge  RhaU  survive  to  Time's  remotest  day, 
Wjiile  piUars  faU,  and  marble  tombs  decay.** 
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EXTRACTS  or  LETTERS  READ  AT  THE   MEETIXG. 

From  Mr,  now  Sir  Walter  Scott,  dated  in  April,  1818,  observing 
that  the  neglect  of  the  birth-place  of  Goldsmith  is  rather  discreditable 
to  the  countTj"  which  derives  so  much  honour  from  his  birth. 

From  a  gentleman  present  at  the  meeting,  whose  exertions,  on  this 
occasion,  received  the  imanimous  thanks  of"  those  assembled  at  it,  John 
Hogan  of  Auburn,  Esq.  — 

"  Circumstances  led  me,  in  the  early  part  of  mv  life,  to  the  know- 
ledge of  part  of  Goldsmith's  family,  and  to  the  acquaintance  of  his 
nephew,  Air  William  Hudson,  whose  beautiful  elegj'  on  the  death  of 
several  members  of  his  family,  includmg  the  Poet,  bears  the  strongest 
marks  of  hereditary-  genius,  and  the  lost  stanza  of  which  I  make  no 
doubt  of  being  able  to  recover.  You  may  suppose  I  became  interested 
in  ever)'  thing  bolonging  to  the  Poet.  When  I  settled  on  the  spot,  I 
attempted  to  replace  some  of  the  almost  forgotten  identities  that  delighted 
me  fortj-  years  since.  I  rebuilt  his  '  Three  Jolly  Pigeons,'  restored  his 
'  Twelve  Good  Rules,  and  Royal  Game  of  Goose,'  enclosed  his  '  Haw- 
thorn  Tree,'  now  almost  cut  away  by  the  devotion  of  the  Uteran,-  pilgrims 
who  resort  to  it ;  I  also  planted  his  favourite  hill  before  Lissoy  gate  — 
that  spot  which  presented  to  his  eye  the  most  agreeable  horizon  in 
natirre ;  and,  had  not  family  aifairs  led  me  to  reside  in  England  for 
some  years,  I  shouJd  have  done  a  great  deal  more  to  gratifj-  myself,  and  to 
point  out  the  localities  of  the  charming  scene  of  the  Deserted  Village. 

"  Some  years  past,  a  gentleman  named  Newell,  a  feUow  of  Cambridge, 
came  over  here  on  a  literar\'  tour,  and  sketched  these  scenes  alluded  to 
in  the  poem,  with  great  truth  and  spirit.  On  his  return  to  England, 
he  published  an  edition  of  Goldsmith's  Poems  in  thin  quarto,  embellished 
by  those  views,  and  enriched  by  copious  notes  on  the  Deserted  Village, 
proving  the  scenerj'  of  Lissoy  to  have  been  uppermost  in  the  poet's  mind, 
while  composing  it.  He  meant  to  have  followed  this  up,  by  soliciting 
subscriptions  for  some  public  testimonial  to  the  memoiy  of  Goldsmith, 
on  the  spot  of  the  Deserted  Village,  and  even  on  that  mount  before 
Lissov  gate,  which  he  mentioned  with  so  much  enthusiasm  in  one  of  his 
letters ;  but  Mr  Newell  died  before  he  could  accompUsh  his  wish. " 

Several  other  letters  were  read  to  the  meeting. 

John  Hogan,  Esq.  being  called  to  the  chair,  —  it  was  resolved,  that 
a  committee  and  secretary  should  be  appointed,  for  the  purpose  of 
managing  the  concerns  oi  tins  undertaking  :  and  it  was  also  resolved, 
that  Lord  Viscount  Newcomen  and  Company  be  requested  to  receive 
the  subscriptions. 
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Abeksberg  (Ck)unt)  famous  story 

of,  ii.  7. 
Abilities,  moderate,  most  useful  to 

their  possessor,  iii.  177. 
Accideutal  meetings,  reflections  on, 

ii.  146. 
Acis  and  Galatea,  Ovid's,  its  pathos, 

iL  SO. 
Acting,    rules  of,    for   a   strolling 

player,  ii.  201. 
Actors,  stiflf  deportment  of  English, 

iv.  62. 
Actresses,  beauty  a  requisite  in,  iv. 

64 ;  cautions  to,  86. 
Addison,  his  deficiency  in  conversa- 
tion, i.  58;  character  of  his  letter 

fiom  Italy,  iv.  290. 
Adultery    rewarded    rather     than 

punished,  iii.  52. 
Aavice   to   a  pupil,  i.  321  ;   who 

qualified  to  give,  iii.  177. 
iEschylus  improved  the  drama,  ii. 

240. 
Age,  why  it  lessens  the  enjoyments 

and  increases  the  desire  of  life, 

iii.  213. 
Alcander  and  Septimius,  iv.  6b. 
Alehouse,  village,  described,  i.  100. 
Alehouses    should    be    put    under 

restraints,  iv.  122. 
Alexander,  his  generous  confidence, 

ii.    227 ;    could    not  pass  for   a 

god   with   his   countrymen,    iii. 
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Altaraa,  gloomy  picture  of,  i.  103. 

Altangi,  Lien  Chi,  citizen  of  tlie 
world,  his  motives  for  seeing 
England,  iii.  9;  fate  of  his  family, 
21 ;  becomes  reconciled  to  the 
English,  23;  his  high  opinion  of 
the  kindness  of  London  ladies, 
ib.  ;  deceived,  25  ;  account  of  his 
travels,  27  ;  visit  to  WestminstiT 
Abbey,  .34 ;  interview  with  a 
lady  of  fashion,  39 ;  fate  of  his 
son,  61 ;  visits  a  lady  of  rank, 
and  how  treated,  94 ;  remarks  ou 
St  Paul's,  and  the  religious  wor- 
ship performed  there,  117  ;  chal- 
lenge to  Dr  Rock,  199  ;  surprise 
at  the  behaviour  of  a  company 
during  a  song,  208  ;  goes  to  a 
mercer's  shop,  and  how  served, 
224;  observations  on  theatres 
and  dramatic  authors,  228 ;  on 
the  English  ladies,  233  ;  his  fas- 
tidiousness as  to  books,  273 ; 
reflections  at  midnight,  324  ;  joy 
at  the  arrival  of  his  son,  339  ; 
plan  of  his  future  life,  341. 

Amanuensis,  Goldsmith's  attempt  to 
use  one,  i.  28. 

Anaxagoras,  his  reflections  on  the 
death  of  his  sons,  ii.  222. 

Animals,  advantage  of  their  preying 
on  each  other,  li.  177. 

Answerers  of  books,  their  offire, 
iii.  86. 
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Antiquaries,  ignorance  of,  iii.  256. 

Ariosto,  his  notion  about  the  moon, 
i.  145. 

Aristocratical  government,  what  it 
ends  in,  iii.  164. 

Aristophanes,  his  attack  upon  So- 
crates, ii.  242;  aim  of  his  writings, 
243. 

Aristotle,  liis  opinion  in  regard  to 
poetry  and  music,  ii.  233. 

Art,  blessings  afforded  by,  i.  83. 

Arts  and  sciences,  whether  more 
hurtful  or  beneficial  to  mankind, 
iii.  235  ;  circumstances  necessary 
to  their  growth,  iv.  6. 

Asem,  the  man  h^ter,  ii.  174. 

Asia,  room  for  discovery  there, 
iii.  299. 

Asiatics,  their  treatment  of  the  fair 
sex,  iii.  278. 

Auburn,  village  of,  described,  i.  95  ; 
its  desolation,  96 ;  Goldsmith 
hoped  to  spend  his  old  age  there, 
97  ;  opinions  as  to  its  locality, 
iv.  316, 

Augusta,  her  beneficence,  i.  152. 

Augustan  age  of  England,  an 
account  of,  iv.  172. 

Authorities  in  law,  arguments 
against,  iii.  276. 

Author's  bedchamber  described,  i. 
135. 

Authors,  how  they  view  each  other, 
ii.  87 ;  their  quarrels,  iii.  64 ; 
liow  French  and  English  speak  of 
each  other,  55 ;  descriptioa  of  a 
club  of,  82 ;  poor  hardly  treated, 
166 ;  should  not  fie  made  too 
rich,  iv.  30  ;  contempt  they  have 
to  encounter,  33 ;  useful  in  re- 
pressing crime,  36. 


liabylon,  song  denouncing  her  doom, 

i.  162:  boasted  antiquity  of,  16S. 
Bachelors,  old,  how  they  should  be 

treated,   iii.    79 ;    numerous    in 

England,  and  why,  212. 
Bacon,  his  daring  genius,  iii.  298. 
Bards,    respect   paid   to    them    in 

Ireland,  ii.  283- 
Barnard,    Dr,    Doan    of    Derry, 

i,   117,  72o?f;  his  epitaph,    117; 


lines  to  Goldsmith  and  Cumber - 
land,  126. 

Barret,  faults  of  his  translation  of 
Ovid's  Epistles  and  specimens  of 
the  work,  ii.  307. 

Bastard,  a  poem,  character  of 
Savage's,  iv.  293. 

Bawdry  and  pertness  fashionable, 
iii.  154. 

Beattie,  Dr,  i.  58. 

Beau,  character  and  occupation  of, 
iii,  26  ;  philosophical,  288. 

Beauty,  natural  and  moral  connec- 
ted, ii,  225 ;  of  person  does  not 
secure  affection,  iii.  221 ;  diffe- 
rent ideas  of,  321. 

Beauty  and  grace,  allegory  of,  iii. 
221. 

Bee,  Magazine  published  weekly, 
by  Goldsmith,  i.  24,  iv.  57 ; 
reflections  on  its  small  success, 
100. 

Bentivoglio,  his  hard  fortune,  iii. 
242. 

Berlin  Academy,  account  of,  iv.  18. 

Bidderman,  a  Flemish  tradition, 
iv.  104. 

Blaize,  Mrs  Mary,  elegy  on,  i.  136. 

Blemiae,  their  singular  formation, 
iii.  44. 

Boarding-school,  qualifications  of 
an  usher  in  one,  ii.  84. 

Bolingbroke,  Lord,  Life  of,  by 
Goldsmith,  i.  36 ;  editor's  notice 
of  it,  iv.  212. 

Bolingbroke,  Lord,  his  birth,  iv. 
214  ;  education,  ib. ;  great  natu- 
ral endowments,  215 ;  marriage, 
216 ;  made  secretaiy  of  state, 
218;  quarrels  with  Lord  Oxford, 
220 ;  removed  from  office,  222 ; 
goes  into  banishment  to  avoid 
impeachment,  224;  his  attainder, 
226  ;  joins  in  the  intrigues  of  the 
Jacobites,  229;  dismissed  by  the 
Pretender,  and  impeached  for 
betraying  his  party,  235 ;  his 
vindication,  238 ;  is  pardoned, 
and  returns  home,  2^39 ;  his 
manner  of  living,  241  ;  his  Dis- 
sertation on  Parties,  244  ;  retires 
to  France,  ib.  ;  his  occupations 
there,  246;  return  to  England, 
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and  death,  248 ;  character,  249  ; 
will,  250 ;  list  of  his  works,  252  ; 
Johnson's  censure  of,  ib.  note. 

Books,  advantages  of,  ii.  102;  their 
great  number,  and  whether  a 
proof  of  learning,  iii.  82;  convey 
erroneous  views  of  human  life, 
194. 

Bookworm,  Jack,  story  of,  i.  126. 

Borghese,  Paulo,  died  of  want, 
iii.  242. 

Boswell,  his  conversation  with 
Johnson  about  Goldsmith's  vindi- 
cation, i.  46,  note ,-  anecdote  told 
by  him  of  Goldsmith's  vanity, 
52  ;  seems  to  have  had  a  grudge 
at  Goldsmith,  55  ;  his  portrait  of 
Goldsmith  confirmed  by  others, 
55  ;  improperly  considers  him  as 
an  imitator  of  Johnson's  style,  62. 

Binvk-s,  his  opinion  that  Pope  is 
not  a  poet,  i.  64. 

Bower,  a  Scottish  Jesuit,  i.  120. 

Brahmins,  their  simple  enjoyments, 
iii.  41. 

Breeding,  rules  shewing  Russian 
ideas  of,  ii   205. 

Briaoton,  Robert,  Esq.  letter  to, 
describing  Scotland  and  Scottish 
manners,  i.  299. 

Bridges  (Sir  Egerton)  his  objections 
to  Goldsmith's  poetry,  i.  66. 

Britain,  her  happy  climate,  i.  89, 
iii.  200 ;  noble  qualities  of  her 
inhabitants,  i.  90  ;  their  indepen- 
dence threatens  by  its  excess  to 
extinguish  the  social  afiections, 
and  make  avarice  the  governing 
principle,  90 ;  state  of  learning 
in,  iv.  30. 

Brooke's  Systemof  Natural  History, 
preface  to,  by  Goldsmith,  i.  i37, 
iv.  2G1. 

Bulklev,  Mrs,  epilogue  spoken  by, 
and  iMiss  Cathy,  i.  142. 

Burke,  Mr,  his  testimony  to  Gold- 
smith's merit  while  at  college, 
i.  8;  experiment  upon  Gold- 
smith's vanity,  54;  epitaph,  117. 

Burke,  Mr  William,  i.  117,  note; 
his  epitaph,  117. 

Burks,  Richard,  i.  117,  note; 
epitaph  on,  117. 


Bute,  Lord,  applied  to  for  a  salary 
to  enable  Goldsmith  to  make  the 
tour  of  Asia,  i.  SI,  note. 

Byron  a  defender  of  Pope,  i.  64. 


Cadence,  what,  ii.  278. 

Calamity,  great  source  of,  iii.  129. 

Camoens,  in  what  state  he  died, 
iii.  242. 

Canada,  the  French  and  English 
dispute  its  possession,  iii.  46. 

Capacity,  natural  difference  in, 
ii.  220;  contradistinguished  from 
taste,  221. 

Captivity,  Oratorio  of  the,  i.  156. 

Caravagio,  story  of,  iv.  133. 

Carolan,  last  of  the  Irish  bards, 
ii,  284. 

Cart  race,  description  of,  iii.  248. 

Cartesian  System,  a  state  containing 
many  opulent  men  resembles  the, 
ii.  79. 

Carvel,  Hans,  a  poem  of  Prior's, 
i.  36,  note ;  its  character,  iv.  293. 

Cassander  died  exasperated  by  mis- 
fortune, iii.  243. 

Catharina  Alexowna,  Empress  of 
Russia,  her  efforts  to  improve  her 
subjects,  ii.  204 ;  history,  iii.  160. 

Celibacy,  its  prevalence,  iii.  252. 

Ceremony,  what  purpose  it  serves, 
iii.  112. 

Certainty,  land  of,  and  guides  to,  an 
allegory,  iii.  106. 

Cervantes  died  of  want,  iii.  342. 

Charity  of  the  English,  striking 
instance  of,  iii.  63. 

Charles  XII,  anecdotes  of,  iv.  79. 

Charteris,  Colonel,  satirical  epitaph 
on,  iv.  58,  note. 

Cheerfulness  not  to  be  produced  by 
effort,  ii.  114. 

Chesterfield,  Lord,  his  account  of 
Bolingbroke's  illness,  iv.  253. 

China,  short  view  of  its  history, 
government,  religion,  manners, 
and  customs,  iii.  7 ;  mistaken 
notion  of  the  English  regarding, 
94;  its  history  compared  with 
that  of  Europe,  120;  symptoms 
and  cause  of  her  decline,  184  ; 
merciful  spirit  of  her  laws,  230. 
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Chinese  surprised  that  Europeans 
think  as  accurately  as  themselves, 
iii.  3;  their  idea  of  beauty,  12; 
acquaintance  with  European 
learning  and  arts,  97. 

Chinese  Letters,  the  Citizen  of  the 
World,  first  appeared  under  that 
title,  i.  24. 

Choang  and  Hansi,  a  tale  of  con- 
jugal affection,  iii  49. 

Choice  spirits,  club  of,  ii.  164. 

Cibber,  Theophilus,  ludicrous  me- 
moir of,  ii.  206. 

Circumstances,  merit  owes  its  suc- 
cess partly  to,  iv.  60. 

Cities,  large,  the  soil  of  great 
virtues  and  great  Nnces,  iii.  2t*7. 

Citizen  of  the  World,  when  written, 
i.  24  ;  its  character,  63 ;  advan- 
tages of  its  plan,  iii."  7  ;  style,  4 ; 
notice  respecting,  7. 

Citizen  of  the  World,  a  philosopher 
praised  for  calling  himself  so, 
li.  216. 

Clairon,  Mademoiselle,  her  graceful 
acting  described,  iv.  84. 

Clare,  Lord,  poetical  epistle  to, 
i.  113. 

Classics,  advantages  of  perusing, 
ii.  228  ;  character  of  several,  229. 

Cobbler,  history  of  a  philosophic, 
iii.  189. 

Cognoscento,  in  what  the  secret 
of  being  one  consists,  ii.  93. 

Collins,  Mr,  iv.  37,  note ;  character 
of  his  Selim,  292. 

Colman,  brings  forward  Gold- 
smith's comedy  of  the  Good 
Natured  Mao,  at  Covent  Garden, 
i.  3.3 ;  gives  the  comedy  of  She 
Stoops  to  Conquer  a  trial,  40 ; 
his  sarcastic  answer  to  Gold- 
smith, 43;  kindness  acknow- 
ledged, 170. 

Colonies  should  be  in  proportion  to 
the  mother  country,  iii.  47  ;  im- 
policy of  transplanting  the  best 
subjects  thither,  48. 

Comedy,  posterior  to  tragedy,  ii. 
241  ;  foundation  of,  ib.  ;  licen- 
tiousness of,  ib.  ;  its  province, 
289;  the  new,  by  whom  intro- 


duced, ii.  24-3  ;  the  sentimental, 
its  merits  examined,  ii.  290. 

Comic  poets,  notice  of  the  principal 
ancient  ones,  ii.  242. 

Commerce,  impolicy  of  England 
cultivating  that  alone,  iii.  67. 

Commercial  states  in  time  become 
aristocratic,  ii.  79. 

Conceits,  examples  of,  ii.  262. 

Confucius,  his  opinion  as  to  the  duty 
of  the  learned,  iii.  35. 

Conjuror  and  tailor,  story  of,  iii. 
178. 

Conscience  soon  silenced,  ii.  52. 

Contarine,  Rev.  Mr,  assists  iu 
Goldsmith's  education,  i.  5,  11  ; 
enables  him  to  study  at  Leyden, 
14;  his  death,  19;  Goldsmith's 
letter  to  him  describing  his 
voyage  to  Rotterdam,  and  the 
manners  of  the  Dutch,  302 ;  his 
legacy  to  Goldsmith,  317,  note. 

Controversy  not  the  best  employ- 
ment for  the  clergy,  ii.  185. 

Convent,  history  of  a,  ii.  189. 

Conversation,  reason  for  shunning 
no  man's,  ii.  114. 

Court  offices,  Eastern,  some  that 
might  be  introduced  with  advan- 
tage in  England,  iii.  304. 

Corneille  did  not  shine  in  company, 
i.  38. 

Cradock,  Joseph,  i.  125,  note. 

Crispe,  Mr,  some  account  of  his 
office,  ii.  90. 

Crebillon,  junior,  iv.  26. 

Critics,  iii.  56  ;  what  sort  of  person 
is  fitted  for  being  one,  ]  49  ;  first 
corrupters  of  ancient  literature, 
iv.  7. 

Criticising,  manner  of,  in  China, 
superior  to  that  in  England, 
iii.  165. 

Criticisms,  notice  of  Goldsmith's, 
ii.  298. 

Criticism,  its  increase  portends 
the  decay  of  learning,  iv.  38. 

Croaker,  what  suggested  the  idea 
of,  i.  33. 

Croaker,  Mrs,  wife  of  the  preced- 
ing, i.  179. 

Croker,     Mr,     objects    to    Gold. 
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smith's  being  ranked  in  the 
Johnsonian  school,  i.  62. 

Cumberland,  his  account  of  the 
first  performance  of  She  Stoops 
to  Conquer,  i.  40  ;  his  character 
of  Goldsmith's  conversation,  58  ; 
his  prose,  62  ;  some  account  of, 
117,  note;  his  epitaph,  119; 
supplement  to  Goldsmith's  Reta- 
liation, 124. 

Curiosity  must  be  excited  before 
reason  exert  its  powers,  iii.  236. 

Custom  superior  to  written  law, 
iv.  158. 

Cyrillo  Padovano,  the  noted  sleep- 
walker, iv.  183. 

C)Tus,  his  conquest  of  Babylon, 
i.  64. 


Damien,  Robert  Francis,  his  cruel 
punishment,  i.  93,  note. 

D'Alembert,  iv.  26. 

Dancing,  different  estimate  of,  ia 
England  and  China,  iii.  59. 

Dante,  revolution  in  literature  pro- 
duced by  his  poetry,  iy.  14. 

Daures,  their  religion,  iii.  28 ;  cus- 
toms, 29. 

Davies,  Thomas,  memorandums  of 
Goldsmith's  agreement  to  write 
certain  histories  for  him,  i.  325. 

Death,  when  terrible,  i.  150;  just 
view  of,  151  ;  that  of  the  youthful 
happy,  ii.  131. 

Debt,  three  ways  of  getting  into,  ii. 
207. 

Deceit  and  falsehood  an  overmatch 
for  truth,  iv.  167. 

Dfgeneracy  of  the  age  denied,  ii. 
185;  picture  of,  1«7. 

Demigods,  what  produced,  iii.  319. 

Denmark,  state  of  polite  learning  in, 
iv.  21. 

Deserted  Village,  a  poem  ;  object  of 
the  poein  to  shew  the  evils  of 
luxury,  i.  94. 

Di-sires,  misery  of,  without  the  capa- 
city of  enjoying,  iii.  237- 

l>Lvil,  rules  for  raising,  ii.  173. 

Diderot,  iv.  26. 

Dinner,  description  of  one,  i.  115; 
reasons  for  liking,  ii.  19:3. 


Dissipation,  various  kinds  of,  iii. 
128. 

Distinction,  desire  of;  disquieting 
to  its  possessor,  but  useful  to 
society,  iii.  187. 

Distress,  the  proper  object  of  tra- 
gedy, ii.  290 

Dodd,'  Reverend  Dr,  i.  1 19. 

Doctors,  in  Kngland,  cure  each  a 
particular  part,  iii.  197  ;  charac- 
ter of  the  most  eminent  advertis- 
ing, 197. 

Dog,  way  of  knowing  a  mad,  iii. 
201 ;  his  attachment  to  man,  203. 

Douglas,  Dr,  some  account  of,  i. 
117,  note ;  his  epitaph,  119. 

Dramatic  authors,  requisites  in,  iii. 
229. 

Dramatic  poetrj-,  origin  of,  ii.  238. 

Dress,  the  rich  in  England  not  dis- 
tinguished by,  iii.  150  ;  its  influ- 
ence on  the  mind,  151  ;  propriety 
of  a  law  against  dressiug  above 
one's  rank,  152  ;  bad  taste  of  the 
English  in,  iv.  72  ;  love  of,  fos- 
tered in  the  young,  95. 

Drummond,  Adam,  his  remarkable 
laugh,  i.  41. 

Dryden,  did  not  excel  in  conversa- 
tion, i.  58;  lived  by  his  pen,  ii. 
85 ;  iii.  266 ;  character  of  his 
translation  of  Ovid's  Epistles,  ii. 
306 ;  improved  the  English 
tongue,  iv.  174. 

Duellist,  not  different  from  a  mur- 
derer, ii.  140. 

Dunces,  how  useful,  iii.  220. 

Durfey,  Tom,  obscenity  of  his  writ- 
ings, iii.  155 ;  some  account  of, 
155,  note. 

Dutch,  their  power  in  Europe  much 
less  than  in  Asia,  iii,  164 ;  abject 
submissions  for  gain,  326. 


Earth  and  Animated  Nature,  His- 
tory of,  Dr  Johnson's  prediction 
regarding  it,  i.  38 ;  estimate  of 
its  merits,  .38  ;  preface  to,  iv.  280. 

Eating,  a  primary  object  with  the 
English,  iii.  309. 

Edinburgh,  its  society  not  to  Gold- 
smith's liking,  i.  13. 
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Education,  faults  in  the  mode  of, 
ii.  222 ;  what  kind  preferable, 
iv.  46,  138. 

Edwin  and  Angelina,  story  of,  i.  lOS. 
French  translation  of,  iv.  309. 

Eidyllia,  criticism  on,  ii.  317. 

Election  described,  iii.  S09. 

Ellis,  Dr,  his  liberality  to  Gold- 
smith, i.  15. 

Eloisa  to  Abelard,  character  of 
Pope's,  iv.  289. 

Eloquence,  end  and  origin  of,  ii. 
234 ;  prompted  by  nature,  iv,  150 ; 
a  talent,  not  an  art,  151 ;  recom- 
mended to  the  clergy,  155. 

Enemies,  true  method  of  destroying, 
iii.  232. 

England,  much  altered  for  the  worse, 
i.  96;  constitution  of,  iii.  146. 

England,  Goldsmith's  history  of,  in 
a  series  of  letters  from  a  nobleman 
to  his  son,  i.  26  ;  his  larger  his- 
tory of,  34 ;  preface  to  the  latter, 
iv.  276. 

English,  some  features  of  their  cha- 
racter, iii.  13;  instance  of  their 
politeness,  ]  5  ;  their  excellence  in 
the  art  of  healing,  66 ;  curiosity 
for  sights  and  monsters,  130  ;  in 
what  their  freedom  consists,  144 ; 
their  contentious  spirit,  245 ;  good 
and  bad  qualities,  262. 

English  clergy,  their  superior  advan- 
tages, ii.  180  ;  cause  of  their  un- 
popularity, 181. 

English  language  admits  of  the  same 
measures  as  Greek  and  Latin,  ii. 
276. 

English  poetr)'.  Beauties  of,  preface 
to,  iv.  287  ;  remarks  on  the  pieces 
in  that  collection,  283. 

Enlightened  periods  coeval  over  the 
world,  iii.  185. 

Enthusiasm,  instances  of  in  men  of 
genius,  ii.  244. 

Enthusiasms,  advantages  of,  iv.  156. 

Epicure,  refined,  iii.  152. 

Epidemic  terror,  what  kind  of  dis- 
ease, iii.  200. 

Epigram,  debate  carried  on  by,  iii. 
31 1  ;  specimens  of,  313. 

Epitaph  on  Goldsmith,  i.  31  ;  let- 
ters relating  to,  iv.  022. 


i  Epitaph,    specimen   of  a  harmless 
I      flattering  one,  iii.  293. 
I  Epitaphs,  what  may  be  concluded 
I      from,  iii.  33. 

Essav,  a  s'nort  one  necessarily  super- 
fiwal,  ii.  162. 

Essays,  Goldsmith's,  editor's  notice 
of,  ii.  160 ;  author's  preface  to, 
161. 

Europe,  character  of  its  history,  iii. 
1 23 ;  numerous  titles  of  its  prince^. 
332. 

Europeans,  monstrous  fables  in  their 
books,  iii.  43. 

Evans,  the  bookseller.  Goldsmith's 
quarrel  with,  i.  43,  iv.  320. 

Excess,  men  abridged  in  one,  fall 
into  another,  iii.  169. 

Expenses,  imnecessarv,  censured, 
iv.  119. 

Experimental  philosophy,  introduc- 
tion to  a  survey  of,  iv.  300;  prin- 
cipal improvers  of,  302. 


Faces,  ladies  have  two,  iii.  13. 
FalstafF,    pleasure   afforded   by   the 

character  of,  ii.  185. 
Fame,  unjust  distribution  of,  among 

the  female  sex,    iii.    180;    most 

difficult  to  acquire  In  a  polite  age, 

219,  iv.  5  ;  seldom  conferred  upon 

living  merit,  iii.  302. 
Fame   machine,   a   reverie   on   the 

travellers  by,  iv.  125. 
Fashion,  club  of,  ii.  168 ;  qualifica- 
tions of  a  woman  of,  in  former 

times,  192. 
Fashionable    letters,    specimens    of 

Chinese  and  Englisli,  iii.  113. 
Fat  man  in  a  shipwreck,  story  of 

one,  ii.  161. 
Favours,  receiving,  lowers  a  man, 

iii.  280 ;  to  seem  to  want,  not  the 

way  to  obtain,  iv.  89. 
FecUngs,    our  own,    not   a  proper 

standard  of  those  of  others,  ii.  25. 
Females,  proposal  to  make  warriors 

of,  ii.  213. 
Ferrers,  Lord,  his  execution,  iii.  1 10, 

7iote. 
Fiddler  and  his  wife,  a  stor\',  iii. 

193. 


t 
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Filial  obeiiience,  importance  of,  to 
a  state,  iii.  120. 

Fine  gentleman,  trades  required  to 
make  one.  iii.  11;  description  of, 
12. 

Fine  lady  contrasted  with  a  Chinese 
beauty,  iii.  12. 

Fineering,  practice  of,  explained,  ii 
207. 

Fits,  their  use  in  modern  tragedy, 
iii.  60. 

Flatterer,  the  situation  of  one  disa- 
greeable, iii.  76. 

Flatter^-,  proposal  to  erect  it  into  a 
profession,  iii.  SOo  ;  should  not  be 
beston-ed  on  the  young,  iv.  141. 

Fools,  we  should  not  be  angry  at  men 
for  being,  ii.  16S. 

Fordyce,  Dr,  attends  Goldsmith  in 
his  last  illness,  i.  49. 

Foreigners,  their  opinion  of  the 
English,  iii.  262. 

Fortitude,  an  imaginary  virtue,  iii. 
137. 

Fortune,  not  blind,  iii.  203. 

Fortune  hunter,  a  contemptible 
character,  ii.  22. 

France,  the  land  of  mirth  and  social 
ease,  i.  87 ;  allusion  to  the  author's 
partaking  in  the  amusements  of 
that  country,  87  ;  vanity  of  its 
inhabitants,  83 ;  beginning  to 
assert  its  freedom,  iii.  164;  polite 
learning  in,  iv.  23. 

Franks,  Dr  Tiir.othy,  iii.  198. 

Freedom,  dangers  it  is  exposed  to, 
i.  91  ;  degree  of  attalnalile,  91  ; 
mistaken  ideas  of,  91 ;  favourab'.e 
to  the  arts  and  sciences,  iv.  6. 

Freethinking,  evils  of,  ii.  28. 

Freijo,  Padre,  some  particulars  con- 
cerning, iv.  98. 
French,  dignity  of  their  preachers, 
ii.  182;  peculiarities  of  their  man- 
ner, iii.  226  ;  their  levity  contri- 
butes to  their  happiness,  iv.  23  ; 
eminent  living  authors,  25. 
Frenchman,    sentiments  of  one  on 
the  temper  of  the  Enghsh,  iv.  16. 
Friend,    duties  of   a  great    man's 

humble,  ii.  87. 
Friends,  better  tlian  grateful  depen- 
dants, iii.  193;  easily  reconciled, 


193  ;    giief  for,  how  reguLitsd, 

272. 
Friendship,  disproportioned,  usually 

ends  in  disgust,  ii.  22;  apostrophe 

to,  iii.  77. 
Frugality,  political,  not  practised  by 

the  English,  iv.  116. 
Fudge,  Jlr,  hissvstem  of  publishing 

books,  iii.  148. 
Funeral  solemnities  of  the  English 

compared  with  those  of  the  Chi- 
nese, iii.  31. 
Future,  expectation  of  the,  an  uneasy 

feeling,  iii.  127 


Gaming,  different  stakes  of  the 
English  and  Chinese  ladies  in, 
iii.  283. 

Garden,  a  Chinese,  iii.  89. 

Gardening,  English,  iii.  89. 

Garth,  Dr,  character  of  his  Dispen- 
sary, iv.  291. 

Garrick,  Mr,  declines  representing 
Goldsmith's  Good-Natured  Man, 
i.  33  ;  his  remark  on  Goldsmith's 
dress,  53  ;  contrast  he  makes  be- 
tween Goldsmith's  writing  and 
conversation,  33  ;  his  description 
of  Goldsmith's  character,  61 ;  his 
epitaph,  120 ;  two  poems  on 
Goldsmith,  123. 

Gaubius,  professor  of  Chemistr\'  at 
Leyden  ;  Goldsmith  studies  under 
him,  i.  14,  303;  iv.  31. 

Gav,  character  of  liis  Shepherd's 
A\'eek,  iv.  290. 

Geometry  strengthens  the  powers  of 
the  mind,  ii.  2.30. 

Generosity,  how  acts  of,  affect  a 
person  of  taste,  ii.  226 ;  will  pro- 
cure esteem  but  not  love,  iii.  190. 

Genius,  of  slow  growth  attains  great 
perfection,  ii.  220 ;  instances  of 
that,  221 ;  rewards  of,  improperly 
applied,  iv.  30. 

German  Empire  threatened  with 
dissolution,  iii.  163. 

Germany,  state  of  polite  learning  in, 
iv.  16. 

Ghost  in  Cock  Laae,  stor)'  of,  ii. 
1(57. 

Giant  and  a  Dtrarf,  fable  of,  ii.  oO. 


336 


INDEX. 


Gift,  The,  a  poem,  i.  129. 

Godinot,  a  reputed  miser,  iv.  97. 

Goldsmith,  Rev.  Charles,  some  ac- 
count of,  i.  3. 

Goldsmith,  Rev.  Henry,  some  ac- 
count of,  i.  4 ;  The  Traveller 
dedicated  to  him,  79  ;  Goldsmith 
approves  his  choice  of  an  obscure 
life,  79 ;  Goldsmith's  letter  to 
him,  31 1 ;  Goldsmith's  advice  to 
him  on  the  education  of  his  son, 
313. 

Goldsmith,  Maurice,  some  account 
of,  i.  315,  7iote  ;  Goldsmith's  let- 
ter to,  316. 

Goldsmith,  Oliver,  his  variety  of 
genius,  i.  2  ;  birth  and  parentage, 
3;  education,  4;  adventure,  said 
to  have  furnished  the  idea  of  She 
Stoops  to  Conquer,  5 ;  enters 
Trinity  College,  Dublin,  6;  leaves 
College,  and  intends  to  quit  his 
country,  7  ;  is  brought  back,  7  ; 
made  A.  B.  9  ;  concerned  in  a  riot, 
9 ;  loses  his  father,  9 ;  fails  to 
obtain  licence  as  a  clergyman,  9 ; 
his  desire  to  travel,  10 ;  adven- 
tures in  one  of  his  excursions,  10 ; 
his  friends  wish  him  to  study  law, 
1 1  ;  sent  to  Edinburgh  to  study 
physic,  12;  his  behaviour,  12  j 
leaves  college  without  a  diploma, 
13;  arrives  at  Rotterdam,  after  a 
narrow  escape  from  shipwreck, 
14;  studies  medicine  at  Leyden, 
14,  304  ;  his  thoughtless  extrava- 
gance, 16;  performs  the  tour  of 
Europe,  16  ;  his  destitute  state  on 
arriving  in  London,  19;  becomes 
usher  in  an  academy,  20  ;  acts  as 
journeyman  to  a  chemist,  21  ; 
commences  practitioner  in  South- 
wark,  21  ;  applies  to  the  book- 
sellers for  employment,  21 ;  writes 
occasionally  m  the  reviews,  21 ; 
first  dramatic  attempt,  21 ;  gets  an 
appointment  in  India,  but  never 
entered  upon  it,  22 ;  dissolves  an 
engagement  to  write  for  the 
Monthly  Review,  22;  publishes 
his  Inquiry  into  the  Present  State 
of  Polite  Learning,  23;  his  lite- 
rary occupations,  24  j  Citizen  of 


the  World,  and  Vicar  of  Wake- 
field, 24  ;  extricated  from  a  disa- 
greeable dilemma  by  Dr  Johnson, 
26  ;  writes  a  History  of  England, 
and  a  Survey  of  Experimental 
Philosophy,  26  ;  adopts  a  splendid 
style  of  living,  27  ;  his  attention 
to  dress,  28  ;  frequents  the  meet- 
ings of  the  Literary  Club,  29; 
publishes  his  Traveller,  ib. ;  intro- 
duced to  the  Earl  of  Northumber- 
land, 80  ;  his  scheme  of  making 
the  tour  of  Asia,  31 ;  facility  of 
imposing  on  him  by  flattery,  32  ; 
the  Deserted  Village,  33;  his 
manner  of  composing  in  prose  and 
verse,  83 ;  excuse  for  writing  so 
little  poetry,  34 ;  publishes  his 
Roman  History,  and  History  of 
England,  34 ;  price  he  received 
for  his  histories,  84 ;  Dr  Johnson's 
estimate  of  his  merits  as  a  histo- 
rian, 35  ;  writes  Lives  of  Parnell 
and  Bolingbroke,  36  ;  publishes 
his  Beauties  of  English  Poetry, 
.36  ;  imdertakes  his  Historj'  of  the 
Earth  and  Animated  Nature,  37 ; 
what  he  received  for  it,  89  ;  She 
Stoops  to  Conquer,  39 ;  his  as- 
sault upon  Evans,  the  publisher 
of  the  London  Packet,  44;  pub- 
lishes his  Vindication,  44 ;  his 
project  of  a  Universal  Dictionary  of 
Arts  and  Sciences,  46 ;  becomes 
subject  to  a  serious  disorder,  47  ; 
his  alternate  habits  of  intense 
study  and  dissipation,  47  ;  causes 
of  his  poverty,  48;  is  seized  with 
a  violent  fever,  48  ;  his  death,  4!) ; 
funeral,  50  ;  monument  to  him  in 
Poet's  Corner,  with  inscription  by 
Johnson,  50 ;  English  inscription 
proposed,  50,  Jiute  ;  his  vanity  in 
regard  to  his  person,  62  ;  laugh- 
able instance  of  his  love  of  praise, 
53  ;  envious  of  the  reputation  of 
other  authors,  65  ;  mane  no  figure 
in  conversation,  55  ;  instance  of 
his  absence  of  mind,  59 ;  his 
moral  character,  59 ;  estimate  of 
his  character  as  a  man,  61 ;  his 
merits  as  a  prose  writer,  62 ;  as  a 
poet;  63;  remarks  on  his  princi- 
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pal  poetical  pieces,  64 ;  made 
Professor  of  Ancient  History  to 
the  Royal  Academy  of  Painting, 
316  ;  celebration  of  his  birthday, 
iv.  323. 

Good  man  struggling  with  adversity, 
who  a  nobler  object  than,  ii. 
189. 

Gaod-Natured  Man,  when  produced, 
i.  33  ;  its  character  and  reception, 
33  ;  editor's  notice  of,  169  ;  dra- 
matis persons,  170  ;  prologue,  by 
Johnson,  171. 

Gout,  a  clerical  disorder,  iii.  167. 

Government  best  administered  by 
a  few,  iii.  282. 

Gratitude  and  love,  their  difference, 
iii.  191. 

Gray,  character  of  his  Elegy,  iv. 
288. 

Great,  their  distresses  excite  most 
pity,  ii.  290,  iii.  328;  tobepitied 
more  than  envied,  187;  exposed 
to  flatterers,  iii.  282. 

Great  men,  multitude  of,  iii.  215  ; 
little,  iv.  146. 

Greatness,  characteristics  of,  iv. 
110. 

Grecourt  imitated,  i.  129. 

Gresset,  his  style,  iv.  26. 

Guilt  and  shame,  an  allegorj',  ii.  61. 


Hamlet's  soliloquy,  a  heap" of  absur- 
dities, ii.  256;  objections  to  the 
author's  opinion  of,  259,  note. 

Handel  at  the  head  of  the  English 
school  of  music,  ii.  260. 

Happiness,  each  nation  supposes  its 
own  country  to  possess  most,  i. 
83 ;  every  state  nas  a  favourite 


Heart,  its  education  should  precede 
that  of  the  understanding,  ii. 
227. 

Henriquez,  Jacob,  an  example  of 
Christian  fortitude,  ii.  211. 

Hemy  IV.  of  France,  affecting 
instance  of  his  humanity,  ii.  227. 

Hermit,  a  ballad,  remarks  on  it, 
i.  67 ;  how  far  original,  106, 
note  ;  attempt  to  prove  it  a  trans- 
lation from  the  French,  iv.  309. 

Hickev,  Mr,  i.  117,  note;  epitaph 
on,  121. 

High  Life  Below  Stairs,  remarks  ou 
the  farce  of,  iv.  130. 

Historj-  of  the  World,  introduction 
to  a  new,  iv.  267. 

Historj-,  advantages  of  knowing, 
ii.  2^0. 

Hobbes,  his  opinion  concerning 
laughter,  iv.  165. 

Hodson,  Daniel,  Esq.  Goldsmith 
gives  him  an  account  of  his  cir- 
cumstances, i.  305 ;  Goldsmith 
mentions  to  him  his  Indian  ap- 
pointment, 308. 

Hogarth,  Mr,  his  opinion  of  con- 
noisseurs, iv.  40. 

Holberg,  Baron,  Goldsmith's  de- 
scription of  his  tour  of  Europe, 
i.  16,  iv.  21. 

Holland,  the  patience  of  its  inha- 
bitants, i.  88 ;  their  industry'  and 
love  of  gain,  89  ;  contrasted  with 
Scotland,  304 ;  operation  of  its 
laws,  ii.  80 ;  state  of  polite  learn- 
ing in,  iv.  16. 

Home,  distress  of  a  family  at  leaving, 
i.  104  ;  attachment  to,  iii.  287. 


Homer,  beauties  of  his  poetrj-, 
247  ;  his  poverty,  iii.  242. 
kind  of,  84 ;  human  imperfect,  I  Honest  man  the  noblest  work  of 
ii.  132;  no  sj'stem  of,  suited  to  God,  that  maxim  disputed,  ii.  60. 
all  conditions,  iii.  126;  constitu-  Hope  the  solace  of  the  wretched, 
tional,  129,  iv.  81.  |      i.  161. 

Harmonical    Society,    account    of,  '  Horace,   what  he    said    of   genius 

applicable  to  taste,  ii.  219;  cha- 
racter of  his  writings,  229. 
Homeck,    the    Misses,    Goldsmith 
accompanies  them  to  Paris,  i.  .'39. 
Hospitality  commended,  ii.  24. 
Hume,   his  principles  blamed,   iv. 
278. 


166. 

Hawkins,  Sir  John,  story  told  by 
him  of  Goldsmith,  i.  17,  note  ,- 
particulars  of  Goldsmith's  inter- 
view with  the  Earl  of  Northum- 
berland, 31  ;  malignity  of  his 
statements,  55. 
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Humour,  danger  of  banisliinff  from 
the  stage,  ii.  292 ;  definition  of, 
iv.  42. 

Husbands,  most  prudent  conduct 
for  Englisli,  iii.  53 ;  ladies  advised 
to  get,' 252. 

Hyde,  Lord,  dissuades  the  publish- 
ing of  Bolingbroke's  Letters  on 
History,  iv.  255. 

Hymns,  their  early  use  in  religious 
rites,  ii.  235. 

Hj'pasia,  history  of,  iv.  92. 

Hyperbole  defined,  ii.  269. 


Ideal  beauty,   whence  derived,   ii. 

231. 
Ignorance,  happiness  of  the  valley 

of,  iii.  105  ;  is  positive,  334. 
Ill  nature  passes  for  wit,  iv.  39. 
II  Penseroso,  its  character,  iv.  288. 
Imagination,   can  recall  the    past, 

i.  73  ;  a  strong  one,  dangerous  to 

content,  ii.  286. 
Imitation,    pleasure    arising    fi-om, 

ii.   232  ;    foundation  of  the  fine 

arts,  244. 
Inconstancy  produced  by  a  love   of 

reasoning,  iii  3-34. 
Insects,  sagacity  of,  iv.  106. 
Instinct,  superior  to  reason,  i.  132. 
Insults,    advantages    to    be  drawn 

from,  iii.  2-39. 
Invention  and  enthusiasm  constitute 

genius,  ii.  244. 
Ireland,    Goldsmith's  partiality  to, 

i.  306. 
Iris,  lines  addressed  to.  i.  129. 
Italy,    combines    all     the    richest 

bounties  of  nature,   i.    84;    de- 
graded condition  of  its  inhabitants, 

84  ;   state  of  polite  learning  in, 

iv.  14. 


Jests,  success  of  a  rich  man's,  ii.  26. 

Johnson,  Dr,  his  opinion  that  Gold- 
smith's talents  were  slow  in  matu- 
ring disproved,  i.  8 ;  sells  the 
Yicar  of  Wakefield  for  him,  25  ; 
Ills  opinion  of  Gold'<mith's  fitness 
for  an  Asiatic  tour,  32  ;  estimate 
of  Goldsmith  as  a  historian,  85 ; 


stands  forth  as'  the  champion  of 
Goldsmith's  comedy,  She  Stoops 
to  Conquer,  40 ;  his  observation 
in  regard  to  that  piece,  42 ; 
opinion  as  to  Goldsmith's  religion, 
60 ;  disclaims  Goldsmith  as  an 
imitator,  62 ;  his  estimate  of  Gold- 
smith as  an  author,  67. 

Justice,  the  greatest  and  most  diffi- 
cult of  kingly  virtues,  iii.  109; 
striking  instance  of,  110. 

Justice  and  Generosity,  a  tale,  iv. 
95. 

Kabul,  story  of  his  death  and  trans- 
migration, iii.  42. 

Kearney,  Archdeacon,  his  evidence 
that  Goldsmithd  istinguished  him- 
self at  college,  i.  8. 

Kelly,  the  dramatist,  editor  of  the 
Public  Ledger,  i.  24 ;  some  ac- 
count of,  121,  note. 

Kenrick,   Dr,   liis  scurrilous  letter 

to    Gold-ni'.th,    i.   43,   iv.   320; 

some  account  of,  i.  119. 

1  Kentish  Town,  remarks  en,  in  the 

I      style  of  modern  travellers,  iii. 337 

Kilcoubry,  Lord,  a  glover,  i.  301. 

Kings,  when  their  praise  is  lasting, 
i.  149;  arguments  in  favour  of, 
ii.  78. 

Knighthood,  proposal  to  establish 
in  England  an  order  of  female, 
iii.  805. 

Knowledge  of  one's  self,  its  impor- 
tance, i.  322. 

Kunokephaloi,  curious  accounts  of, ' 
iii.  44. 

Laberius,  his  speech  when  forced 

upon  the  stage,  i.  l.'ifi,  ii.  5;;39. 
Language,   what  the  true  use  of, 

iv.  87. 
Langton,  Bennet,  Esq.  Goldsmith's 

letter  to,  i.  318. 
Lao,  looking-glass  of,  its  wonderful 

properties,  i  i.  132. 
Lauder,  William,  an  impostor,  i.  120, 

7iole. 
Laughing  makes  up  for  want  of  wit, 

ii!  157. 
Laws,    too  many  have   the    same 

effect  as  too  few,  ii.  191  ;  moie 


indulfjent  in  monarchical  ttan 
popular  governments,  iii.  143 ; 
in  what  the  Chinese  and  English 
differ,  iii.  210. 

Lawsiiits,  remarks  on,  iii.  277. 

Lawyers,  how  they  live,  iii.  277. 

Lee,  Nathaniel,  his  rant,  ii.  224. 

Legislature  should  make  reforma- 
tion the  aim  of  laws,  ii.  122. 

Lennox,  Mrs  Charlotte,  an  au- 
thoress, i.  141,  ncte. 

Leo,  the  philosopher,  liis  writings, 
iv.  12. 

Letters,    republic     of,    that    term  | 
inappropriate,  iii.  34.  . 

Lies,  trade  in,  carried  on,  iiu  16.      | 

Life,  miseries  of,  i.  1 78  ;  what  gives 
it  its  true  relish,  ii.  285  ;  to  what 
compared,  iv.  51. 

Lissoy  supposed  to  be  the  scene  of 
the  Deserted  Village,  i.  95,  note. 

Literary  Club,  some  account  of, 
i.  28,  note ;  conti-ibute  for  a 
monument  to  Goldsmith,  30. 

Literary  men,  several  eminent 
foreign,  noticed,  iv.  22. 

Literature,  to  arrest  its  decline  the 
oause  and  remedies  should  be 
pointed  out,  iv.  4 ;  the  numbers 
who  aspire  to  its  honours  inju- 
rious, 5 ;  its  progress  towards 
maturity  how  promoted,  5;  causes 
ci  ths  depravation  of  ancient,  7. 

Logicians  Refuted,  a  poem,  i.  131. 

London  affords  every  kind  of  com- 
pany, ii.  163 ;  contrasted  with 
Nankin,  iii.  9. 

Lo:idon,  a  poem,  its  character, 
iv.  289. 


Longinus,  bis  opjnion  m  regard  to 
metaphors,  ii.  254. 

Lo^•e,  that  of  the  English  and  Dutch 
contrasted,  iii.  48 ;  obstacles  to, 
in  different  countries,  316. 

Lovers,  what  kind  the  most  danger- 
ous, iii.  174. 

Luke  and  George  Leek,  some  account 
of,  i.  93,  note. 

I>umpkin,  Tony,  L  2.'36 ;  an 
improved  edition  of  Humphry 
Gubbins,  42. 

Liixury  spreads  a  deceitful  splendour 
over  a  country,  i.  102;  aggravates 
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the  miseries  of  the  poor,   103 ; 

attended  with  some  good  effects, 

iii.  SO. 
Mac  Flecknoe,  a  satire,  its  cliaracter, 

iv.  290. 
Macpherson,  James,  Esq.  i.  119. 
3IaQ  Dog,  elegy  on  the  death  of  a, 

i    130. 
Maffci,  his  tragedies,  iv.  15. 
Magazine,    Lady's,    conducted    by 

Goldsmith,  i.  24. 
Magazine,  The  Infernal,  ii.  171. 
Magazine,  specimen  of  one  in  minia- 
ture, ii.  170. 
Magistra.te,    a  corrupt,    a  human 

hyaena,  iii.  23.3. 
Males  and  females,   proportion   of, 

ii.211. 
Mallet,    David,    Esq.    Bolingbroke 

bequeathes  him  his  writings,  iv. 

252 ;    refuses    to    suppress   the 

letti  rs  on  history,  258. 
^lan,  his  rationality  disputed,  i.  131 ; 

a  solecism  in  nature,  ii.  175,  iii. 

41  ;  his  ignorance  and  need  of  a 

revelation,  62. 
Man  in  Black,  in  the  Citizen  of  the 

World,  iii.  34 ;  who  the  arche- 

tT.-pc  of,  i.  3. 
Mandarines,  story  of  one  ostenta- 
tious of  his  jewels,  iii.  188. 
Mandarines,   story  of  the   twelve, 

iii.  121. 
^Mankind  have  periods  of  advancing 

and  retrograding  in  civilization, 

iii.  1 84  ;  neither  their  virtues  nor 

vices  without  alloy,   195  ;  com- 
pared to  a  ship,  241;  high  notions 

cf  th  J  dignity  of  their  nature,  318. 
Alargites  of  Homer,   first   regular 

pian  cf  comedy,  ii.  241. 
JIailow,  in  She  Stoops  to  Conquer, 

resembles  Lord  Hardy  in  Steele's 

Funeral,  i,  42. 
Marriages,  runaway,  seldom  turn 

out  well,  ii.  293. 
Marsyas,  fable  of,  ii.  25. 
Massey,  his  translation  of   Ovid  s 

Fasti  criticised,  ii.  307. 
Ma-ssillon,  his  impressive  preaching, 

ii.  182;  specimen  of,  iv.  15.'j. 
Mathematics,  Goldsmith's  opinion 

of,  iv.  60. 
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Matilda,  story  of,  ii.  106. 
Matrimony,  discourageaicnts  to,  iii. 

210. 
Maupertuis,  Mr,  account  of,  iv.  71. 
JSIedicine,  advertising  professors  of, 

iii.  66. 
Member  of  society,  better  to  be  an 

amusing  than  auseful  one,  iii.  132. 
Memory,  a  source  of  pain,  i.  141, 

iii.  127. 
Mental  acquirements  make  us  more 

sensible  of  our  defects,  ii.  185. 
Mentius  and  the  Hermit,  iii.  192. 
Mercury,  a  modern  poet  compared 

to,  i.  13;3. 
Merit,  wisdom  of  conferring  rewards 

on  deceased,  iii.   34 ;  reflections 

on  unfortunate,  iv.  133. 
Metaphor,  its  great  use  in  poetr)', 

ii.  253  ;  mixed,  256  ;  should  not 

be  pursued  too  far,  261. 
Metastasio,  character  of  his  poetry, 

iv.  15. 
Methodists,  Dr  Johnson's  opinion 

of,  ii.  184. 
Middle  order  in  a  state,  the  most 

virtuous,  ii.  79  ;  how  its  influence 

may  be  destroyed,  79 ;  observa- 
tions on  the  pride  and  luxury  of, 

iv.  160. 
MUls,   Edward,  Esq.    Goldsmith's 

letter  to,  i.  310. 
Mind,  the  good  effects  of  unbending 

the,  iii.  156. 
Mirth,  enthusiasts  enemies  to,  iii. 

307. 
IMischief,  the  power  of  doing  seldom 

commensurate  with   the   desire, 

ii.  60. 
Misers,  that  name  often  misapplied, 

iv.  97,  118. 
Misery,  whence  it  proceeds,  iii.  129 ; 

setf  created,  263. 
Montaigne,  not  admired  in  company, 

i.  58;  remark  of  his,  315. 
Montesquieu,   the   Citizen    of    the 

World,  an  imitation  of  his  Lettres 

Persanes,   i.   63 ;    his  Spirit   of 

Laws,  iv.  25. 
Moral  Philosophers,  Society  of,  ii. 

169. 
Morals  low   where  there  is  little 

refinement,  i.  87. 


Mordaunt,   Sir  Pl.ilip,  his  suicide 

blamed,  iii.  215. 
Mourning,  manner  of  in  England 

and  China,  iii.  270. 
Multitude,  their  approbation  seldom 

well  founded,  iii.  109. 
Music,  three  principal  schools  of, 

ii.  278. 
Muzzy  Club,  account  of,  ii.  165. 
Myra,  sonnet  to,  i.  139. 


Nabis,  his  instrument  of  torture, 
iv.  289. 

Naivete,  what,  ii.  222. 

National  concord,  thoughts  on,  ii. 
208. 

Natural  history,  advantages  of 
studying,  iv.  261  ;  notice  of  the 
principal  writers  in,  261 ;  objects 
of,  280  ;  systems  of,  281. 

Naturalists,  their  trifling  pursuits, 
iii.  256. 

Nature  unjustly  charged  with  par- 
tiality to  particular  ages,  iv.  4. 

New  books,  their  value  compared 
with  old,  iii.  218. 

Newmarket,  remarks  on  horse- 
racing  there,  iii.  247. 

Newspaper,   specimen  of  a,  iii.  17. 

Nobility  are  sure  of  flattering  elegies, 
iii.  293. 

Nobleman,  account  of  an  English, 
iii.  91 ;  why  courted,  92;  dullest 
productions  of  one  sure  of  success, 
iii.  166. 

Noise  in  the  world,  in  what  way 
some  make  a,  ii.  198. 

Northumberland,  Earl  of,  offers 
Goldsmith  his  protection,  i.  4 ; 
invites  him  to  an  interview,  30; 
neglects  Goldsmith's  recommen- 
dation in  favour  of  Lis  brother 
Henry,  31. 

Novels,  their  bad  effects  upon  youth, 
i.  313. 

Novelty  offensive  to  critics,  iv.  40. 

Numbers,  the  restraint  of,  advan- 
tageous to  poetry,  iii.  116. 


Oglethorpe,  General,  letter  from,  on 
the  detects  of  hospitals,  i.  319. 
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Obscure  ages,  view  of,  iv.  11;  some 
of  the  principal  writers  of,  12. 

Old  maids,  tnat  state  not  invo- 
luntarj',  iii.  80. 

Opposition,  within  due  bounds, 
salutarj',  ii.  209 ;  not  incompatible 
with  national  concord,  210. 

Opera,  state  of  in  England,  iv.  179. 

Otway,  his  pathos,  ii.  224. 

Ovid,  his  false  taste,  ii.  224  ;  diffi- 
culty of  translating,  307. 

Paine,  Thomas,  his  letter  to  Gold- 
smith, i.  320. 

Painter,  story  of  a,  iii.  179. 

Painting,  poetry  a  kind  of,  ii.  246 ; 
undue  partiality  to,  iii.  98. 

Pamell,  Dr,  epitaph  on,  i.  138 ; 
account  of  his  life,  iv.  189 ;  Pope's 
letters  to  him,  197 ;  joint  letter 
of  his  friends  to  him,  198;  his 
merits  as  a  poet,  204;  remarks 
on  his  poetical  pieces,  205. 

Party,  its  eflFects  on  the  mind, 
i.  80. 

Passion  employs  figurative  language, 
ii.  254. 

Passions,  the  source  of  our  pleasures 
as  well  as  misfortunes,  iii.  137 ; 
the  business  of  philosophy  in 
regard  to,  138. 

Patience,  man  not  aware  of  its 
extent  till  tiied,  ii.  75. 

Patronage  of  genius,  formerly  fa- 
shionable among  the  nobility, 
iv.  33. 

Peace-makers,  a  kind  of  judges  in 
Holland,  their  usefulness,  iv. 
120. 

Peasantry,  a  bold,  once  destroyed, 
cannot  be  replaced,  i.  96. 

Penal  laws,  bad  effects  of  their 
severity,  ii.  123;  heaviest  on  the 
poor,  iii.  230;  impolicy  of,  231. 

Percy,  Dr,  Bishop  of  Dromore,  his 
life   of  Goldsmith,    i.   2,   note; 
description  of  Goldsmith's  lodg- 
ing, 22. 
Pergolese,  his  music,  ii.  278. 
Persians,  their  extravagant  honour 

to  Ali,  iii.  320. 
Philosopher,   indigent,   his  speech 
in  favour  of  a  war  with  Spain, 
ii.  1 72 ;  rules  for  behaviour,  ib. 


Philosopher,  diary  of  a  desponding, 
iii.  263. 

Philosophers,  reflections  suggested 
by  their  fates,  iii.  124. 

Philosophy,  its  consolations  insuffi- 
cient, ii.  133;  its  advantages, 
iii.  129. 

Philosophy,  Goldsmith's  Survey  of 
Experimental,  its  character,  i. 
26  ;  introduction  to,  iv,  300. 

Physicians,  advertising,  receive 
their  knowledge  by  inspiration, 
iii.  67  ;  much  encouraged,  196. 

Pilkington,  Mr,  imposes  upon 
Goldsmith,  i.  48,  note. 

Piozzi,  Mrs,  weight  due  to  her 
statements,  i.  55. 

Pirates,  cruel  punishment  of  the 
Wolga,  iii.  267. 

Pity,  incompatible  with  friendship, 
iv.  88 ;  seldom  leads  to  great 
effects,  89. 

Plato,  his  metaphors  censured,  ii. 
254. 

Playhouse,  description  of  the  spec- 
tators, and  performance  at,  iii. 
67. 

Pleasing  all,  not  to  be  attempted, 
iii.  179. 

Pleasure,  a  man  of,  often  very 
miserable,  iii.  176. 

Pleasures,  why  the  prospect  of, 
deUghts  more  than  the  fruition, 
ii.  39 ;  all  hinge  upon  sense, 
iii.  20. 

Poetry,  the  Art  of,  by  Goldsmith, 
i.  26,  note. 

Poetry,  a  chief  amusement  among 
unpolished  nations,  i.  79 ;  apt  to 
be  supplanted  by  painting  and 
music,  79,  iii.  98;  in  what  re- 
spect not  strictly  according  to 
nature,  ii.  232;  origin  of,  234; 
distinctive  qualities  of,  245. 

Poets,  their  enviable  faculty  of 
hoping,  ii.  285 ;  not  necessarily 
versifiers,  iii.  1 16 ;  some  prose 
writers  deserving  the  title  of, 
116;  prior  to  prose  writers,  ib. 
iv.7;  faults  of  modern  English,  iii. 
117;  their  character  every  where 
the  same,  241 ;  instances  of  poor, 
242 ;  their  poverty  an  improper 
subject  of  ridicule,  iv.  36. 
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Poles,  tlieir  manners,  iv.  69. 

Polite  Learning,  Goldsmith's  in- 
quiry into  the  present  state  of, 
^vhen  written,  i.  22  ;  its  charac- 
ter, 23;  publication,  ib.  ;  intro- 
duction to,  iv.  3. 

Polite  learning,  character  of  a  na- 
tion with  posterity  depends  on 
their,  iv.  11  ;  great  men  owe 
their  immortality  to,  29. 

Politeness  introduced  by  degrees, 
ii.  206;  true,  everywhere  the 
same,  iii.  112. 

Politics,  passion  of  the  English  for, 
iii.  15;  how  gratified,  16. 

Poor,  folly  of  their  attempts  to 
cope  with  the  rich,  ii.  60 ;  their 
sorrows  unheeded,  iii.  325,  328 

Pope,  the,  contrary  accounts  of, 
iii.  43. 

Pope,  Mr,  controversy  about,  i. 
64 ;  his  translation  of  Homer, 
ii.  247 ;  blamed  for  exposing 
Parnell,  iv.  202. 

Popular  governments,  rigour  of, 
iii.  145. 

Posterity,  a  draft  upon,  ii.  162. 

Poverty,  advantages  and  disadvan- 
tages of,  iii.  195 ;  necessity  of 
concealing,  and  hints  on  the 
method,  iv.  91. 

Praise,  when  received  as  a  favour, 
and  when  as  a  debt,  ii.  203. 

Preacher,  description  of  one,  i.  98; 
requisites  in  a  popular,  ii.  182. 

Precedent,  effect  of  governing  by, 
iii.  335. 

Precocity  of  talent  seldom  leads  to 
great  excellence,  ii.  220. 

Prejudice,  absurdity  of  national, 
ii.  216 ;  not  inseparable  from 
love  of  country,  217. 

Present,  enjoving  the,  considered, 
iii.  127. 

Pretender,  the,  failure  of  his  expe- 
dition to  Scotland,  iv.  233. 

Pride  and  anger,  their  connection 
and  hurtful  effects,  i.  323;  iii. 
178. 

Prince,  trifling  studies  improper 
for  a,  iii.  138. 

I*rior,  character  of  his  Alma,  iv. 
295. 


Prison,  discipline  introduced  in  a, 

ii.  122;  contentment  in,  iii.  7S. 
Profession,  to  know  one,  sufficient, 

178. 
Promise,  sacredness  of,  ii.  100. 
Prosopopaeia,   its    effect   in  poetrv, 

ii.  249 ;  examples  of,  264. 
Providence,  in  what  respects  kinder 

to  poor  than  rich,  ii.  134. 
Public,  the  patron  of  authors,  iii. 

243. 
Punishments,  capital,  when  right, 

ii.  122. 
Purdon,    Edward,   epitaph   on,   i. 

138. 
Purse,  what  kind  the  most  luckv, 

ii.  48. 
Pyron,  his  wit,  iv.  25. 

Quebec,  stauzas  on  the  taking  of, 

i.  138. 
Quickly,  Jlrs,  imaginary  dialogue 

with,  at  the  Boar's  Head  Tavern, 

ii.  187. 

Rabelais,  his  remark  on  reckonings, 
ii.  165. 

RadclilT,  Dr,  assists  Goldsmith  in 
procuring  a  situation,  i.  20. 

Kaimond  ct  Angeline,  French 
translation  of  the  Hermit,  iv. 
309. 

Ranelagh,  a  market  for  wives,  ii. 
70. 

Rank,  a  glaring  instance  of  its 
screening  guilt,  iii.  111. 

Rape  of  the  Lock,  its  character, 
iv.  288. 

Reading,  how  it  should  be  conduct- 
ed, iii.  240. 

Reason,  a  weak  antagonist  of  pas- 
sion, ii.  181;  result  of  governing 
by,  iii.  335. 

Refinement  not  suited  to  poverty, 
ii.  37. 

Rehgion,  its  supeiiority  to  philo- 
sophy, ii.  133. 

Repentance  justly  more  prized  than 
undeviating  rectitude,  ii.  105. 

Reports,  credulity  of  the  English 
in  regard  to,  iii.  295. 

Repose,  why  men  do  not  find  it, 
i)i.  269. 
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Reputation,  asefulncss  of,  iii.  175. 
Resentment  of  the  poor,  impotent, 

iii.  178. 
Retaliation,  a  poem,  i.  1 16. 
Retirement,  blessings  of,  i.  97. 
Rets,  Cardinal  de,  his  happy  temper, 

iv.  83. 
Reviewers,  their  unfeeling  disposi- 
tion, iv.  39. 
Revolutions,  those  of  wisdom  slow 

and  difficult ;    those  of  foUy  the 

reverse,  iii.  163. 
Reynolds,  Sir  Joshua,  his  supposi- 
tion   in    regard    to    Goldsmith's 

conversation,  i.  58;  the  Deserted 

Village   dedicated   to   him,   94 ; 

epitaph    on,    121;     Goldsmith's 

letter  to,  from  Calais,  317. 
Rhyme,    its   proper    meaning,    ii. 

'273  ;  in  some  cases  indispensable, 

317;  its  propriety  defended,  iv. 

41. 
Riband,   European  princes  reward 

important     services     with     two 

yards  of,  iii.  186. 
Rich,  how  to  become,  iii.  204. 
Riches,  enjoyments  procurod  bv,  iii. 

103. 
Ridge,  John,  i.  117,  note. 
Rizzio,      David,      Scottish      times 

ascribed  to,  ii.  282. 
Robbers,  humanity  of  English,  iii. 

262. 
Rock,  Dr,  account  of,  iii.  197. 
Rollio,  observation  of  his,  ii.  249. 
Roman    History,   Preface    to   the, 

iv.  272. 
Romances    injurious   to    youth,  i. 

313,  iii.  240. 
Roubiliac  t'.ie  sculptor,  his  trial  of 

Goldsmith's  musical  knowledge, 

i.  17,  note. 
Rousseau  of  Geneva,  iv.  25. 
Russian  Empire,  the  natural  enemy 

of  the  rest  of  Europe,  iii.  250. 
Russians,    their    prudence   in   the 

treatment  of  their  wives,  iii.  53  ; 

marriage  ceremony,  ib. 

Sabinus  and  Olinda,  iv.  161. 
Satire,  its  origin,  ii.  238. 
Saxons,  their  capital  puuishmeats 
iv'.v,  ii.  123. 


Scandal  improves  by  opposition,  ii. 
64 ;  avoiding  it,  no  fault  in  an 
author,  iv.  61. 

Scirron,  a  practice  of  his,  i.  116; 
title  he  gave  himself,  308. 

Sceptic,  his  mode  of  debating,  ii. 
185. 

Scepticism  hurtful  to  the  cause  of 
literature,  iv.  27. 

School,  its  meaning  in  the  polite 
arts,  ii.  278. 

Schoolmen,  their  way  of  computing 
the  abilitescf  their  authors,  iii.  3. 

Schoolmaster,  village,  described,  i. 
100. 

Schoolmasters,  their  services  ill  re- 
warded, iv.  136. 

Sciences,  where  useless  and  where 
advantageous,  iii.  236. 

Scotch,  their  prid ',  poverty,  and 
formal  manners,  i.  300. 

Scotland,  dismal  aspect  of,  i.  299. 

Scottish  Lallad,  probably  derived 
from  Italy,  ii.  230. 

Scntt,  Sir  NValter,  some  improba- 
bilities in  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield 
pointed  out  by,  i.  24 ;  his  enco- 
mium on  the  same,  63 ;  estimate 
of  Giiklsiiiith  as  an  au'hor,  68. 

Scroggen,  a  needy  author,  and  his 
chamber  described,  i.  135. 

Separation,  more  painful  as  the  dis- 
tance increases,  iii.  10  ;  rendered 
supportable  by  correspondence, 
23. 

Sexes,  theii-  pr.wer  of  estimating 
each  other's  qualities,  ii.  35. 

She  Stoops  tn  Conquer,  when  repre- 
sented, and  precautions  used  to 
ensure  success,  i.  09 ;  its  recep- 
tion, 42 ;  Dr  Johnson's  observj- 
tion  regarding  it,  42 ;  editors 
notice  of^  231 ;  dedicated  to  Dr 
Johnson,  231  ;  dramatis  persona; 
of,  232  ;  prologue  by  Garrick, 
2;33. 

Shelburne,  Lord,  Goldsmith's  blun- 
dering speech  to,  i.  49,  note. 

Shenstone,  the  poet,  reverie  in  his 
gardens,  ii.  286;  character  of  his 
Schoiilmistress,  iv.  289 ;  of  his 
Ballads  295. 

Sidney,  Sir  Philip,  his  attempt  to 
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introduce  the  ancient  measure  in 
English  poetry,  ii.  277. 

Simile,  one  in  the  manner  of  Swift, 
i.  133 ;  defined,  ii.  264. 

Simplicity,  natural,  what,  ii.  221. 

Simplification,  excess  of,  hurtful  to 
learning,  iv.  28. 

Singe,  Dr,  Bishop  of  Eiphin,  refuses 
licence  to  Goldsmith,  i.  9. 

Sisters,  The,  prologue  to  the  comedv 
ofi.  141. 

Sleigh,  Dr,  his  kindness  to  Gold- 
smith, i.  21. 

Slipper,  to  hunt  the,  description  of 
the  game,  ii.  42. 

SmoUet,  Dr,  his  kindness  to  Gold- 
smith, i.  23 ;  character  of  his 
Tears  of  Scotland,  iv.  299, 

Societies  formed  through  fear  or 
friendship,  ii.  178. 

Soil  and  climate,  influence  of,  iii. 
260. 

Soldier,  his  felicity  never  permanent, 
ii.  106 ;  story  of  a  disabled,  iii. 
329. 

Solitude,  character  of  those  who  re- 
tire into,  iii.  196. 

Soph  cles  perfected  the  drama,  ii. 
240. 

Sorrow,  how  to  be  borne,  iii.  21. 

Spain,  state  of  polite  learning  in, 
iv.  20. 

Spanish,  example  of  their  gross  ig- 
norance, iv.  98. 

Spider,  natural  history  of  the,  iv. 
107. 

Spleen,  how  it  manifests  itself,  iii. 
258. 

Splendid  Shilling,  character  of  that 
poem,  iv.  292. 

Sprat,  Bishop,  his  reason  for  the 
gravity  of  the  English,  iv.  166. 

Spriggins,  Mr,  account  of  his  sing- 
ing, ii.  164. 

Stag,  fable  of  the,  i.  147. 

Stage,  compared  to  Ariosto's  lunar 
world,  i.  145  j  influenced  by  partv, 
iv.  43. 

Stage  players,  harshness  of  the  laws 
towards,  iii.  246;  how  they 
(•hould  be  treated,  247. 

St  Pavier,  imitated,  i.  139. 

Stories,  how  thev  gain  strength,  iii. 
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Strokes  and  dashes,  their  use,  iii. 
148. 

Strolling  player's  account  of  himself, 
ii.  133. 

Study,  importance  of,  in  early  life, 
iii.  239. 

Sweden,  political  state  of,  iii.  164 ; 
polite  learning  in,  iv.  20. 

Swedes,  their  virtuous  character,  iv. 
77 ;  personal  appearance,  78 ; 
their  economy,  123. 

Swift,  imitations  of,  i.  131,  133; 
story  of  him  and  Parnell,  iv.  203  ; 
character  of  his  Rhapsody  on 
Poetrj",  291  ;  of  Cadenus  and 
Vanessa,  296. 

Swiss,  their  stormy  and  barren 
country,  i.  86  ;  simple  enioymi-nts, 
and  attachment  to  their  countrv-, 
86. 

Systems  of  aU  the  sciences,  volumi- 
nous, discourage  application,  iv. 
28. 

Tails,  some  families  having,  iii.  46. 

Takupi,  story  of  his  accusation,  iii. 
283. 

Tamerlane,  his  reply  to  a  flatterer, 
iii.  834. 

Tartars  of  Koreki,  curious  custom 
of,  iii.  93 ; 

Tasso,  his  poverty,  iii.  242. 

Taste,  bad  efiects  of  false  pretensions 
to,  ii.  218;  defined,  219;  requires 
cultivation,  ib.  ;  how  corrupted, 
221  ;  how  improved,  225;  a  cri- 
terion of  a  nation's  morals,  iv.  52. 

Tavern,  the  true  picture  of  human 
infirmities,  ii.  195. 

Tetrastic  Greek,  by  Johnson,  to  the 
memory  of  Goldsmith,  i.  52 ; 
imitated,  62,  note. 

Theatres,  remarks  on,  iv.  62,  84. 

Theatrical  writers,  conversation  on, 
ii.  76. 

Theses,  a  custom  in  foreign  universi- 
ties relating  to,  ii.  94. 

Thespis,  inventor  of  the  dramatic 
art,  ii.  240. 

Thief-takers,  their  cruelties,  iii.  25!». 

Thomson,  his  description  of  thu 
restoration  of  liberty  to  Greece,  ii. 
226  ;  character  of  his  poetry,  iv. 
292. 
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Thrale,  the  friend  of  Dr  Johnson, 
i.  115. 

Three  Pigeons,  The,  song  upon  the 
alehouse  so  called,  i.  239. 

Threnodia  Augustalis,  i.  148. 

Tibbs,  Mr,  the  Beau,  description  of, 
iii  157  ;  invites  Altangi  to  dine, 
160 ;  at  Vauxhall,  206 ;  on  the 
Asiatic  treatment  of  women,  278 ; 
his  description  of  the  coronation, 
290. 

Tibbs,  Mrs,  description  of,  iii.  16 1 ; 
her  affectation  of  gentility,  207. 

Tibullus,  his  pathos,  ii.  229. 

Tickell,  character  of  his  poetry,  iv. 
294. 

Tiokle,  Tom,  his  letter  to  Gold- 
smith, iv.  320 ; 

Tickling  Societ)' of  Florence,  oration 
delivered  at,  iv.  148. 

Tillotson,  not  a  perfect  model  of 
pulpit  eloquence,  iv.  156. 

Townshend,  Mr  T.  i.  118,  vote. 

Trade,  its  unfeeling  encroachments 
upon  the  rural  population,  i.  96. 

Trains,  remarks  on  ladies',  iii.  233. 

Translations  from  the  classics,  use- 
fulness of,  ii.  229. 

Translators,  Madame  La  Fayette's, 
remark  on  bad,  ii.  299. 

Transmigration  of  souls,  what  fol- 
lows from  admitting  the  doctrine 
of,  iii.  41. 

Traveller,  The,  opinions  of  it,  i.  29  ; 
its  excellence  as  an  ethic  and  de- 
scriptive poem,  64  ;  its  plan  seems 
borrowed  from  Blackmore,  64 ; 
dedication  of,  79 ;  its  aim  to 
shew  that  every  state  has  a  par- 
ticular principle  of  happpiness, 
and  that  this  may  be  carried  to 
excess,  80. 

Traveller,  letter  of  a,  describing  the 
manners  of  the  Poles,  iv.  69. 

Travellers,  the  want  of  philosophi- 
cal, regretted,  iii.  297. 

Travelling  teaches  us  to  think 
nothing  ridiculous  but  vice, 
iii.  1 1  ;  proper  object  of,  22 ;  a 
means  of  extending  useful  know- 
ledge, 298. 

Treaties,  how  broken,  without 
cither  side  being  aggressor,  iii. 
46. 


Trifles,  danger  of  loving,  even  for 

amusement,  iii.  144;  the  lot  of 

man  to  pursue,  336. 
Tropes    and    figures    common    to 

rhetoric  and  poetry,  ii.  247. 
Trott,  John,  his  reply,  i.  137. 
Truth,  though  dull,  preferred  by 

some  to   the   highest  flights   of 

fancy,  ii.  319. 
Turton,  Dr,  attends  Goldsmith  in 

his  last  illness,  i.  49. 

Universities,  merits  of  di£ferent, 
considered,  iv.  48. 

Vagabond,  history  of  a  philosophic, 
ii.  84  ;  thought  to  be  a  sketch  of 
Goldsmith's  own  adventures,  i. 
18. 

Vanity,  a  multitude  of  trades  depend 
on,  iii.  11. 

Vaugelas,  his  poverty  and  remark- 
able will,  iii.  206. 

Vauxhall,  its  splendour,  iii.  242. 

Veneration,  many  things  obtain  it 
by  being  concealed,  iii.  155. 

Venice,  its  laws,  ii.  80. 

Verse,  difference  of  ancient  and 
modem,  ii.  274 ;  specimens  of 
lyric  blank,  275,  note  ;  on  what 
its  harmony,  grace,  and  express 
sion  depend,  277. 

Versification,  its  influence,  ii.  245  ; 
not  essential  to  poetry,  246,  iii. 
1 15  ;  defined,  ii.  272. 

Vice,  one,  though  cured,  gives  rise 
to  others,  ii.  106 ;  vice  and 
stupidity  produce  each  other,  iv. 
51. 

Vices,  difference  between  those  of 
an  uncivilized  and  of  a  polished 
people,  ii.  189,  iii.  29. 

Virgil,  beauties  of  his  style,  ii.  249. 

Virtue  known  only  by  an  acquain- 
tance with  vice,  ii.  179. 

Visitation,  what  it  means,  iii.  167; 
dinner  described,  168. 

Voltaire,  Goldsmith's  life  of,  i.  .314  ; 
reflections  on  his  death,  iii.  123  ; 
sketch  of  his  character,  124,  iv. 
25. 

Voyage,  feelings  during  a  first,  iii.  9. 

Vulgar,  particular  care  should  be 
taken  of  their  morak^,  ii.  181. 


546 


INDEX. 


Wakefield,   Vicar  of,  its  imperfec- 

tioas  accounted  for,  i.  24  ;  price 

received  for,  25;    doubts  of  its 

success,  25  ;  editor's  remarks  or, 

ii.  1 ;  author's  advertisement  to,  8. 
Wales,  poem  to  the  memoiy  of  the 

Princess  Dowager  of,  i.  148. 
M'^alker,  Dr,  account  of,  iii.  198. 
Waller,   character  of  his  poem  on 

Cromwell,  iv.  294. 
Walpole,    Horace,   what  he   called 

Goldsmith,  i.  58. 
'Vi'ants,    where   few   pleasures  also 

few,  i.  87,  iii.  30. 
AVarton  disputes  Pope's  claim  to  be 

a  poet,  i.  64 
Wealth,  not  the  real  prosperity  of  a 

country,  i.  102 ;  accumidation  of, 

hurtful,  iii.  211. 
Westminster,  said  to  be  the  sanc- 

tuarj'   of   true    merit,    iii.    33 ; 

description  of,  34. 
Whang,  the  avaricious  miller,  iii. 

204. 
Whiston  against  priests   marrj-ing 

twice,  ii.  9 
Mtitefoord,     Caleb,    his    epitaph, 

i.  122. 
Whitfield,  his  earnest   manner,   ii. 

J  83. 
Wicked,  the,  and  the  gocd,  their 

happiness  contrasted,  li.  108. 
"Wilder,   3Mr,    tutor   to  Goldsmith, 

i.  7. 
■^V'ildgoose,  Dick,  story  of,  iv.  83. 
^Mne,   excess  in,   more  pardonable 

than  in  eating,  iii    170. 
Wisdom,  not  sufficient  to  make  us 

happy,  iii.  105  ;  that  of  the  igno- 
rant resembles  instinct.  225. 
Wit,  despised  by  the  vulgar,  unless 

befriended  by  the  great,  iv.  S3 ; 

wit   and   humour,    whence    the 
•pleasure  of  each  arises,  42. 


Witchcraft,  a  rule  of,  ii.  192;  accu- 
sations of,  fi-equent  formerly,  196; 
obsers'ations  on,  iv.  168. 

Witches,  marks  of,  iv.  170. 

Wives,  remark  on  Ejiglish,  ii.  70 ; 
number  of,  kept  bv  the  English, 
iii.  25. 

Wolfe,  General,  his  death  lamented, 
i.  138. 

Woman,  stanzas  on,  i.  139. 

Women,  their  lively  sense  of  the 
errors  of  their  sex,  ii.  104  ;  argu- 
ments to  prove  their  fitness  for 
miUtary  service,  2]  2 ;  their  proper 
sphere,  iii.  180. 

Wonders,  a  maker  of,  iii.  130. 

Woodfall,  Mr  W.  i.  121. 

World,  description  of  one  without 
vice,  iii.  176. 

Worldlv  grandeur,  instability  of, 
iv.  144. 

Writing  for  bread,  its  degrading 
effect,  iv.  37. 

Writing  finely,  less  to  be  aimed  at 
than  writing  naturally,  iv.  43. 

Young,  Dr,  character  of  his  poetrv, 

iv.  295. 
Young  ladies,  poems  for,  preface  to, 

iv.  297. 
Youth,  on  the  education  of,  iv.  135. 
Youth,   disappointments  one,  who 

has  spent  his  days  among  books, 

meets  with  on  entering  the  world, 

iii.  194. 

Zedekiah,  his  fate  lamented,  i.  163. 
Zenobia,  Murphy's  tragedy  of,  i. 

146,  note. 
Zeuxis,     inventor    of    the    chiaro 

nsciiro,   beautj'  of   his  pictures, 

ii.  a31. 
Zobeide,  prologue  to,  i.  140. 
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